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CHAPTER  L 

<TvON'T,  Juliet ;  just  see  what  a  stroke  you  have 
-L/  forced  me  to  make  ;  and  I  asked  jou  to  draw 
at  the  other  table.' 

^  And  I  told  70U  I  could  n't  see  there.     What  does 
the  stroke  signify  ?   Mr.  Brownlow  never  scolds.' 
>     ^But,  Juliet,  I  must  have  it  right;  I  can't  bear  an 
untidy  drawing.' 

*  Then,  if  you  please,  Annette,  it  is  time  you 
should  learn  to  bear  it.  There  is  Mjra,  who  never 
finished  a  drawing  decently  in  her  life,  and  is  quite 
happy  without  it.' 

The  assertion  was  made  at  random,  at  least  if  it 
was  permitted  to  judge  from  Myra's  countenance. 
She  was  at  that  moment  seated  before  a  writing- 
desk,  one  hand  supporting  her  head,  the  other  play- 
ing idly  with  a  pen,  whilst  her  face  was  so  expressive 
of  anything  but  happiness,  that  even  Annette  forgot 
her   annoyance   at  the  false  stroke,   and  joined  in 
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Juliet's  laugh  at  her  sister's  despairing  attitude,  as 
she  pored  over  her  German  exercise. 

*  I  do  n't  see  why  you  are  to  laugh,'  exclaimed 
Myra,  and  she  turned  round  petulantly  ;  *  you  have 
neither  of  you  begun  German  yet ;  when  you  have, 
see  if  you  won't  feel  just  the  same.' 

*  It  is  not  feeling,  but  looking,'  said  Juliet.  *  If  I 
were  going  to  be  hung,  I  would  n't  look  so  crest- 
fallen.' 

*  Wait  till  you  are  tried,'  was  the  retort,  as  Myra 
gave  a  push  to  her  writing-desk,  which  nearly  upset 
the  ink. 

Juliet  rushed  to  the  rescue  of  the  German  exercise- 
book.  Annette  carefully  removed  her  drawing  to  a 
distant  part  of  the  room. 

*  Good-bye  to  my  chance  of  a  mark  to-day,'  ex- 
claimed Juliet ;  '  there  is  a  blot  on  the  left  ear  of 
the  left  hand  figure,  in  the  left  hand  comer.  Look, 
Myra!'  She  held  up  the  drawing  good-humouredly, 
but  Myra  was  not  to  be  soothed. 

*It  would  not  have  happened  if  you  had  not 
laughed  at  me,'  she  said ;  '  but  you  and  Annette  are 
always  making  fun  of  me — ^^and  from  younger  sisters 
I  won't  bear  it.  Everyone  makes  fun  of  me/  she 
added  in  a  lower  tone. 

*  Only  when  your  collar  is  awry,'  said  Juliet,  pro- 
vokingly. 

*  Or  when  your  cuffs  do  n't  match,'  added  Annette, 
from  the  distant  corner  where  she  had  settled  her- 
self. 

Myra  glanced  at  herself  in  the  glass  over  the 
mantelpiece ;    then,    without  vouchsafing  a   reply. 
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went  and  stood  before  it,  and  tried  to  put  her  collar 
straight, 

*  You  had  better  let  me  do  that  for  you,  Myra,' 
said  a  voice  which  had  not  been  heard  before. 

A  yerj  pretty  girl,  tall,  and  dressed  in  good  taste 
but  in  the  height  of  the  fashion,  stood  in  the  door- 
way. There  could  not  have  been  a  greater  contrast 
to  Myra.  Her  smile  was  so  sunny — her  voice  so 
cheerful — her  movements  so  graceful — even  Myra's 
ill-humour  was  mollified  by  her  soothing  tone  and 
manner.  ^  Mamma  wants  you  in  the  drawing-room, 
80  you  must  let  me  put  you  to  rights,'  she  added,  as 
Myra  seemed  at  first  inclined  to  resist  any  interference 
with  her  toUette. 

*  I  can't  go  ;  I  have  not  finished  my  exercise,  and 
Herr  Werther  will  be  here  at  three,'  exclaimed  Myra, 
the  cloud  returning  again  to  her  face.  ^  Who  is  in 
the  drawing-room  V 

*  The  Vemeys ;  at  least  Mrs.  Vemey  and  a  niece. 
Mrs.  Vemey  wants  the  niece  to  walk  with  you,  only 
she  is  too  shy  to  come  into  the  school-room  with  so 
many  strangers;  and  you  are  just  her  age,  so  you 
are  to  go  and  make  acquaintance.' 

^  It  is  very  unkind  in  you,  Rosamond,  not  to 
bring  her  in  here  yourself ;  you  know  I  can't  bear 
going  into  the  drawing-room ;  and  Mrs.Yemey  always 
looks  me  over  from  head  to  foot,  and  talks  to  mamma 
about  me  as  if  I  was  a  doll.' 

Bosamond  only  replied  by  gently  forcing  her  sister 
into  a  chair,  arranging  the  collar,  smoothing  the 
ruffled  hair,  taking  off  the  unmatched  cuffs,  and  send- 
ing Juliet  for  another  pair. 
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Myra  submitted,  but  neither  cheerfully  nor  grate- 
fully. There  was  an  expression  in  her  face  which,  if 
the  cause  had  been  more  important,  might  have  called 
for  sympathy.  It  was  not  annoyance,  nor,  at  that 
moment,  temper.  It  was  a  look  of  inward  trouble — 
restlessness ;  in  an  older  person  it  might  have  por- 
tended a  settled  despondency  ;  and  it  did  not  leave 
her  even  when  Rosamond  pronounced  that  she  was  all 
right  now,  and  Juliet  came  forward  and  declared 
that  she  looked  quite  a  different  person — almost 
pretty.  The  only  change  then  was  in  her  manner. 
It  had  been  natural  before — it  was  constrained  now ; 
and  as  she  left  the  room,  Juliet's  comment  to  Annette 
was — 'I  think  it  is  worse  when  she  is  on  her  best 
behaviour,  because  then  she  is  affected.' 

Myra  was  correct  in  her  account  of  Mrs.  Verney. 
She  did  look  at  her  from  head  to  foot  as  she  entered. 
'Myra  is  much  grown,  I  think,'  was  her  remark 
addressed  to  Mrs.  Cameron  ;  '  and  she  really  is  more 
like  Rosamond  than  I  ever  thought  she  would  be.' 

The  voice  was  so  gentle  and  refined,  it  was  won- 
derful what  made  the  speech  so  unpleasing.  Perhaps 
it  was  the  sharp  criticising  glance  which  accompanied 
the  words. 

*  Myra  does  very  well  when  she  chooses  to  take 
pains  with  herself,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron,  languidly. 
— *  My  dear,  do  n't  drag  that  chair  so  awkwardly. — 
Madame  Dupont  was  in  despair  about  her  for  some 
time,  but  I  think  I  see  some  improvement.  Place 
your  chair  by  that  young  lady,  Myra,  and  make  ac- 
quaintance with  her  ;  she  is  Mrs.  Verney's  niece.' 

Myra  moved  her  chair.     The  two  girls  looked  at 
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€acli  other  but  neither  uttered  a  word,  beyond  the 
first  necessary  question. 

*Myra  has  such  a  very  awkward  way  with 
strangers,'  observed  Mrs.  Cameron,  in  an  under  tone. 
*  Rosamond,  do  try  and  help  her.* 

^  Rosamond  is  so  sweet  and  kind ;  she  makes 
everything  go  smoothly,*  said  Mrs.  Verney.  And  cer- 
tainly it  did  seem  as  if  Rosamond  possessed  some 
magical  influence,  for  she  had  no  sooner  made  a 
commonplace  remark,  than  the  spell  was  broken. 
Catharine  Verney,  who  had  just  come  from  a  London 
school,  began  to  pour  out  anecdotes — very  amusing, 
if  not  always  in  good  taste  ;  and  Myra  listened,  and 
asked  questions,  and  ventured  at  length  to  propose 
an  adjournment  to  the  school-room. 

*  Don't  drag  one  foot  behind  the  other,*  said  Mrs. 
Cameron,  as  Myra  walked  across  the  room;  and  be- 
fore the  door  was  closed,  she  added,  ^  it  is  so  odd 
that  she  should  be  awkward  and  affected  too.* 

Then,  Mrs.  Cameron  was  not  fond  of  Myra,  and 
treated  her  unkindly  ?  Not  at  all.  Mrs.  Cameron 
only  gave  utterance  to  her  thoughts,  without  consi- 
dering their  possible  effect.  And  she  said  what  was 
quite  true.  Myra  was  affected  at  times,  under  certain 
circumstances.  She  was  unquestionably  awkward,  and 
had,  moreover,  a  very  unpleasant  temper — extremely 
irritable,  and  very  often  passionate.  No  mother, 
anxious  as  Mrs.  Cameron  was  for  her  child's  good, 
and  perhaps  it  should  be  added  for  the  world's  ap- 
probation, could  help  being  fretted  by  her.  But 
there  was  another,  a  very  special  cause  for  vexa- 
tion in:  this  instance.    Myra  was  such  a  contrast  to 
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Bosamond,  and  Rosamond  was  Mrs.  Cameron's  step- 
daughter. It  was  scarcely  in  human  nature  to  see 
the  grace  and  sweetness  of  manner  which  marked 
the  one,  without  feeling  mortified  at  the  deficiencies 
of  the  other.  To  do  Mrs.  Cameron  justice,  she 
never  showed  her  annoyance  ill-naturedly.  She 
had  adopted  Rosamond  and  her  two  brothers  as 
her  own  children,  when  Rosamond  was  six  years 
old,  and  had  always  treated  them  with  affectionate 
consideration.  The  claims  of  her  own  children  had 
never  been  allowed  to  interfere  with  theirs.  And 
she  had  been  in  one  respect  well  repaid.  The  first 
family — as  her  step-children  were  often  called— were 
remarkably  good-tempered  and  manageable.  The 
boys,  indeed,  had  early  passed  beyond  her  control; 
they  had  been  sent  to  a  public  school,  and  now 
Godfrey,  having  gone  through  college,  was  studying 
for  the  bar,  and  Edmund  was  preparing  to  enter  the 
army.  Nothing  in  their  career  had  ever  caused  her 
any  uneasiness.  Mr.  Cameron  might  have  had  his 
anxieties  about  them,  but  they  were  not  shared  with 
her  ;  and  Mrs.  Cameron  was  not  a  person  to  go  out 
of  her  way  to  seek  for  trouble.  What  came  before 
her  she  accepted ;  but  she  had  married  in  order  to 
escape  from  the  worries  of  a  large  household,  con- 
flicting bills,  and  a  small  income  ;  and  when  she 
found  herself  in  affluence,  and  free  from  the  tyranny 
of  a  domestic  democracy,  her  naturally  indolent  mind 
at  once  succumbed  to  the  temptations  of  her  position, 
and  all  thought  of  duty  being  concentrated  in  the 
one  idea  of  obedience  to  her  husband,  she  suffered 
everything  beyond  the  sphere  of  his  expressed  wishes 
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to  pMB  nnnoiieed.  Wluimight  have  been  her  course 
if  Rosamoiid  bad  been  of  a  different  disposition,  it  is 
needless  to  enquire.  Resistance  at  an  earlj  period 
of  ber  married  life  might  have  roused  her  energy. 
Bnt  Rosamond's  sweet  temper  was  a  marreL  She 
aeeepted  her  step-mother  from  the  first  with  a  kiss, 
and  a  smile,  and  a  promise  to  be  tctj  good,  and  the 
promise  was  carefullj  kept. 

SerrantSy  governesses,  masters,  all  bore  the  same 
teatimonj.  Miss  Cameron  really  gave  no  trouble. 
She  was  yery  willing  to  learn,  equally  willing  to 
play.  Nothing  seoned  a  grieyance  or  a  difficulty  to 
ber.  That  she  formed  no  yery  strong  attachments, 
and,  though  always  welcomed  by  her  young  compa- 
nions, was  ney  er  deeply  r^retted  by  them  in  absence, 
might  be  partly  the  result  of  her  reserve,  partly  of 
an  unacknowledged  feeling  of  envy  at  her  superiority. 
For  wherever  Rosamond  appeared  competition  ceased. 
Others  might  be  second,  but  she  was  always  first.  A 
sweet  voice,  a  good  touch,  and  a  perfectly  correct  ear, 
made  her  an  excellent  musician.  If  her  drawings 
did  not  show  any  original  genius,  they  were  always 
artistic  and  carefully  executed ;  and  for  information, 
Rosamond  gained,  apparently  without  reading,  a 
knowledge  which  others,  after  months  of  toil,  were 
never  able  to  make  their  own. 

Poor  Mrs.  Cameron  !  It  was  all  very  pleasant  at 
first,  when  Rosamond  was  the  one  child  in  the  school- 
room, and  the  little  ones  in  the  nursery  were  only 
brought  down  to  be  exhibited  for  a  few  moments  to 
some  particular  baby-fancier,  and  sent  away  at  the 
ewliest  intimation  of  a  cry ;  but  it  was  very  different 
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whan  tliay  wara  Ml  to  l>a  dlfipUyad  imi  otia  (biully. 
Tha  diO^ranaa  liatwaan  lianMiioiid  And  har  liUtarrt  wm 
than  avidant  to  avaryona — Mr.  (Jtimaran  hialudad. 
Juliot  find  Annatta  indaad  wai'a  |)ii4i«tt1il(3  \  tht^y  hiid 
not  Uofitimond'ii  grtiaa  mu\  Umwiy,  hut  thay  might 
grow  Into  nomathing  prartanti^tda,  m\A  tit  nuy  mta 
tbara  wm  nothing  In  thorn  thut  could  ha  ranmrkdhly 
iha  ravai'rta  i  t>ut  thttt  unhtt|>|iy  Mym  I  <  My  dattr,  l( 
nha  (mn*t  h^ik  go<id*tani|iai'ad  iiha  ntn»t  ntuy  In  tha 
nuri*at'y,'  wm  tha  nhort  mu\  Mtarn  diatnm  Unuod  by 
Mr.  Cmnaron  to  hU  wifa,  whan  tha  ahlld  wm  fthout 
fiavan  y^wn^  old  \  mid  hU  wordu  haing  tiikan  lltoritlly, 
Myrtt  WM  aonnttintly  Irrlttttad  with  ii^unotlonii  to 
look  hrlght  find  {doMfint  whan  nho  want  down  to 
datmart,  till  nha  lo«t  idl  aontr<il  of  har  tanipar,  nod  In 
<3oniM)<|uanaa  wm  pronounaad  tha  nunghtlaiit  llttla  girl 
In  KngUnd,  And  la(t  n|)fitAtrii  lor  tha  raninindor  of 
tha  avanlng. 

'I'ha  govarnawiiaii.  And  thay  wara  mAny  (for  Mrii. 
CAinaron,  niuah  ai*  nha  dUllkail  axartlon,  aouhl  navar 
lia  liAtUllad  without  trying  a  naw  \Am  upon  MyrA 
a¥ary  two  yaAm).  gAva  rAthar  a  dllfarant  tontlntony. 
MyrA.  Indaa^l,  wm  vary  (Vat(\4l  And  imitiiloitAto,  hut 
than  kho  would  work.  VVhathar  It  wm  ohntluAoy  or 
industry  no  ona  vanturad  to  daalda,  hut  oartAlnly 
wliAtavar  nha  took  In  hAnd  mIio  llnUhad  i— ^-untidily, 
IiarhA|irt.  And  not  In  a  WAy  whioh  Mhowad  Any  graAt 
tAlant,  hut  In  a  ftmhlon  of  har  own.  whiah,  Aftar  All, 
WM  hattar  tlmn  not  At  aII.  And  MyrA  would  roAd 
too,  whIah  WM  whAt  Uo«Aruond  navar  did.  (Mva 
har  A  htMik,  AUil  «ha  WAii  liAppy  i  And  In  thU  tAnto 
WM  found  tha  {laAaa  of  tUa  iiah<iol-rooia«    CrouaUad 
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in  m  low  dnir,  in  an  migminlj  at&mdey  with  Lo- 
feei  on  the  fiender,  Mjrm  eonld  sit  for  lioars  al]6oH)ed 
in  sooie  tale — whidi,  probablj,  slie  had  read  half  a 
dooen  times  before — and  Juliet  and  Annene  were 
then  allowed  to  porsoe  their  own  oecnpadons  nndis- 
torbed.  Bat  the  mcHnent  the  reading  was  over — the 
moBaart  there  was  anjthiog  to  be  done  jointly,  and 
in  eonseqnenoe  anj  difierenoe  ci  opinion,  or  question 
of  eonilicting  rights — lljra  started  up,  full  of  com- 
plaintB^  eager  to  assert  herself  and  readj  to  do  battle 
with  the  first  who  opposed  her. 

It  was  no  wonder  that  the  disposition  was  expressed 
in  the  fiuse.  Mjra  had  onlj  a  yctj  moderate  share 
of  beauty  by  nature,  and  certainly  at  sixteen  it  had 
not  been  increased  by  the  softening  influences  of 
education. 

*  My  step-daughter  and  my  own  daughter — ^if  they 
oofdd  only  be  reversed  !'  was  Mrs.  Cameron's  unex- 
piessed  thought,  as  Rosamond,  after  accompanying 
Myra  and  Catharine  Yemey  to  the  school-room,  re- 
turned to  wish  Mrs.  Yemey  good-bye,  and  prepare 
for  a  ride.  And  Mrs.  Yemey's  after-comment — 
'  How  sweet  and  charming  Bosamond  is  ! ' — ^by  no 
means  soothed  her  wounded  maternal  Tanity. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

*  Tl  AITH  has  brought  the  tonic,  Doctor ;  do  n't  you 
J-    think  you  had  better  take  it  at  once  ?    And 
here  is  a  biscuit  all  ready.' 

The  speaker  was  an  elderly  lady  with  a  very  clear 
complexion,  and  rather  a  bright  colour,  quiet  blue 
eyes,  and  grey  hair  dressed  in  large  curls.  She  wore 
a  dark  puce-coloured  silk  dress,  by  no  means  expansive, 
and  rather  short ;  so  short,  indeed,  as  to  exhibit  a 
pair  of  square-toed  shoes,  made  very  high  in  the  in- 
step, and,  if  one  might  judge  from  the  loud  footstep, 
very  heavy-soled.  Her  voice  was  rather  hard,  her 
utterance  rapid,  only  the  pure  accent  told  of  the 
refinement  of  good  society. 

The  Doctor  was  an  old  gentleman  with  strongly- 
marked  features,  which  in  youth  might  have  been 
called  handsome.  The  brown  wig,  pushed  rather  to 
one  side,  gave  them  an  incongruous  expression  now. 
It  cut  off  a  portion  of  his  forehead,  and  tended  to 
exaggerate  the  length  of  his  nose— a  very  remarkable 
nose,  long,  rounded,  and  cogitative,  in  which  the  chief 
expression  of  the  face  was  concentrated.  Without 
it  the  mouth  might  have  been  almost  weakly  benevo- 
lent, whilst  the  eyes  were  decidedly  irascible. 

*  A  quarter  of  an  hour  before  your  time,  Patty,'  was 
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his  reply  to  the  medicinal  offer  which  had  been  made 
him.  The  grey  eyes,  twinkling  through  spectacles, 
were  still  kept  fixed  upon  the  folio  open  before  him, 
and  he  turned  a  page  with  one  hand,  whilst  motion- 
ing away  the  intruders  with  the  other. 

*I  am  going  out.  Doctor,  and  you  will  forget. 
Faith,  pour  out  the  medicine.' 

Faith,  a  diminutive  counterpart  of  her  mistress, 
having  attained  that  singular  family  resemblance 
which  is  often  to  be  remarked  in  servants  who  have 
lived  long  in  one  household,  came  forward  with  a 
tray,  a  bottle  of  brown  liquid,  a  wine  glass,  and  a 
plate  containing  one  small  biscuit. 

'  It  will  do  you  good,  sir ;  you  have  been  much 
better  since  you  took  it.   Has  n't  he  now,  Mrs.  Patty  ' 

'  Of  course  he  has.  The  notion  of  those  pins'  heads 
doing  anyone  good  I  But  Miss  Medley  is  out  of  her 
mind,  poor  thing ;  there  is  no  doubt  of  that.  I  hope  it  is 
not  wrong  to  say  so.  I  hope  not.  Now,  Doctor,  dear  ! ' 

The  affectionate  epithet  did  its  work.  The  Doctor 
gave  a  slight  sigh  as  he  made  a  memorandum  on  a 
sheet  of  paper  which  lay  on  his  desk,  and  then  con- 
fronted his  medical  advisers. 

*  It  is  n't  so  very  bad,  after  all,'  said  Faith,  looking 
at  Mrs.  Patty;  'not  half  so  bad  as  the  black  doses  my 
grandmother  gave  me  when  I  was  a  child.' 

*  I  wish.  Faith,  your  grandmother  was  here  to  give 
you  this,  then,'  said  the  Doctor.  *  Patty,  what  have 
you  done  with  my  globules  ? ' 

*  Locked  them  up.  Doctor.  They  are  a  temptation 
to  you.  Do  n't  think  about  them  now.'  She  put  the 
glass  into  his  hand. 
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*  Only  one  biscuit ! '  exclaimed  the  Doctor.  There 
was  an  evident  hesitation  for  a  moment;  then  the 
nauseous  mixture  was  swallowed,  and  the  empty  glass 
laid  upon  the  tray,  with  a  look  which  Faith  seemed 
instantly  to  understand,  and  answered  by  conveying 
the  obnoxious  objects  as  quickly  as  possible  from  his 
sight,  whilst  Mrs.  Patty  handed  him  the  solitary 
biscuit,  saying,  as  she  saw  him  glance  at  the  empty 
plate,  *Two  would  spoil  your  appetite.' 

*  Patty,  I  shall  keep  the  globules  myself,'  was  the 
Doctor's  rejoinder;  *mind  you  let  me  have  them.' 

*  We  will  see.  Doctor,  dear  ;  do  n't  think  anything 
more  about  it ;  there  is  some  nice  porridge  for  dinner. 
Shall  you  want  anything  more  before  I  go  out?' 

'Nothing,'  was  the  irritable  reply;  but  the  very 
next  moment  the  old  man  looked  up  and  repeated 
gently,*  *  Nothing,  thank  you,  Patty;  only,  if  you  meet 
Mr.  Baines,  tell  him  I  should  be  glad  to  see  him.' 

'Mr.  Baines  dines  with  the  Camerons  to-day,  so  I 
hear,'  said  Mrs.  Patty;  *I  don't  see  clearly  what 
makes  him  like  to  go  there  so  often.' 

*He  is  dull,  and  there  are  young  people  there,' 
replied  the  Doctor,  abstractedly;  and  he  turned  to 
resume  his  studies  with  an  eagerness  which  seemed 
to  show  that  he  trusted  to  St.  Augustine  to  help  him 
to  forget  the  nauseous  flavour  that  still  lingered  in 
his  mouth. 

Mrs.  Patty  stood  for  a  moment  in  thought,  and 
then  trotted  rather  than  walked  out  of  the  room, 
muttering  to  herself,  *I  dare  say  she  is  very  good ; 
I  ought  not  to  say  a  word ;  no,  I  ought  not ;  and 
perhaps  he  never  thinks  about  her,  only  it  might  be 
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better  for  him  not  to  be  always  laaghing  and  talking 
with  her.' 

Mrs.  Patty  Kingsbaiy  followed  Faith  into  the 
kitchen,  a  pleasant-looking  room,  bright  with  well- 
kept  pewter  covers,  and  a  dinner-set  of  real  china  of 
the  old-fashioned  willow  pattern.  The  lattice  win- 
dows were  open  npon  a  back  court,  kept  in  perfect 
order,  and  made  reallj  prettj  bj  a  few  pet  plants. 
An  arm-chair  stood  bj  the  window,  and  Mrs.  Pattj 
seated  herself  in  it,  and  summoned  Betsey,  the  cook, 
to  a  consultation  with  herself  and  Faith. 

*  Yonr  master  won't  take  kindlj  to  the  porridge 
mach  longer,  Betsej;  yon  must  think  of  something 
else  for  him.' 

'He  has  had  it  but  three  dajs^  ma'am,  and  mj 
father  took  it  for  a  fortnight.' 

*Dr.  Kingsbury  is  of  a  different  constitution  to 
your  father,'  observed  Mrs.  Patty,  with  a  slight  tone 
of  offended  dignity.  'Mr.  Harrison  says  his  case 
is  peculiar.  You  know,  Faith,  he  objects  to  gruel 
also.' 

'Quite,  ma'am,'  replied  Faith,  shaking  her  head. 
'  He  objects  to  everything  now,  except  the  pins' 
heads.  To  think  of  Miss  Medley's  deluding  him  so! 
But  hell  give  in,  ma^am;  don't  take  on  so,  pray 
now  do  n't.  He  took  down  the  draught  quite  good, 
like  a  baby,  Betsey ;  he  did  indeed.' 

'He  did  indeed,'  repeated  Mrs.  Patty;  'but, 
Betsey,  I  think  I  should  have  a  mutton-chop  ready, 
in  case  the  porridge  does  not  suit.  They  are  very 
good— lie  men — very  good  indeed ;  you  know, 
Bets^,  we  ought  to  look  up  to  them,  and  we  do ;  but 
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thej  like  their  own  way  in  eating  and  drinking,  and 
very  natural.' 

'You  mustn't  let  master  be  asked  out  yet,  Mrs. 
Patty;  if  you  11  forgive  my  boldness  for  saying  so,' 
said  Betsey.  *  There 's  been  Colonel  Verney's  man 
down,  since  breakfast,  and  he  says  they  are  likely 
to  have  a  gay  time  there  before  long,  for  the  Colonel's 
nephew  is  expected  back  from  India,  and  there  will 
be  dinner-parties  for  him.' 

'Your  master  requires  no  check  but  a  sense  of 
duty,'  was  Mrs.  Patty's  reply;  whilst  Faith  added 
quickly : 

'  One  would  think,  Betsey,  that  master  ate  and 
drank  like  a  tiger ;  but  he  has  no  more  appetite  than 
a  chick  just  out  of  its  shell.' 

*  May  be,'  replied  Betsey ;  *  but  if 't  was  a  saint,  I 
wouldn't  put  him  down  to  gruel  at  one  end  and 
turtle  soup  at  the  other.  Those  grand  dinners  at 
the  Colonel's  are  a  perfect  sight.  How  do  you  wish 
the  mutton-chop  dressed,  Mrs.  Patty?' 

'  Quite  plain,  Betsey ;  it  can't  be  too  plain. 
Did  the  butler  say  when  Mr.  Charles  Verney  was 
expected  ? ' 

*  The  day  after  to-morrow,  ma'am ;  and  Conyers,  at 
Mrs.  Cameron's,  says  that  her  mistress  and  Miss 
Rosamond  are  asked  there  for  next  week.  She  does 
not  quite  know  what  day.' 

'  Miss  Myra  must  be  getting  nearly  old  enough  to 
go  out  now,  surely,'  said  Faith.  '  I  wonder  nobody 
ever  asks  her.' 

*  Such  a  wee  whimpering  child  as  that! '  exclaimed 
Betsey;  *why,  if  anything  went  wrong  she  would 
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burst  out  storming  in  the  middle  of  dinner.  I 
never  did  see  anyone  so  queer,  for  her  age  —  no, 
never.' 

*  Yet  there 's  something  good  about  her  too/  said 
Faith.  'There  is  not  one  of  the  young  ladies  as 
pays  master  half  the  respect  Miss  Myra  does.' 

Mrs.  Fatty  had  been  sitting  with  rather  an  absent 
air  during  this  short  colloquy  between  her  servants, 
but  the  last  sentence  caught  her  attention.  Perhaps 
the  discussion  struck  her  as  somewhat  unfitting,  for 
she  rose  up  and  said  gravely, '  Mutton-chop,  then-*- 
quite  plain — at  four  o'clock.' 

A  burst  of  laughter  was  heard  at  the  open  win- 
dow. 

'Faith,  is  that  you? — do  come  here,  please  do, 
Faith.'  The  voice  was  Juliet  Cameron's  ;  her  round 
merry  face  appeared  at  the  lattice  ;  she  evidently 
did  not  see  Mrs.  Patty.  *Myra  has  slipped  down 
the  bank  into  the  pond ;  she  is  not  hurt,  she  is  only 
wet,  and  a  little  frightened  ;  and  she  wants  to  know 
if  Betsey  will  let  her  come  and  dry  herself  at  the 
kitchen  fire.' 

*  Myra  can  come  into  the  parlour,  my  dear,'  said 
Mrs.  Patty,  advancing. 

*  Oh,  Mrs.  Patty,  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  did  n't 
know  you  were  here.  Myra  told  me  not  to  go  to  the 
front-door,  because  of  the  Doctor's  being  unwell; 
and  she  said  it  would  be  making  a  fuss.  There  is 
nothing  the  matter.  Catharine  Yemey  is  there — 
that  is  Mrs.  Vemey's  niece,  you  know ;  and  she  and 
Myra  were  talking,  and  not  looking  where  they 
went»  and  Myra  fell  and  rolled  over,  that  was  all. 
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It  was  80  very  odd  to  see  her ;  she  went  down  the 
bank  like  a  ball :  you  can't  think  how  droll  it  was.' 
'  Young  ladies  should  learn  to  walk  straight/  ob- 
served Faith,  before  Mrs.  Patty  could  reply.     *l8 
Miss  Myra  very  wet?' 

*  Faith,  if  you  please  to  fetch  my  garden-bonnet, 
I  shall  go  and  see  about  it,'  said  Mrs.  Patty.  ^  It 
may  be  better  that  Myra  should  go  home.'  . 

'  Myra  won't  do  that  till  she  is  dry,  if  she  should 
have  to  stay  in  the  sun  all  the  afternoon,'  said  Juliet, 
her  laughter  breaking  forth  again.  '  Mamma  would 
scold  her.  You  know,  Mrs.  Patty,  she  always  says 
Myra  is  no  better  than  a  child  of  five  years  old ;  and 
she  did  roll  over  just  like  one.' 

Faith  brought  the  bonnet,  a  very  remarkable  one — 
a  deep  curtain  behind,  a  kind  of  pent-house  before 
— at  the  far  end  of  which  Mrs.  Patty's  face  appeared 
somewhat  like  the  sun  in  a  mist. 

*  We  will  go  and  see,  my  dear,'  was  her  reply  to 
Juliet's  remark.  'Betsey,  remember  the  mutton- 
chop;  and,  Faith,  if  I  am  not  back  to  take  the 
Clothing  Club  pence,  when  the  women  come  at  two 
o'clock,  you  must  begin.' 

'  So  like  her,  that  is — ^looking  after  things  so  long 
beforehand,'  observed  Betsey  to  Faith,  as  Mrs.  Patty 
joined  Juliet  in  the  court;  '  why,  she  may  walk  to 
Marston  and  back  before  two  o'clock  comes.' 

'  It  is  because  she  would  n't  run  the  chance  of 
neglecting,'  was  Faith's  reply. 

Mrs.  Patty  did  not  encourage  Juliet's  communica- 
tiveness. She  walked  on  at  a  steady  quick  pace,  to 
which  Juliet  found  it  somewhat  difficult  to  accom- 
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modate  herself.  The  Rectory  stood  on  a  rising 
ground)  with  a  smooth  piece  of  sloping  lawn  in 
front.  At  the  foot  of  the  lawn  was  a  little  wooded 
dell  crossed  bj  a  rustic  bridge,  and  rising  from  the 
other  side  of  the  dell  were  the  gardens  and  fields 
attached  to  Yare  Hall,  a  moderate-sized,  square,  red- 
brick Elizabethan  house,  with  stone  mullions  and 
facings  to  the  windows,  and  a  thick  shrubbery  round 
it.  Mrs.  Fatty  crossed  the  lawn  and  the  bridge,  and 
then  turned  into  a  gravel  path  which  skirted  the  dell. 
Presently  she  paused. 

*  The  large  pond,  I  suppose,  my  dear  ?' 

*  Yes,  Mrs.  Patty ;  they  were  walking  along  the 
terrace  at  the  top.' 

*  Very  good.  Bun  on,  my  dear,  and  tell  them  I  am 
coming.' 

'  But,  Mrs.  Patty,  Myra  never  thought  of  troubling 
you ;  she  will  be  wS  vexed.' 

*  Bun  on,  my  dear ;  you  can  go  quicker  than  I 
can.'  And  Mrs.  Patty  nodded  her  head  good-naturedly, 
but  moved  for  Juliet  to  pass  her  in  a  way  which 
showed  that  she  had  no  intention  of  having  her  will 
disputed.  Juliet  was  out  of  sight  almost  immedi- 
ately. Mrs.  Patty  followed  at  the  same  pace  as  before 
— ^not  at  all  hurried,  only  determined.  Three  minutes 
more  brought  her  in  sight  of  the  pond.  It  was,  in 
fact,  a  pretty  piece  of  water  ;  the  banks  were  clothed 
with  birch  and  elms.  To  the  right  was  an  extensive 
wood ;  to  the  left,  the  village  and  the  church.  The 
three  girls  were  grouped  picturesquely  upon  the 
turf ;  and  the  glancing  sunlight  which  fell  upon  them 
made  the  whole  a  picture  for  an  artist     But  Mrs. 
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Pattj  was  not  artistic  ;  she  walked  straight  up  to 
Mjra,  placing  her  foot  fearlessly  as  she  went  upon 
bramble  and  stinging  nettle,  and  said  : 

*  My  dear,  home  is  best  for  you  ;  you  will  go  back 
to  the  Hall  with  me.' 

Myra  started  up,  exhibiting,  as  she  rose,  a  dress 
covered  with  mud,  and  still  dripping  with  water. 

'  Oh!  no,  Mrs.  Patty  ;  no,  indeed  I  can't.  Please, 
you  must  let  me  co^le  to  the  Rectory.  But  it  was  so 
ill-natured  of  Juliet.  I  told  her  not  to  make  a  fuss. 
I  begged  her  to  go  to  the  back-door.  I  can't  go 
home.     It  is  impossible.' 

Myra's  face,  usually  pale  and  woe-begone,  became 
crimson  with  excitement.  Juliet  looked  at  Catharine 
Vemey,  and  laughed.  Catharine  shrugged  her 
shoulders,  and  cast  up  her  eyes  ;  and  Myra  caught 
the  expression  of  surprise,  and  was  upon  the  point  of 
storming  again,  when  Mrs.  Patty  quietly  drew  her 
arm  within  hers,  and  said : 

*  We  will  come,  my  dean  You  two  girls,  go  to 
the  Eectory,  and  tell  Faith  not  to  trouble  herself,  for 
Myra  is  going  home  to  change  her  clothes.' 

*  We  must  go,  I  suppose,'  whispered  Catharine  to 
Juliet. 

'  Yes,  I  suppose  so ;  but  poor  Myra  is  in  for  a 
scolding.' 

<  Never  mind  the  scolding,  my  dear,'  said  Mrs. 
Patty,  overhearing  them.  <  Run  off  as  fast  as  you 
can,  and  then  come  up  to  the  Hall ;  and  Juliet,  you 
may  tell  Faith  I  shall  certainly  try  and  be  back  in 
time  for  the  Clothing  Club.' 

Myra  walked  by  Mrs.  Patty's  side  silently.    It 
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would  have  been  difficult  to  say  whether  she  was 
most  cowed,  frightened,  or  ashamed.  For  a  girl  of 
her  age  it  certainly  was  rather  humiliating  to  be 
taken  home  with  a  wet  dress,  after  having  tumbled 
into  a  pond.  As  they  drew  near  the  house  she 
sidled  a  little  away  from  Mrs.  Patty,  with  the 
evident  intention  of  making  her  way  into  the  house 
by  a  back  entrance,  while  she  said  apologetically, 
*  There  may  be  company  in  the  drawing-room.  I 
know  there  is  some  one.  Mrs.  Verney  is  there. 
Mamma  would  rather  not  see  me.' 

*Your  mamma  had  better  see  you,  my  dear;  then 
she  will  know  what  to  do  for  you.  You  are  wet 
through,  and  I  should  make  you  go  to  bed.' 

*What!  in  the  middle  of  the  day?  For  punish- 
ment— ^like  a  baby?  Mrs.  Patty,  I  won't;  I  never 
heard  anything * 

Mrs.  Patty  gently  tapped  her  on  the  arm.  *  A  warm 
bed,  and  a  little  ,hot  wine  and  water^  will  keep  you 
from  taking  cold,  my  dear.  I  always  send  the  Doctor 
to  bed  when  I  think  he  is  likely  to  take  cold,  and  he 
says  he  quite  enjoys  it;  only  he  can't  go  on  with  St. 
Augustine's  Commentary.  So  now  we  will  just  rap 
at  the  drawing-room  door,  and  tell  your  mamma  all 
about  it.' 

*  There  is  Annette  in  the  drawing-room;  I  can't 
go  in,  Mrs.  Patty,  indeed  I  can't.*  Myra  slunk 
away,  and  nearly  burst  into  tears. 

*Well,  then,  I  will,  my  dear;  wait  here  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  I  dare  say  your  mamma  will  come  out  to 
you.' 

c  2 
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As  the  drawing-room  door  was  opened  bj  Mrs. 
Pattj,  Myra  stole  to  one  side  so  as  not  to  be  seen ; 
and  the  moment  it  was  closed  again,  she  rushed  up 
the  stairs,  and  bolted  herself  into  her  own  room. 
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CHAPTER  in. 

FAITH  and  Mrs.  Patty  were  singularly  alike  in 
outward  form,  but  there  were  great  divergences 
in  their  minds,  greater  than  Faith  would  have  been 
willing  to  allow.  Faith  knew  nothing  of  such  pro- 
found reverence  as  Mrs.  Patty  felt  for  the  Doctor; 
perhaps  for  that  reason  she  required  more  sympathy 
from  other  persons.  She  liked  a  little  gossip,  and  was 
not  fastidious  as  to  the  quarter  from  whence  it  came. 
Great  as  was  her  virtuous  horjror  of  homoeopathic 
globules,  she  did  not  deem  it  at  all  necessary  to  shrink 
from  communication  with  the  one  inhabitant  of  Yare 
who  had  been  guilty  of  introducing  them  into  the 
village ;  and  even  the  startling  fact  that  her  master 
had  been  cajoled  into  the  use  of  them  was  not  suffi- 
cient to  make  her  dread  any  similar  influence  upon 
herself.  Strong  in  her  own  convictions,  she  often 
made  an  excuse,  when  sent  on  an  errand  into  the 
village,  to  pay  a  few  moments'  visit  to  Miss  Medley, 
just  for  the  pleasure  of  triumphing  over  her,  by 
informing  her  how  *  Mrs.  Patty  had  persuaded  the 
Doctor  to  try  a  tonic,  or  a  cup  of  coffee,  or  even, 
sometimes,  a  little  brandy,  which  had  done  him  a 
world  of  good ;  and  how  he  had  had  quite  a  sweet 
nap  afterwards  in  his  arm-chair,  and  woke  up  as 
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fresh  as  a  bird,  and  no  pain.'  The  triumph  was 
increased  by  the  fact  that  Miss  Medley's  father  had 
been  a  physician — by  some  called  a  quack,  because 
he  had  late  in  life  adopted  the  new  system  of  medi- 
cine; anyhow,  he  was  a  gentleman,  and  Faith,  never 
forgetting  that  Miss  Medley  was  bom  a  lady,  was  all 
the  more  happy  in  her  self-gratulation,  when  she 
could,  as  she  thought,  prove,  to  the  confounding  of 
all  gainsayers,  that  port  wine,  or  water  gruel,  as  the 
case  might  be,  would  be  found  to  be  worth  all  the 
whimsies  which  clever  gentlemen  or  clever  ladies  had 
ever  invented  or  encouraged. 

*  You  don't  happen  to  be  wanting  anything  I  can 
get  for  you  at  the  grocer's,  ma'am  ?'  was  her  enquiry, 
as  she  knocked  at,  and  then  immediately  opened,  the 
door  of  Miss  Medley's  little  parlour.  *I  have  been 
at  the  Hall,  on  a  message  from  Mrs.  Patty,  and  now  I 
am  just  going  on  a  step  farther  down  the  village.' 

*  I  don't  want  anything  that  I  know  of,  Faith, 
thank  you;  but  don't  stand  in  the  draught  of  the 
passage.* 

Faith  willingly  obeyed,  though  draught  there  was 
none  from  the  passage,  for  a  very  good  reason,  that 
no  passage  existed.  The  little  steep  staircase  went 
up  directly  from  the  street-door.  The  landlady,  Mrs. 
Haynes,  had  the  parlour  to  the  right ;  Miss  Medley 
herself  the  parlour  to  the  left,  with  the  bedroom 
above.  It  was  a  comfortable  little  lodging  upon  the 
whole,  and  tolerably  well  furnished.  There  was  a 
dark  puce-colour  leathern  ^rm-chair,  a  sofa  with  a 
chintz  covering,  a  chiffiohier  and  some  bookshelves, 
a  mahogany  slab  and  a  little  writing-table;  not  to 
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mention  a  rosewood  cabinet  piano,  which  Miss 
Medley's  friends  TOted  a  great  encumbrance,  but 
which  Miss  Medley  herself  looked  upon  as  the  one 
only  important  piece  of  furniture  in  her  possession, 
since  on  it  she  diligently  played  chants  and  psalm 
tunes  on  Sunday  evening,  singing  at  the  same  time 
with  a  cracked,  though  originally  good  voice,  to  the 
great  edification  of  Mr.,  Mrs.,  and  Miss  Haynes,  who, 
besides  listening  and  approving,  were  not  unfre- 
quently  summoned  to  join. 

*  Anything  the  matter  at  the  Hall,  Faith  ?  *  asked 
Miss  Medley.  She  was  a  brisk  little  woman,  and 
her  bright  black  eyes  twinkled  and  glittered  inces- 
santly. They  made  her  look  quite  young  at  a  distance, 
especially  when  it  was  not  seen  that  her  brown  curls 
had  no  natural  and  necessary  connection  with  her 
head. 

*I  can't  say,  ma'am.  I  wouldn't  undertake  to  say. 
Mrs.  Patty  recommended  that  Mr.  Harrison  should 
be  sent  for  ;  but  Mrs.  Cameron — I  do  n't  mean  any 
disrespect — but  she  is  very  slow  ;  and  fever  is  some- 
times fearful  rapid.' 

*  Fever  !  infectious  ?  scarlet  ?  typhus  ?  gastric  ? ' 
Miss  Medley  stretched  out  her  hand  to  a  large  green 
book  which  always  lay  on  her  table. 

*  Dear  heart!  no,  ma'am.  How  can  one  say  ?  fevers 
are  like  babbies;  there's  no  knowing  them  apart 
when  they  are  born.  And  who  can  tell  what  this 
will  turn  to  ?  or  it  might  not  turn  at  all.  But  any- 
how, they  have  some  common  sense  up  at  the  Hall, 
and  will  know  what  to  do.  I  said  so  to  Mrs.  Fatty, 
and  great  comfort  it  was  to  her  to  think  of  it* 
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Common  sense  could  not  mean  globules !  Miss 
Medley  was  quite  sure  of  that  fact ;  but  under  what 
nauseous  form  it  would  be  likely  to  exhibit  itself,  in 
the  emergency  so  vaguely  hinted  at  by  Faith,  she  did 
not  stop  to  enquire.  '  Mrs.  Cameron  has  fever,  then 
— low  fever,  I  suppose  ?  It  is  going  about  a  good 
deal; 

^  Mrs.  Cameron,  ma'am  !  No,  surely.  I  did  n't 
speak  of  her,  did  I  ?  If  I  did,  I  was  wrong.  Mr. 
Cameron  must  be  home  by  this  time,  and  he  may 
know  better  what  to  do.  Miss  Myra  is  greatly  in 
fear  of  her  papa,  they  say;  and  well  she  may  be, 
for  his  one  word  goes  further  than  other  people^s 
dozens.' 

'  His  word,  and  his  wish,  and  his  will,  of  course  ! ' 
observed  Miss  Medley ;  and  her  thin  lips  cuded 
satirically.  *  When  was  there  ever  a  man  that  had 
not  his  will  ?    But  what  about  Miss  Myra  ?  * 

*  Why,  that  she  is  likely  to  die  of  fever,  if  she 
does  not  get  better  soon,  ma'am,'  replied  Faith ;  '  and 
it  is  her  own  doing  too  ;  a  wilful  young  lady  she 
was  always.' 

*  Aconite  I  aconite  ! '  murmured  Miss  Medley. 
*  Three  globules  every  hour  !  it  would  quite  save  her.' 
She  gave  a  deep  sigh,  and  for  a  moment  she  seemed 
lost  in  some  sorrowful  meditation.  ^But,  Faith,' 
and  she  looked  up  as  briskly  as  ever,  '  what  is  the 
cause  ? ' 

*A  child's  folly,  ma'am,'  replied  Faith,  *  which 
never  would  have  been  if  her  papa  had  been  at 
home.  She  tumbled  into  the  pond,  and  got  wet 
through,  and  when  she  went  home  locked  herself  up 
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in  her  room,  and  would  not  let  anyone  in ;  and  there 
they  stayed  outside,  begging  and  begging,  and  she 
inside,  in  her  wet  things,  for  nearly  an  hour.  So  of 
coarse  there  is  a  cold  and  fever;  that  is  all.  Miss 
Medley.  But  Mr.  Cameron  will  be  home  by-and-by, 
and  then  there  will  be  some  one  to  manage  her.' 

'I  don't  see  what  good  a  man  is  to  do  in  a  sick- 
room, unless  he  is  a  physician,'  observed  Miss  Medley. 
^  As  a  race,  Faith,  men  are  noisy.' 

*  Very  true,  ma'am.' 
'  And  impatient.' 

*  Yes,  I  suppose  so,  ma'am.' 

'  You  need  not  suppose  it.  Faith,  it  is  a  fac); ;  they 
are  awkward,  also.' 

*  Well !  yes,  perhaps.'  Faith  thought  for  a  second, 
and  added,  *  Master  is  not.' 

*  Noisy,  impatient,  awkward — and  selfish.  Faith  ; 
selfish — do  n't  think  of  denying  it  !  they  are  selfish  ; 
and  what  good  can  they  do  in  illness  ?  ' 

*  They  can  have  things  their  own  way,  ma'am, 
replied  Faith  bluntly  ;  ^  and  I  take  it  that  is  what  is 
wanted  in  all  households.  And  if  you  will  forgive 
me  for  saying  it,  you  would  think  the  same  if  you 
had  heard  Mrs.  Patty's  account  of  what  went  on  at 
the  Hall  this  afternoon.' 

*  If  Mrs.  Patty  had  done  right,'  replied  Miss  Med- 
ley, *  she  would  have  taken  the  responsibility  upon 
herself,  and  not  have  waited  for  Mr.  Cameron.  It 
has  been  my  rule  through  life.  Faith.  I  have  never 
hesitated  to  accept  any  responsibility.  I  should  have 
given  aconite  directly,  and  Myra  Cameron's  life 
would  have  been  saved.' 
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*  Please,  ma'am,  she  is  not  dead  yet,'  observed 
Faith. 

'  But  she  is  going  to  die— there  can  be  no  hope,' 
exclaimed  Miss    Medley,    impatiently.     *I  am  half 

inclined But  Mr.  Cameron  is    not  a    man   to 

listen.' 

*  To  listen,  but  not  to  answer,  ma'am,'  replied 
Faith  :  *  and  if  you  are  thinking  of  the  pins'  heads 
in  the  little  bottles,  you  might  as  well  talk  to  a  stone 
wall  as  to  him  about  them.  I  heard  him  say  one 
day  myself,  when  he  was  dining  at  the  Rectory, 

and  I    was  waiting   at  table,    that    it  was 1 

forget  the  word — but   it    was  something  very  un- 
pleasant.' 

*  Humbug  !  It  is  his  favourite  word.  You  need 
not  be  afraid  to  repeat  it.  Faith.  I  know  Mr.  Cameron 
well.' 

'  If  you  do,  ma'am,  it  is  more  than  anyone  else 
does,'  answered  Faith.  *  An  oyster  in  his  shell  isn't 
more  close.' 

*  I  know  him.  Faith,  as  I  know  all  men.  Two  or 
three  general  principles  are  all  which  is  required  to 
enable  one  to  find  the  key  to  their  characters.  If 
one  does  not  fit,  another  will.  But  you  cannot  un- 
derstand that.' 

'  I  do  n't  know  about  keys  and  principles,  ma'am. 
I  dare  say  they  might  be  useful,  if  one  had  to  live 
with  Mr.  Cameron  ;  but  master,  you  see,  is  different.' 

*Dr.  Kingsbury  is  a  remarkable — not  exception — 
he  has  the  faults  of  his  sex  :  but,  upon  the  whole,  he 
is  enabled  to  rise  superior  to  them.  But  Dr.  Kings- 
bury is  being  spoilt ;   and  Mrs.  Patty  will  live  to 
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repent  it.      However,    we    will    avoid    unpleasant 
subjects.     Miss  Myra  Cameron,  you  say,  is  dying?' 

Faith  pretended  not  to  hear ;  she  was  searching  in 
the  corner  of  the  room  for  her  umbrella. 

*  Will  it  be  many  hours,  do  you  think  ? '  continued 
Miss  Medley,  adopting  the  sorrowful  and  sympathetic 
tone. 

Faith,  leaning  with  both  hands  upon  the  umbrella, 
confronted  Miss  Medley  with  open  eyes. 

*  Many  hours  or  few.  Faith  ? ' 

*  Just  as  many,  or  as  few,  as  is  willed  above, 
ma'am.  And  as  far  as  I  can  tell.  Miss  Myra  is  as 
yet  no  nearer  dying  than  you — nor  so  near,  if  I  may 
make  bold  to  say  it,*  she  added,  glancing  at  the 
green  book  ;  ^  and  so,  if  you  please,  I  wish  you  good 
evening.' 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

FAITH  was  not  quite  correct  in  her  assertion. 
Mjra  Cameron  was  nearer  dying  at  that  moment 
than  Miss  Medley — at  least,  according  to  human 
calculation.  An  hour  and  a  half  in  wet  clothes 
would  alone  have  been  sufficient  to  give  her  cold  ; 
when  passion  and  excitement  were  added,  no  one 
could  be  surprised  that  she  was  seriously  ill.  Myra 
had  locked  herself  into  her  room,  and  resisted  both 
commands  and  entreaties  to  open  her  door.  If  Mrs. 
Patty  had  been  there,  she  might,  perhaps,  have  been 
more  easily  persuaded ;  but  Mrs.  Patty  had  no  idea 
of  neglecting  her  own  duty  for  the  sake  of  attending 
to  that  of  others.  She  was  wanted  at  home  for  the 
Clothing  Club,  and  it  was  Mrs.  Cameron's  business 
to  attend  to  her  child  ;  so  Mrs.  Patty  went  back  to 
the  Rectory,  somewhat  vexed  at  Myra's  wilfulness, 
but  never  supposing  for  an  instant  that  she  would 
hold  out  her  citadel  against  the  attacks  of  the 
besiegers  for  any  length  of  time.  Great  was  her 
surprise  then  to  learn,  when  in  the  course  of  the 
afternoon  she  called  at  the  Hall  again,  that  Myra 
had  carried  on  her  resistance  for  nearly  an  hour, 
and  had  only  yielded  at*  last  upon  being  told  that,  if 
she  did  not,  the  door  would  be  broken  open. 
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*  I  think,  Miss  Greaves,  I  should  have  broken  it 
open  at  once,'  was  Mrs.  Patty's  observation  to  the 
daily  governess,  whom  she  found  watching  in  Myra's 
room  :  and  the  timid  young  lady  whom  she  addressed 
ventured  to  add : 

*  I  said  so  once  to  Mrs.  Cameron,  but  she  was  too 
nervous  to  answer  me.' 

And  thus,  between  nervousness  and  timidity,  Myra 
had  been  given  up  to  her  own  will.  Now  she  had  no 
will  except  to  be  quiet,  and  have  the  room  dark. 
Her  head  throbbed  with  excruciating  pain,  her  lips 
were  dry,  her  tongue  parched,  her  hands  burning. 
She  had  decided  fever  ;  not  as  yet  infectious  or  dan* 
gerous,  but  in  a  degree  which  might  soon  become  so. 

It  was  nine  o'clock,  and  Mrs.  Patty  was  again  at 
the  Hall,  though  not  in  the  capacity  of  head  nurse, 
for  she  was  conscious  of  being  near-sighted,  and  what 
is  termed  unhandy,  and  Conyers,  the  lady's  maid,  was 
fully  able  to  do  what  might  be  required.  Neither 
did  she  consider  her  society  any  particular  advantage 
to  Juliet  and  Annette.  They  were  suitable  com- 
panions to  each  other,  and  did  not  need  her;  whilst 
Rosamond  was,  or  ought  to  be,  a  comfort  to  Mrs. 
Cameron.  It  was  nothing  but  sympathy  and  anxiety 
which  made  Mrs.  Patty  linger  in  the  library,  keeping 
out  of  the  way,  and  rather  avoiding  than  offering 
help.  She  had  walked  up  from  the  Eectory  at  eight 
o'clock,  after  her  brother's  tea ;  and  when  she  had  set- 
tled him  comfortably  in  his  arm-chair,  with  a  lamp 
and  a  book  of  travels  by  his  side,  and  hearing  from 
the  servant  that  the  doctor  was  to  see  Miss  Myra  at 
ten  o'clock,  and  that  Mr.  Cameron  was  expected 
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home  every  minute,  she  sent  a  message  to  Mrs. 
Cameron,  saying  that  she  was  there,  but  did  not  wish 
to  disturb  anyone,  and  then  waited  to  hear  the  last 
report.  Most  persons  would  have  occupied  them- 
selves with  reading  under  such  circumstances.  Mrs. 
Patty  took  some  knitting  from  her  pocket,  and  her 
fingers  worked  as  busily  as  her  thoughts,  though, 
happily  for  the  result,  more  connectedly.  Fifteen 
years  had  passed  since  she  first  knew  the  Camerons. 
Such  was  the  commencement  of  her  meditations. 
Myra  was  a  baby  when  Dr.  Kingsbury  became 
Rector  of  Tare.  Mrs.  Cameron  was  very  pretty  then, 
very  sweet  and  amiable;  everyone  liked  her,  and 
thought  she  would  make  such  a  good  wife.  Everyone 
said  also  that  Mr.  Cameron  required  a  good  wife,  for 
he  would  not  put  up  with  a  bad  one.  That  had  been 
Mrs.  Patty's  report  of  him,  and  it  had  excited  her 
interest  in  him,  perhaps  awakened  some  fear.  People 
said  other  things  of  him,  that  he  was  cold,  selfish, 
exacting;  but  also  that  he  was  a  very  just  man  in 
business  matters,  and  a  good  landlord.  Mrs.  Patty 
had  speculated  about  Mr.  Cameron  then;  she  specu- 
lated about  him  now — for  she  was  not  quick  at 
making  up  her  opinion  about  anyone;  and  after 
an  acquaintance— it  might  be  termed  an  intimacy — 
of  fifteen  years,  she  did  not  feel  that  she  knew  him, 
or  that  she  could  even  be  quite  sure  what  he  would 
say  or  do.  What  would  he  feel  about  Myra?  Would 
he  be  anxious  ?  Was  there  anything  tender  in  his 
nature?  Were  his  children  really  much  to  him?  He 
was  very  proud  of  Rosamond,  and  he  was  proud  of 
his  sons;  he  liked  Annette's  drawings,  and  would 
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sometimes  laugh  at  Juliet's  quick  sayings.  But  was 
that  real  affection — ^the  affection  which  would  stretch 
itself  to  include  Myra  ?  Mrs,  Patty  did  not  put  the 
question  to  herself  definitely  ; — it  would  have  seemed 
wrong  to  suppose  that  a  father  could  he  indifferent 
to  anj  one  of  his  children; — but  she  felt  it — it 
pressed  upon  her  uneasily;  and  a  saddened  feeling 
awoke  in  her  heart  a  troubled  tender  yearning  for 
the  poor  little  girl  whom  no  one  liked,  who  was 
entering  upon  life  with  such  grievous  faults,  such 
fierce  self-will,  passion,  vanity,  and  selfishness,  des- 
tined, it  would  seem,  to  be  her  own  torment,  and 
the  torment  of  her  friends.  And  Mrs.  Patty  laid 
down  her  knitting,  and,  standing  up,  folded  her 
hands,  and  said  a  prayer  for  Myra  Cameron — a  prayer 
like  that  of  a  child  in  its  simplicity,  but  like  that  of 
a  saint  in  its  earnestness. 

The  wheels  of  a  carriage  were  heard;  it  drove  up 
io  the  door.  Then  followed  a  determined  ring,  and 
a  rush  amongst  the  servants.  Mr.  Cameron  was 
come.  It  was  just  the  hour  at  which  he  might  be 
expected  from  London  bj  the  last  train,  but  Mrs. 
Patty  was  taken  by  surprise.  She  had  meant  to 
have  left  the  library  before  he  arrived,  lest  she  might 
be  in  the  way ;  but  there  was  no  mode  of  escape  now 
without  meeting  him.  She  caught  a  few  words  which 
passed  between  him  and  the  butler,  and  hoped  he 
would  go  upstairs  at  once,  for  Mrs.  Cameron  was  in 
Myra's  room.  But  no ;  he  came  into  the  library  first. 
Mrs.  Patty's  candle  had  burnt  low,  and  the  wick  was 
long.  Mr.  Cameron  failed  to  recognise  her  till  she 
went  forward  to  greet  him. 
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'I  am  afraid  I  am  in  the  way,  Mr.  Cameron ;  I 
know  I  ought  to  have  gone,  but  I  was  a  little  anxious, 
80  I  stayed  to  hear  Mr.  Harrison's  report.  I  will  go 
directly  now.' 

'On  no  account;  pray  seat  yourself.  Mrs.  Patty 
Kingsbury  can  never  be  in  the  way.'  Mr.  Cameron 
placed  a  chair  on  one  side  of  the  table  for  Mrs.  Patty, 
and  another  opposite  for  himself,  carefully  snuffed 
the  candle,  rang  the  bell,  and  sat  down,  his  head  bent 
forward  a  little,  in  the  attitude  of  listening. 

He  was  a  very  handsome  man ;  dignified  in  person, 
and  courteous  though  stiff  in  manner.  And  he  was 
very  young-looking;  no  one  would  have  imagined 
him  to  be  fifty,  or  have  supposed  that  so  many  years 
had  been  spent  in  the  exhausting  mental  work  and 
excitement  of  a  barrister's  profession.  He  might 
have  been  a  bachelor  of  forty,  without  a  care  beyond 
himself,  instead  of  a  man  who  had  been  twice  mar- 
ried, and  was  called  upon  to  take  thought  for  six 
children.  His  stillness,  and  slowness  of  utterance, 
no  doubt  contributed  somewhat'  to  this  impression. 
He  always  seemed  to  be  at  leisure,  and  now  he 
looked  at  Mrs.  Patty  with  an  enquiring  gaze,  which 
implied  that  no  doubt  she  had  something  to  say,  and 
he  was  prepared  to  give  it  his  full  attention;  not 
allowing  himself  to  be  at  all  disturbed  by  the  fact 
that  he  had  been  engrossed  with  business  since  ten  in 
the  morning,  and  had  returned  home  weary  and 
hungry,  with  his  head  full  of  the  news  of  the  day,  to 
find  his  whole  household  in  disorder,  and  one  of  his 
chUdren  seriously  ilL 

Mrs.  Fatty,  however,  could  think  of  nothing  to 
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say.  She  nervouslj  gathered  up  her  knitting,  and 
felt  greatlj  relieved  when  one  of  the  needles  fell  on 
the  floor,  and  she  coald  stoop  to  look  for  it. 

*  Allow  me ; '  Mr.  Cameron  bent  down  after  her. 
^This  candle  is  not  enough ;  I  have  rung  for  a  lamp.' 

*'  Oh  !  not  for  me ;  indeed,  Mr.  Cameron,  it  can't 
signify ;  I  am  only  staying  just  till  Mr.  Harnson 
comes ;  if  you  would  only  kindly  leave  me  ;  our 
gardener  is  here,  and  is  to  walk  back  with  me.  I 
really  do  n't  want  anything,  and  you  will  be  longing 
to  go  upstairs  and  see  Myra.' 

*Foor  little  Myra  !  she  unwisely  fell  into  the 
water,  I  hear.  Was  Miss  Greaves  with  her,  can  you 
tell  me?' 

*No,  not  that  I  know  of;  I  am  sure  not,  indeed. 
The  three  girls  were  down  at  the  Rectory  pond.' 

'  Oh  !  The  accident  was  untoward.  I  am  afraid  it 
has  occasioned  you  trouble.' 

*Not  me,  Mr.  Cameron ;  if  you  just  won't  think 
of  me,  but  of  Mrs.  Cameron  and  the  poor  child. 
Myra  is  very  ill,  and  fevers  are  going  about ;  and  no 
one  knows  what  this  may  turn  to.' 

The  servant  entered  to  answer  the  bell.  Mr. 
Cameron  took  no  notice,  but  continued  :  *  The  acci- 
dent happened  at  the  Rectory  pond,  you  said  ;  and  I 
suppose  Myra  was  brought  home  directly.' 

*Not  brought,  but  walked,'  replied  Mrs.  Patty. 
^The  accident  would  have  been  a  trifle,  only — but  it 
does  not  signify  now  ;  1  would  not  on  any  account 
keep  you  from  going  upstairs.  Mrs.  Cameron  will 
tell  you  all  about  it  much  better  than  I  can.' 

^  A  lamp,  John  !  and  the  round  table  cleared  for 
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supper.  Mrs.  Patty,  jou  will  excuse  me,  bnt  a  man 
who  has  been  fasting  for  ten  hours  feels  somewhat 
hungry.' 

^  No  doubt,  and  you  will  wish  me  gone  ;  and  as 
Mr.  Harrison  is  Lite,  I  suppose  I  ought  to  go.  But 
poor  little  Myra  ! ' 

'  We  must  hope  that  she  will  be  better  to-morrow. 
Have  you  any  commands  for  Mrs.  Cameron  before 
you  return  home  ? ' 

Mr.  Cameron  rose,  and  as  the  servant  came  back 
with  the  lamp,  took  up  the  solitary  candle  prepara- 
tory to  going  upstairs. 

Mrs.  Fatty  had  many  commands,  at  least  in  the 
way  of  imaginations  and  wishes,  but  they  had  fled, 
and  left  her  brain  a  blank. 

*'  Grood  night,  Mr.  Cameron  ;  good  night ! '  She 
held  out  her  hand  to  him.  '  I  know  I  ought  to  go, 
and  the  Doctor  will  wonder  what  has  become  of  me.' 

'  My  compliments  to  the  good  Doctor,'  said  Mr. 
Cameron,  his  mouth  betokening  a  first  effort  at  a 
smile.  'Permit  me  to  enquire  if  your  servant  is 
ready?' 

Mrs.  Patty's  longings  to  run  upstairs  and  see  Mrs. 
Cameron,  or  at  least  the  lady's  maid,  and  just  to  look 
at  Myra,  and  perhaps — if  she  could  but  hide  herself 
in  some  comer — ^to  wait  a  little  longer,  in  the  hope 
of  having  Mr.  Harrison's  opinion,  were  completely 
quenched.  To  get  out  of  Mr.  Cameron's  way — ^that 
was  all  she  desired;  and  that  was  all  he  desired 
likewise. 


35 


CHAPTER  V. 

'"pOSAMOND,  mamma  says  that  if  Myra  is  not 
-tt   better,  you   can't  dine  with  the  Verneys  on 
Tuesday.' 

Rosamond  only  smiled. 

*  She  does  say  so/  continued  Juliet,  ^  so  I  do  n't  see 
why  you  should  trouble  yourself  to  practise  so  much ; 
it  must  be  disturbing  to  everyone.' 

'  It  does  not  disturb  me/  said  Annette,  'I  like  it. 
Rosamond,  do  you  think  this  shade  is  too  heavy  ? ' 

Rosamond  left  the  piano  directly,  and  looking  over 
her  sister's  shoulder,  gave  her  opinion  with  an  air  of 
interest. 

'  A  little,  dear  !  at  least  at  the  edge ;  it  should 
melt  off,  you  see.     Can  I  touch  it  for  you  ?  * 

'  Mr.  Brownlow  dislikes  any  touching,'  said  Juliet. 

Rosamond  made  no  reply,  but  took  the  brush  from 
Annette's  hand. 

*  Myra  is  worse  this  morning,  Mr.  Harrison  says,' 
continued  Juliet,  as  she  walked  to  the  window. 
Leaning  forward,  she  looked  out  into  the  sunshine. 
*  I  wish  she  had  not  been  so  silly.  I  wish  we  had 
never  gone  to  the  pond.' 

^  I  wish  Miss  Greaves  would  come  downstairs,  and 
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give  you  something  to  do,'  said  Rosamond,  playfully, 
'  You  are  like  a  disturbed  buzzing  bee,  Juliet.' 

*  Very  likely,'  replied  Juliet ;  *  but  Mrs.  Patty  looks 
so  grave.' 

^  I  am  glad  I  never  put  myself  into  such  a  passion 
as  Myra,*  said  Annette ;  ^  I  heard  Mr.  Harrison  telling 
Mrs.  Fatty,  as  they  were  talking  outside  my  door  this 
morning,  that  half  the  mischief  came  from  her  being 
so  excitable.' 

'  People  always  now  call  being  in  a  passion,  being 
excitable ;  do  n't  they,  Eosamond  ? '  asked  Juliet. 

*  Generally,  in  polite  society,'  observed  Rosamond. 
*At    Colonel  Verney's,  for    instance,'  continued 

Juliet.  *Myra  and  I  were  talking  the  other  day 
about  the  new  words  Mrs.  Verney  uses.  Self- 
appreciation,  she  said,  was  Catharine  Verney's 
characteristic' 

^  I  suppose  a  characteristic  is  not  a  fault,'  remarked 
Annette. 

'  If  it  is  not,  it  is  so  like  one  that  I  should  never 
know  the  difference,*  observed  Juliet  'Catharine 
Verney  is  as  conceited  a  girl  as  I  ever  met* 

*  She  has  a  fair  share  of  self-esteem,'  replied  Ro- 
samond ;  *but  she  will  do  very  well  by-and-by.' 

*  You  like  all  the  Verneys,'  said  Juliet. 

*  So  would  you,  my  dear,  if  you  knew  them.'  And 
the  'my  dear'  silenced  Juliet — ^for  the  moment ;  it 
showed  such  immeasurable  superiority. 

'  Henrietta  and  Elise  dress  beautifully,'  said  An- 
nette. *  It  nearly  made  Myra  cry  the  other  day  when 
they  came  to  call.  She  said  that  if  she  were  to  live 
a  thousand  years  she  could  never  look  like  them.' 
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*  No,  never,'  said  Rosamond,  with  a  quiet  smile. 

*  See,  Annette,  won't  that  do  better  ?' 

« Oh  I  thank  you,  yes.     That  is   quite  different. 

But '  Annette  eyed  her  palette  with  a  look  of 

dismay* 

*  It  is  not  quite  as  clean  as  when  I  took  it  from 
you,'  said  Rosamond  ;  '  but  it  is  not  the  business  of  a 
palette  to  be  very  clean.' 

*  Or  for  an  artist  to  have  a  very  tidy  table,'  said 
Juliet.     *  Poor  Annette  I    How  I  pity  you.' 

Annette  collected  her  colours  and  brushes,  and 
wiped  the  table  with  a  piece  of  rag  ;  but  when  the 
operation  was  ended  she  looked  at  her  fingers  with 
great  disgust. 

*  You  must  go  and  wash  them,  dear,'  said  Rosamond ; 

*  there  is  no  help  for  it.     And  I  know  you  won't  be 
happy  till  they  are  washed.' 

'  And  you  won't  make  the  table  untidy  again  while 
I  am  gone,  will  you  ?'  said  Annette,  caressingly. 
*You  know,  Rosamond,  if  you  do  I  shall  have 
forfeits.' 

*  Do  n't  be  afraid,  dear  child.  I  will  take  my  sin 
upon  my  own  shoulders.  Just  run  away,  and  make 
yourself  happy.'  Rosamond  still  kept  her  place  and 
went  on  drawing. 

Annette  was  gone  a  long  time ;  so  long,  indeed, 
that  Rosamond  was  able  to  do  wonders  in  improving 
the  drawing.  Annette  had  great  natural  taste,  but 
very  little  practice,  and  she  was  only  just  beginning 
water  colours  ;  whilst  Rosamond  drew  remarkably 
well' 

*Here  she  comes!'  exclaimed  Juliet,  when  nearly 
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half  an  hoar  had  elapsed.     ^  I  wonder  what  she  can 
have  been  doing.' 

*  It  is  not  Annette,  it  is  Miss  Greaves/  observed 
Eosamond ;  and  she  rose  from  her  seat  rather  hur- 
riedly, and  going  to  a  distant  part  of  the  room,  ap- 
peared to  be  looking  for  a  book. 

Juliet  rushed  up  to  Miss  Greaves.  ^  Any  news  of 
Myra  ?    Is  she  better  ?' 

^  Rather — at  least  we  hope  so.  I  have  been  sitting 
with  her,  or  I  should  have  come  to  lessons  sooner. 
But  of  course  you  have  been  busy.  I  knew  you 
could  set  to  work  without  me.' 

Juliet  scarcely  heeded  the  last  remark  ;  she  caught 
hold  of  Miss  Greaves's  dress,  and  said,  in  a  voice 

broken  with  agitation — *  Then  they  don't  think 

they  are  sure  now  she  will  get  well?' 

*  Mr.  Harrison  thinks  the  fever  has  turned.' 

Two  large  tears  rolled  down  Juliet's  cheeks,  but 
she  walked  to  the  window  to  hide  them. 

Rosamond  sat  reading,  and  Miss  Greaves  examined 
Annette's  drawing.  Rosamond  heard  her  murmur 
to  herself,  *  Wonderful  talent,  certainly !  Mr.  Brown- 
low  will  be  immensely  pleased.  Do  come  and  look, 
Miss  Cameron,'  she  added,  addressing  Rosamond. 
'Did  you  ever  see  anything  more  clever  for  a 
beginner  ?' 

Rosamond's  mouth  curled  with  amusement;  but 
she  walked  gravely  up  to  the  table,  and  began  ex- 
pressing her  astonishment  quite  naturally. 

*  Such  a  correct  eye,  and  such  a  very  decided 
touch,'  continued  Miss  Greaves.  *  And  the  drawing 
is  a  difficult  one.' 
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'Difficult  and  pretty/  observed  Rosamond,  turning 
liie  conversation.  '  It  must  be  a  view  of  Mont  Blanc 
firom  the  bridge  of  St.  Martin.  Mr.  Brownlow 
travelled  in  Switzerland  last  year.' 

'Annette  must  go  some  day/  continued  Miss 
Greaves,  '  she  would  make  such  charming  sketches.' 

'  Wonderful ;  if  they  continue  to  improve  at  that 
rate,'  said  Rosamond,  still  with  a  lurking  smile, 
which  Miss  Greaves  failed  to  perceive. 

Juliet  had  left  the  room.  Probably  the  two  tears 
had  multiplied  faster  tham  she  was  prepared  for. 
Miss  Greaves  found  herself  without  either  of  her 
pupils. 

'  I  will  go  and  look  for  Annette,'  said  Rosamond ; 
'  her  fingers  must  be  clean  by  this  time,  and  it  is  too 
tiresome  for  them  both  to  run  away.'  She  persisted 
in  her  offer,  though  Miss  Greaves  entreated  her  not 
to  trouble  herself.  And  a  few  minutes  afterwards 
Annette  returned  alone,  full  of  apologies  for  being 
absent ; — but  the  paint  had  stained  her  fingers,  and 
there  was  a  spot  on  her  dress  ;  and,  in  fact,  Annette 
had  been  so  unhappy  in  her  untidy  school-room  con- 
dition, that  she  had  not  been  able  to  resist  the 
temptation  of  putting  herself,  as  she  called  it, 
thoroughly  to  rights. 

'  Thoroughly  to  rights '  meant  wearing  a  silk  dress 
instead  of  a  cotton  one  ;  but  a  love  of  neatness  was 
so  unusual  a  virtue  at  Annette's  age  that  it  was 
difficult  to  find  fault  with  it.  Miss  Greaves  accepted 
the  apology,  and  praised  the  drawing  ;  and  Annette 
in  like  manner  accepted  the  praise,  and,  giving  her 
little  governess  a  kiss,  declared  she  was  the  most 
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good-natured,  dear  Miss  Greaves  that  ever  lived,  and 
she  should  never  like  anyone  to  teach  her  half  as 
welL  So  governess  and  pupil  were  equally  well 
satisfied  with  each  other  ;  and  the  lesson  in  history, 
which  succeeded  the  drawing,  was  satisfactory  and 
pleasant : — all  the  more  so,  probably,  because  poor 
Mjrra  was  lying  on  her  sick-bed,  and  Juliet  had  in 
consequence  no  temptation  to  exercise  her  powers  of 
teasing. 

Three  days  elapsed  after  the  fever  had,  as  Mr.  Har- 
rison had  stated,  begun  to  turn,  and  during  that  time' 
a  messenger  was  sent  to  the  Hall  regularly  every 
morning,  with  *Dr.  and  Miss  Kingsbury's  compli- 
ments, and  they  would  be  glad  to  know  how  Miss 
Myra  was;'  but  Mrs.  Patty  herself  carefully  re- 
mained in  the  background. 

*  If  persons  do  n't  do  good  where  there  is  illness, 
they  do  harm — so  keep  out  of  the  way,  Patty,'  was 
Dr.  Kingsbury's  injunction,  when  his  sister  expressed 
a  wish  that  she  could  hear  more  details.  And  the 
advice  was  by  no  means  new ;  for  it  was  but  carry- 
ing out  the  principle  on  which  Dr.  Kingsbury  had 
acted,  and  had  compelled  his  sister  to  act,  ever  since 
he  came  to  Yare. 

With  a  different  rector  Mr.» Cameron  would  pro- 
bably have  been  at  daggers  drawn.  If  he  lived  at 
peace  with  his  country  neighbours,  it  was  only  because 
he  so  awed  them  by  his  politeness  that  they  never 
approached  him  within  offending  distance.  But  with 
the  clergyman  of  the  parish  he  was  forced  to  be  on 
terms  of  more  familiar  intercourse,  and  disagreement 
would  have  been  inevitable  if  Dr.  Kingsbury  had 
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not  at  once  taken  up  similar  weapons  of  defence,  and 
bj  entrenching  himself  in  unsociability,  courteously, 
put  it  out  of  Mr.  Cameron's  power  to  compel  him  to 
do  so  uncourteously.  Yet  it  was  a  line  of  conduct 
adopted  unwillingly.  Dr.  Kingsbury,  though  dry 
and  argumentative  when  questions  of  theology  were 
presented  to  him,  was  at  heart  a  genial,  friend- 
seeking,  kindly  old  man,  who  desired  to  accept  his 
parishioners  as  his  children ;  or,  if  they  were  too  old 
for  that,  at  least  as  his  brothers  and  sisters.  And 
Mrs.  Patty  was  more  than  kindly.  Except  when  on 
rare  occasions  she  took  some  strong  prejudice,  philan- 
thropy was  her  failing.  As  a  general  rule,  she  could 
have  lovingly  embraced  the  whole  world  —  heathens 
and  sinners — Mr.  Cameron  included,  if  only  he  would 
have  permitted  it  He,  however,  needed  no  tenderness, 
for  he  was  neither  a  heathen  nor  a  sinner,  but  a  most 
high-minded,  liberal,  upright  English  gentleman: 
a  little  stiff,  a  little  cold,  but  respectable,  trust- 
worthy, estimable,  from  the  crown  of  his  head  to 
the  sole  of  his  foot.  His  was  a  reputation  which  had 
never  known  a  flaw ;  for  from  the  period  when  Mr. 
Cameron  had  reached  the  age  of  discretion,  until  the 
present  moment,  no  one  had  ever  known  him  commit 
an  action  which  could  be  termed  imprudent.  Mrs. 
Patty  could  not  possibly  expect  to  be  on  a  familiar 
footing,  and  to  pass  uncriticised  and  uncontemned  by 
such  a  man.  And  criticism  is  not  pleasant;  un- 
spoken, but  felt  criticism,  is  indeed  peculiarly  the  re- 
verse ;  and  even  Mrs.  Patty's  simplicity  was  not  proof 
against  it.  The  check  which  unconsciously  she 
placed  upon  herself  in  Mr.  Cameron's  presence  —  the 
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care  she  took  to  avoid  any  expression  of  wonder,  or 
interest,  or  affection  —  to  do  or  say  nothing  which 
could  shock  or  surprise  him — was  the  result  of  a  self- 
control,  which  in  another  person  might  have  been 
the  preparation  for  martyrdom.  And  yet  she  offended, 
quite  unknowingly,  quite  inadvertently^  and  very  fre- 
quently, and  was  so  conscience-stricken  in  conse- 
quence— so  very  penitent  —  the  burden  would  really 
have  been  too  great  but  for  the  power  of  confessing 
to  her  brother.  Dr.  Kingsbury  never  transgressed 
— nothing  that  he  ever  said  or  did  excited  the 
courteous  sneer  which  thrilled  through  poor  Mrs. 
Patty's  veins,  like  a  blast  from  an  iceberg  :  but  then, 
as  Mrs.  Patty  once  observed  to  Faith — taking  a  per- 
sonal rather  than  a  theological  view  of  her  brother's 
character — *  The  Doctor  was  born  to  go  straight  to 
heaven,  with  no  one  to  stop  him — not  even  Mr. 
Cameron.' 

It  was  an  infinite  relief  to  her  to  be  told,  on  the 
fourth  day  of  absence  from  the  Hall,  that  Mr. 
Cameron  was  not  only  as  usual  gone  up  to  London, 
but  was  likely  to  remain  in  town  that  night.  She  had 
then  the  whole  day  before  her,  and  might  manage  her 
business  in  the  village,  and  enquire  for  Myra  as  late  as 
she  liked  without  any  fear  of  being  thought  intrusive ; 
and  for  once  Mrs.  Patty  even  considered  it  might  be 
possible  to  leave  the  Doctor  to  drink  tea  alone,  if 
Faith  would  but  take  care  that  his  toast  was  buttered 
upon  one  side  only.  *  Too  much  butter  was  so  very 
bad  for  him  ;  and  he  was  so  absent,  he  ate  whatever 
was  given  him,  and  might  kill  himself  any  day  with 
new  bread,  and  never  be  a  bit  the  wiser.' 
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*  You  won't  let  your  tea  be  too  strong,  Doctor, 
dear?'  was  her  last  admonition,  ass  he  fidgeted  about 
in  his  studj,  wishing  to  make  quite  sure  that  every- 
thing was  just  as  it  should  be,  and  that  whilst  she  was 
gone  he  could  not  possibly  need  anything  which  she 
could  get  for  him. 

^  Faith  can  make  it/  said  the  Doctor,  without  look- 
ing up  from  his  book. 

^  Yes,  Faith  can  make  it ;  but  I  fancied  you  might 
not  like  that.' 

*  I  like  anything,  my  dear.    Are  you  going  now?' 
The  Doctor  was  just  then  very  deep  in  thought. 

*  And  you  won't  worry  yourself  if  I  am  not  home 
before  half-past  nine  ?  I  may  be,  but  if  they  should 
want  me  it  might  be  awkward  to  come  away.' 

*  Stay  as  long  as  you  like,  my  dear,  and'  —  Dr. 
Kingsbuiy  looked  up  and  smiled — ^  tell  the  little  girl 
to  get  well  as  soon  as  she  can.' 

^And  to  come  and  see  you,'  added  Mrs.  Patty. 
*  Ah,  Doctor,  dear,  she  likes  that ;  so  do  most  people.' 

The  Doctor  put  up  his  hand,  twisted  his  brown 
wig,  settled  his  spectacles,  and  looking  at  Mrs.  Patty 
with  his  head  a  little  upraised,  said  simply,  '  Patty, 
you  talk  nonsense ;'  and  then  he  returned  to  his  book, 
and  Mrs.  Patty  went  her  way  to  the  Hall. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

*  11 TYRA  is  really  better,  dear  Mrs.  Patty,'  said 
JLlL    Mrs.  Cameron,  as  the  butler  announced  Miss 
Kingsbury ;  *  she  has  left  me  free  to-day,  and  so  you 
see  I  am  resting.' 

Mrs.  Cameron  generally  was  resting  ;  she  was  not 
strong,  and  really  needed  rest ;  but  the  occasion  pre- 
sent was  always,  in  her  own  eyes,  an  exception  to 
the  general  rule  of  exertion. 

*  Won't  you  sit  down  ?'  she  continued,  pointing  to 
one  of  the  many  luxurious  chairs  with  which  the 
boudoir  was  furnished. 

*  I  should  never  be  likely  to  get  up  again,  if  I  did,' 
said  Mrs.  Patty,  drawing  near  the  sofa,  ^  and  I  am 
not  tired,  thank  you  ;  I  have  only  been  into  the 
village  and  back  to-day.' 

*  Ah !  you  are  such  a  Hercules,  and  so  benevolent. 
My  poor  little  Myra  has  taken  up  a  great  deal  of  my 
time,  Mrs.  Patty,  and  my  thoughts  too,  I  may  say. 
Do  sit  down  ;  it  will  make  me  more  comfortable.' 

Mrs.  Patty  sat  down,  though  with  evident  unwil- 
lingness. 

*Mr.  Cameron  is  gone  to  town ;  he  won't  return 
to-night.   I  dare  say  the  servants  have  told  you  ;  and 


A  GLIMPSE  OF  THE  WORLD.  45 

perhaps  it  may  be  better  he  should  not ;  he  rather 
frightens  poor  Myra.' 

'No  doubt,'  escaped  unconsciously  from  Mrs, 
Patty's  lips. 

^  And  she  is  a  trouble ;  she  has  been  a  great  trouble 
to  us  always.  Mr.  Cameron  feels  this ;  he  is  very 
considerate.  We  have  been  talking  a  good  deal  about 
Myra.  This  illness  has  been  quite  brought  on  by  her 
own  wilfulness  ;  and  at  her  age — she  will  be  sixteen 
next  month — ^it  is  too  childish*  I  could  not  have  ima- 
gined it  possible  j  now  could  you,  dear  Mrs.  Patty  ?' 

*  No,  indeed,'  was  Mrs.  Patty's  earnest  reply.  Myra 
had  been  to  her  for  years  an  unsolved  problem. 

*  And  when  she  has  been  treated  quite  like  a  grown- 
up girl,'  continued  Mrs.  Cameron ;  *  brought  forward 
as  the  eldest  of  my  own  children  —  even  confirmed. 
You  know  we  had  her  confirmed  last  year,  when  we 
were  at  Hastings,  because  we  thought  it  might  help 
to  make  her  more  of  a  woman  in  her  ways  and  tone 
of  mind.' 

It  -was  a  new  view  of  the  object  of  Qonfirmation, 
but  Mrs.  Patty  only  said,  *  The  Doctor  was  sorry  she 
was  confirmed  away  from  home.' 

*  Ah !  he  was  very  good  and  thoughtful  for  her ; 
but  you  see  the  opportunity  came  ;  Elise  Verney  was 
there,  and  she  was  a  companion,  and  there  were  two 
or  three  other  young  people  about  the  same  age,  and 
as  it  was  to  be  done,  it  was  as  well  it  should  be  when 
there  were  several  of  them  together.  And  then  the 
Bishop  was  not  likely  to  be  here  for  another  year  — 
altogether,  I  knew  dear  Dr.  Kingsbury  would  under- 
stand ;   and,  as  I  said  before,  I  did  hope  that  the 
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examination,  and  the  ceremony,  and  the  whole  thing 
would  have  made  an  impression  —  hut  I  cannot  see 
that  it  did/ 

*  When  I  was  young,'  ohserved  Mrs.  Patty,  *  I 
remember  I  never  liked  to  tell  anybody  what  made 
an  impression  upon  me.  So,  perhaps,  Myra  thought 
more  of  her  confirmation  than  you  imagine.' 

^Perhaps  so;  no  one  can  telL  But  to  confess  the 
truth,  I  have  been  disappointed,  and  so  has  Mr. 
Cameron,  and  he  is  not  a  man  to  be  trifled  with ;  in 
fact,  things  can't  go  on  as  they  are.'  Mrs.  Cameron 
looked  so  mysterious,  that  terrible  visions  of  threats 
and  punishments  floated  through  Mrs.  Patty's  brain. 
*  I  should  not  have  mentioned  the  subject,  except 
to  prepare  you,'  continued  Mrs.  Cameron.  ^Yon 
will  find  Myra  much  distressed.  Her  father  has  been 
talking  to  her.' 

Mrs.  Patty  rose  suddenly  from  her  seat :  *  Perhaps 
I  might  go  to  her ;  I  can  find  my  way,  and  I  shall 
knock  very  gently — indeed  I  won't  disturb  her.' 

*. Oh,  no,  you  never  can  disturb  anyone!  Would 
it  trouble  you  to  move  that  screen,  so  as  to  shade  my 
eyes?  And — I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons — but, 
if  you  could  just  ring  the  bell  for  me,  I  can't  stretch 
my  arm  far  enough ;  my  coffee  must  be  ready,  and  I 
really  feel  quite  exhausted.  Poor  little  Myra,  she 
is  too  much  for  me  always !  We  shall  expect  you  to 
stay  to  tea,  dear  Mrs.  Patty  ;  or  will  you  have  any- 
thing now  ? ' 

The  present  invitation  was  declined,  the  future 
left  uncertain.  Mrs.  Cameron  ordered  her  coffee; 
and  Mrs.  Patty  found  her  way  up  the  soft-carpeted 
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stairs,  and  along  the  well-lighted  corridors  of  the 
first  floor,  to  the  narrower  steps  and  dimmer  passage 
which  led  to  what  were  known  as  the  young  ladies' 
rooms. 

Mjra's  apartment  was  small,  but  by  no  means  un- 
comfortable. It  had  a  book-case,  and  a  writing-table, 
and  a  high-backed  chair — sometimes  designated  easy 
— ^with  shelves  for  curiosities,  and  a  recess,  with  a 
chintz  curtain  before  it,  which  made  a  closet  for 
hanging  dresses  ;  and  the  window — though  so  high 
that  it  could  only  be  reached  by  a  step— commanded 
a  view  over  the  church,  and  the  village,  and  the 
wood,  by  the  side  of  the  ill-omened  pond,  which  had 
been  the  cause  of  so  much  trouble.  To  the  right  of 
the  window  was  the  little  bed,  the  curtain  being 
drawn  round  it  so  as  to  exclude  the  light ;  and  Myra 
was  lying  with  her  face  to  the  wall,  so  that  she  did 
not  see  who  it  was  that  came  in. 

Mrs.  Patty  was  as  noiseless  as  she  could  be  ;  but 
the  heavy  square-toed  shoes  would  creak,  and  Myra 
uttered  a  rather  impatient  and  complaining  moan. 

Mrs.  Patty  drew  near  the  bed.  *Did  I  disturb 
you,  my  dear  ?  I  am  so  soiTy ;  but  these  shoes  are 
so  tiresome  ;  and  I  am  afraid  you  were  asleep.' 

*  No ! '  was  all  the  reply. 

^  But  trying  to  sleep,  perhaps ;  and  so  I  might  be 
better  away  ?  I  only  wanted  just  to  give  you  one 
little  kiss.' 

Myra  turned  herself  round  now,  though  with  some 
difficulty,  for  she  was  very  weak  considering  the 
short  time  she  had  been  ill.  Mrs.  Patty  assisted 
her,  not  very  handily;  but  the  good-will  could  not  be 
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mistaken.      Myra  looked  up,  and  said :      '  Thank 
you  ;  won*t  you  sit  down  ?  * 

*  Just  for  a  minute,  my  dear,  if  I  may.  And  you 
really  are  better?  Groing  to  get  well  now  ?  I  am  so 
thankful  for  that,  and  so  is  the  Doctor.' 

*  Nobody  else  cares,*  said  Myra. 

*  My  dear!  what  will  you  say  next  ?  Poor  mamma 
is  quite  worn  out  with  anxiety  about  you.' 

<  Worry,'  said  Myca ;  ^  she  and  papa  think  I  am 
the  greatest  trouble  in  the  house.' 

•Perhaps  you  are,*  replied  Mrs,  Patty.  Myra's 
head  turned  angrily.  <  But  you  don't  mean  to  be  so 
any  more.  Why,  Myra,  this  is  the  last  silly  thing  you 
intend  to  do  all  your  life.' 

*  How  do  you  know,  Mrs.  Patty  ?  I  can't  help  it ; 
and  papa  declares  I  am  wicked.' 

*  For  that  matter,  so  are  we  all,  my  dear.  Papa 
declares  what  is  very  true.' 

*  But  really  wicked— different  from  your  wicked- 
ness— so  wicked  that  I  can  never  be  better,'  exclaimed 
Myra. 

<  There  is  a  good  deal  to  be  said  about  that,'  said 
Mrs.  Patty;  *only,  my  dear,  I  won't  talk  to  you 
about  it  now,  because  you  are  not  strong  enough.' 

*  Yes,  I  am  quite  strong  enough  ! '  exclaimed  Myra, 
impatiently.  ^  I  lie  here  and  think,  and  no  one  comes 
near  me,  and  that  tires  me ;  thinking  is  a  great  deal 
worse  than  talking.' 

*  That  depends  upon  what  the  thoughts  are,'  replied 
Mrs.  Patty.  *  Anyhow,  my  dear,  it  is  quite  a  new 
notion  to  me  about  your  being  so  wicked  that  you 
can  never  be  better;'  and  as  she  spoke>  Mrs.  Patty 
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began  to  search  about  the  room — for  what,  she  did 
not  say. 

*  Do  you  want  anything? '  asked  Myra. 

^  Only  a  Bible,  my  dear,  just  to  make  quite  sure 
whether  what  you  said  is  true.  It  certainly  strikes 
me  that  it  is  not ;  at  least,  it  is  not  what  I  was 
taught.' 

'  Papa  says  it,'  persisted  Myra ;  '  and  the  Bible 
can't  mend  matters.' 

'Can't  it,  my  dear?  I  find  that  it  mends  most 
things.' 

'  But  then  papa  says  it,'  repeated  Myra,  evidently 
almost  angry  at  the  thought  of  having  such  a  dictum 
disputed,  especially  when  she  had  built  an  edifice  of 
self-pity  upon  it. 

*Mr.  Cameron  is  very  clever,'  replied  Mrs.  Patty  ; 

*  but  you  know,  Myra,  no  one  could  say  that  he  was 
cleverer  than  the  Bible.  Besides — you  can  say  your 
catechism,  my  dear  ? ' 

*  I  said  it  when  I  was  confirmed,'  replied  Myra ; 

*  of  course  I  do  n't  say  it  now.' 

*  Well,  but  you  remember  you  were  taught  there 
that  you  have  been  made  **  a  member  of  Christ,  and  a 
child  of  God,  and  an  inheritor  of  the  kingdom  of 
Heaven."  And  to  my  mind,  the  Bible  says  the 
same.' 

*  I  do  n't  know  where,'  answered  Myra,  in  a  per- 
verse tone. 

*  There  is  a  great  deal  about  it  in  the  Epistle  to 
the  Ephesians,'  said  Mrs.  Patty.  *  It  is  the  Doctor's 
favourite  epistle;  he  always  makes  me  read  it  to  him 
when  he  is  ill.     It  is  just  like  the  catechism,  only 
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that  seems  to  put  the  meaning  of  the  Bible  into  few 
words.  I  confess,  Mjra,  I  don't  understand  how 
anyone  who  is  Grod*s  child  can  think  as  jon  do 
about  never  improving.' ; 

^  All  that  is  for  you  good  people/  said  Myra ;  *  and, 
Mrs.  Patty,  you  may  just  as  well  talk  to  the  wall  as 
to  me,  for  I  am  made  to  be  bad  ;  and  I  have  been 
bad  all  my  life,  and  I  shall  be  to  the  end  of  the 
chapter.' 

*  Well,  I  can  only  say  that  it  is  very  strange,'  said 
Mrs.  Patty  ;  ^  and  that  I  never  heard  anyone  talk  so 
before.' 

*But  it  is  true !' exclaimed  Mjtsl  *K  it  never 
was  true  of  anyone  else,  it  is  of  me.  I  have  tried, 
and  tried,  and  made  such  a  number  of  resolutions, 
and  they  have  all  failed.  Mrs.  Patty,  I  did  wish  to 
be  good  when  I  was  confirmed,  but  I  was  not  able  to 
be,  and ' —  Myra  waited  a  moment,  and  added  with 
hesitation  —  *  I  prayed  to  be  helped ;  but  I  do  n't 
think  I  was  helped.' 

*  Do  n't  you  ? '  said  Mrs.  Patty  ;  *  but  now  I  should 
have  said  just  the  contrary.' 

*  What  I  when  I  was  always  doing  wrong  again  ?  * 
'  And  yet  always  wishing  and  praying  to  be  able 

to  do  right,'  said  Mrs.  Patty. 

*  Wishes !  what  are  wishes  ? '  asked  Myra,  con- 
temptuously. 

*  I  suppose  it  is  the  Holy  Spirit  who  gives  them 
to  us,'  said  Mrs.  Patty ;  *  because  you  know,  my  dear, 
every  good  thing  is  His  gift.  And  if  the  prayers 
do  n't  come  from  Him,  where  can  they  come  from  ?' 

<  I  do  n't  understand ;  it  is  all  puzzling,'  persisted 
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Mjra.  '  You  talk  about  people  being  God's  children, 
whether  thej  are  good  or  wicked,  and  that  can 't  be. 
And,  Mrs*  Patty,  if  I  am  wicked,  God  cannot  love 
me,  and  it  is  no  use  to  tell  me  that  He  can.' 

^  I  do  n't  find  that  in  the  Bible,'  said  Mrs.  Fatty. 
'I  always  thought  it  said  there  that  *^  while  we  were 
yet  sinners  God  loved  us."  And  certainly,  dear,  when 
you  were  made  His  child  at  your  baptism,  yoti  could 
not,  so  far  as  I  see,  have  been  a  good  child,  because 
you  did  not  know  anything  about  being  good  or 
wicked.* 

*  Weill '  said  Mjrra,  looking  still  more  perplexed. 

'  Then  is  n't  it  that  God  makes  us  His  children,  and 
because  we  are  His  children,  gives  us  His  love  and  His 
Blessed  Spirit  just  out  of  His  great  kindness  ?  '  said 
Mrs.  Patty. 

*  But  He  takes  His  help  away  if  we  are  wicked,' 
exclaimed  Myra,  eagerly. 

^  Nay,  not  so,  surely.  He  does  not  take  it  away, 
but  we  do  n't  choose  to  accept  it.' 

^  It  comes  to  the  same  thing,'  said  Myra ;  /  anyhow, 
we  do  n't  have  it.' 

'  But  we  may,  at  any  moment,  if  we  only  go  and 
ask  Him  for  it  again.' 

^  At  any  moment,  if  we  only  go  and  ask  Him  for  it ! ' 
Myra  repeated  the  words  in  an  under  tone. 

*  Surely,  surely,'  continued  Mrs.  Patty.  *  He  would 
not  be  our  Father  if  He  was  not  always  ready.' 

*But  wicked  people — people  who  deserved  to  be 
punished  ? '  said  Myra. 

*  I  don't  think  we  were  talking  of  people's  deserts, 
but  of  God's  forgiveness  and  help,'  said  Mrs.  Patty. 

E  2 
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*  It  is  n't  pleasant,  dear,  to  think  of  deserts,  so  we 
won't  do  it,  except  when  we  remember  what  the 
Blessed  Saviour  did  to  save  ns  from  them.  Don't 
jou  see  now,'  she  added  more  earnestly,  'it  is  all 
wrong  to  saj  you  can't,  and  jou  despair,  and  jou  are 
out  of  God's  favour;  and  very  dreadful  to  say  He 
wont  help  you  ?  Because  there  God  stands,  close  to 
you  —  close  to  you  and  me  now,  Myra — ^waiting,  and 
waiting,  and  putting  it  into  your  heart  to  pray,  and 
making  you  wish  to  be  better,  and  forgiving  you 
however  many  times  you  do  wrong,  if  only  you  are 
sorry;  and  you  turn  away  to  the  wall,  and  will 
declare  that  God  won't  love  you,  and  won't  hear  you, 
and  won't  help  you;  and,  Myra,  that  is  the  Devil's 
teaching.' 

Myra's  eyes  opened  widely,  as  she  said,  *  Some- 
times I  thought  it  was  being  humble.' 

*  I  dare  say  you  did,  my  dear.  The  Devil  is  very 
clever,  and  makes  us  fancy  a  great  many  things 
good  which  are  not  so ;  at  leasts  that  is  what  the  Doctor 
tells  me.  But  though  I  do  n't  know  much  -  in  the 
way  of  learning,  I  can  see  quite  plainly,  that  to  be 
always  telling  God  that  He  does  not  mean  what  He 
says,  is  a  very  odd.  kind  of  humility.' 

'  So  I  am  worse  than  ever,  then,'  said  Myra,  in  a 
tone  which  was  half  angry  and  half  desponding. 

*  Well,  yes,  to  be  sure,  if  you  continue  to  say  what 
you  do,  and  to  think  it;  but  perhaps,  Myra,  after 
this  little  talk  you  may  have  a  different  notion.' 

*  I  can't ;  it  is  not  in  me;  I  must  always  be  wicked,' 
persisted  Myra. 

*  Very  well,  my  dear,  let  it  be  if  you  wish  it,'  said 
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Mrs.  Patty.   '  But  anyhow,  you  are  God's  child,  and 
there  is  the  fact,  and  it  can't  he  altered.' 

*  I  shall  not  go  to  Heaven  at  all  the  more  for  that,' 
observed  Myra. 

*  Certainly  not,  if  you  do  n't  wish  to  go.  I  never 
heard  that  God  means  to  take  any  persons  to  Heaven 
against  their  will.' 

Mrs.  Fatty  stood  up  and  drew  her  shawl  together, 
as  if  she  was  going  away. 

Myra  caught  hold  of  her  dress.  Tears  stood  in 
her  eyes.  *  Mrs.  Patty,  I  do  wish  it;  I  wish  it  so  very, 
very  much;  you  can't  tell  how  much.' 

*  Then,  my  dear.  Heaven  is  ready  for  you,  that  is  all  I 
can  say;  and,  please  Grod,  I  hope  we  shall  spend  many 
a  long  day  there  together.' 

'  Not  days,'  said  Myra,  and  a  smile  came  over  her 
face.  *  You  know,  Mrs.  Patty,  there  will  be  no  days 
in  Heaven.' 

'  Which  is  one  of  the  things  I  do  n't  understand,  my 
dear,  as  there  are  a  good  many  things  about  Heaven 
which  are  a  puzzle  to  me.  But,  Myra,  let  it  be  days 
or  not  days,  it  will  be  very  pleasant ;  and  if  you  and  I 
should  be  so  happy  as  to  be  there  together,  I  can't 
but  think  that  we  shall  recollect  this  talk  we  have 
had,  and  you  will  wonder  how  you  could  ever  have 
had  such  doubts  of  the  Blessed  Saviour's  kindness. 
Now,  good-bye,  my  dear,  and  if  nothing  should  come 
in  the  way,  I  shall  hope  to  see  you  again  to- 
morrow.' 

*  Only  one  more  word,  Mrs.  Patty  —  please  stay ; 
because — I  do  n't  want  to  distrust,  but  wicked  people 
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are  punished — they  must  be  punished.  If  I  were 
going  to  die  now,  I  could  not  escape  being  punished.* 

'  I  do  n't  see  it,'  was  the  replj. 

*  Oh  I  Mrs.  Patty ;'  and  Myra  looked  quite  shocked. 

'  I  thought  that  Saviour  means  to  save,*  continued 
Mrs.  Patty,  *  and  that  all  the  punishment  was  borne 
just  because  it  should  not  come  upon  us;  and  I  know, 
Myra,  if  I  did  not  think  so,  I  should  be  just  as 
fVightened  as  you  are.' 

'But  you  would  have  no  cause,'  replied  Myra; 
'  everyone  says  that  you  are  so  very  good.' 

An  expression  of  real  pain  crossed  Mrs.  Patty's 
usually  bright  face.  'It  does  not  do  to  talk  so,  my  dear, 
but  we  will  let  that  pass.  Only,  if  the  Blessed  Saviour 
is  so  kind  to  us,  it  is  not  in  nature  not  to  try  and  be 
good  and  to  please  Him,  or  not  to  be  dreadfully  sorry 
when  one  is  not  good.  I  think,  Myra,  if  you  will 
just  lie  quiet  a  little,  and  think  about  it,  you  will 
understand  it  better  —  especially,  do  you  see,  if  you 
could  say  a  prayer  to  Him.  It  is  wonderful  how  He 
makes  things  clear  to  us  when  we  do  pray.' 

Mrs.  Patty  stooped  down  and  kissed  Myra,  and  as 
the  kiss  was  returned,  Myra  whispered,  '  Oh  1  Mrs. 
Patty,  I  love  you  dearly;'  but  whether  what  had 
been  said  had  also  been  received  and  accepted,  was 
left  doubtful. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

TII^S.  PATTY  remembered  as  she  went  downstairs 
lU.  that  she  was  hungry,  and  that  a  substantial 
tea  was  most  likely  going  on  in  the  dining-room. 
Mr.  Cameron  being  away,  she  ventured  to  find  her 
way  there.  Rather  a  merry  party  was  assembled  — 
Mrs.  Cameron  and  Rosamond,  Juliet,  Annette,  and 
the  young  curate.  Rosamond  was  making  tea.  Mr. 
Baines  was  handing  about  the  cups,  perhaps  a  little 
officiously ;  at  least  with  a  manner  which  made 
Rosamond  laugh  at  him  in  a  very  quiet  way.  She 
never  was  anything  but  quiet — and  simple  too,  many 
persons  would  have  said*  She  made  room  for  Mrs. 
Patty  directly. 

*  By  me,  please,  dear  Mrs.  Patty,'  and  she  pointed 
to  an  empty  seat.  ^  Mr.  Baines,  may  I  trouble  you  ? 
If  you  would  bring  a  plate  from  the  sideboard, 
and  a  knife  and  fork  too.  Mr.  Baines  is  new  in 
his  employment,  Mrs.  Patty;  you  must  forgive  his 
awkwardness.' 

Whether  awkward  or  not,  Mr.  Baines  was  evidently 
in  the  seventh  heaven  of  felicity — ordered  about, 
and  permitted  to  make  himself  quite  useful  and  at 
home.    Mrs.  Patty  began  talking  about  Myra — a 
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very  natural  subject.  *  It  was  so  pleasant,'  she  said, 
'  to  see  her  better,  and  to  find  her^  upon  the  whole, 
really  making  rapid  progress.' 

<  Delightful ;  quite  a  relief.'  Rosamond  looked  into 
the  teapot  and  shook  her  head.  '  Mr.  Baines,  be 
charitable  once  more,  and  ring  the  belL  Mamma, 
do  jou  hear  that  Mrs.  Fatty  thinks  poor  little  Myra's 
improvement  wonderful?' 

'  I  do  n't  see  why  she  should  always  be  called  little 
Myra,'  said  Juliet,  rather  sharply.  *  She  will  soon  be 
as  tall  as  you,  Rosamond.' 

*  Not  quite,  I  think.  Mr.  Baines,  do  you  recollect 
our  all  being  measured  when  your  sister  was  here  ?' 

Mr.  Baines  remembered  it  perfectly.  Miss  Cameron 
was  the  tallest  of  the  young  ladies.  He  had  been 
measured  also  himself  on  that  occasion. 

*And  I  think  you  were  just  the  height  of  my 
brother  Godfrey?'  observed  Rosamond. 

'  Half  an  inch  taller,'  and  Mr.  Baines  almost  in- 
voluntarily elevated  his  head.  Rosamond  was  re- 
markably tall,  and  he  did  not  wish  her  to  look  down 
upon  him. 

Mrs.  Patty  turned  round  upon  him  quickly.  *  Mr. 
Baines,  you  were  at  the  school  this  morning,  I  can 
be  nearly  sure,  unless  you  have  changed  your  day. 
Did  you  see  Betsy  Ford's  tall  boy  there  ?' 

'The  one  who  is  half  an  idiot?'  asked  Juliet, 
breaking  suddenly  into  the  talk,  which  could  scarcely 
be  called  conversation. 

There  was  a  laugh  from  several  of  the  party; 
merriest  of  all  from  Rosamond.  Mrs.  Fatty  retained 
her  gravity.     'The  Doctor  thinks  him  quite  an  idiot; 
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and  I  was  going  to  ask  yon,  Mr.  Baines,  if  jou 
would  kindlj  see  Betsy  about  him,  and  if  it  should 
turn  out  that  he  is  so,  enough  to  be  sent  to  the 
Asylum,  something  could  be  done  about  it' 

'  I  don't  want  him  to  be  sent  there,'  said  Rosamond; 
'  he  makes  himself  so  useful  in  sitting  to  be  sketched. 
Do  n't  you  recollect,' — and  again  she  turned  to  Mr. 
Baine8-«that  day  when  I  was  drawing  him,  as  he 
stretched  himself  on  the  bank  by  the  churchyard  ?  It 
was  the  day  of  the  terrific  thunder-shower,  and  when 
you  lent  me  your  umbrella.' 

Mr.  Baines  recollected  it  perfectly :  it  was  not 
likely,  he  said,  that  he  should  forget  it ;  and  he  was 
rejoiced  to  find  Miss  Cameron's  memory  so  good. 

Rosamond  looked  quite  unconscious,  and  begged 
Mrs.  Fatty  to  take  a  little  marmalade. 

'None,  thank  you,  my  dear.  But  I  think,  Mrs. 
Cameron,  you  have  a  vote  for  the  Idiot  Asylum.' 

'  I  had  last  year  —  Mr.  Cameron  had,  at  least ; 
but  I  am  not  sure  now  —  it  involved  so  much 
trouble;  everyone  was  writing  and  begging  for 
it.     I  know  we  talked  of  giving  it  up.' 

*  That  would  be  a  pity,'  said  Rosamond ;  *  if  I  can't 
spare  my  pet  idiot,  there  will  be  many  others  to  take 
his  place.' 

*  It  must  be  that  same  boy  whom  Mr,  Brownlow 
has  put  into  the  drawing  he  offers  us  for  a  prize,' 
said  Annette ; '  he  told  me  he  had  sketched  the  figure 
from  nature.' 

*Are  you  drawing  for  a  prize,  my  dear?'  asked 
Mrs.  Cameron  ;  *  I  never  heard  of  (hat  before.' 
Annette  slightly  blushed.     *  Not  a  prize,  mamma, 
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exactly;  but  Mr.  Brownlow  said  that  if  either  Juliet 
or  I  could  do  another  drawing  as  good  as  mj  last,  his 
copy  should  be  a  reward.' 

'I  think  everyone  has  finished  tea,  mamma,'  said 
Eosamond,  abruptly,  and  half  rising.  *  Shall  we  go 
to  the  drawing-room  ?' 

There  was  a  general  move,  and  in  passing  out  of 
the  room,  Rosamond  whispered  to  Annette :  ^  What  a 
silly,  little,  conceited  thing  you  are !  Why  could  you 
not  let  the  drawing  alone?' 

Annette  looked  disconcerted,  and  just  then  Juliet 
also  came  up  to  her,  and  said,  *  You  need  not  reckon 
upon  Mr.  Brownlow's  drawing,  if  you  are  to  do 
another  of  your  own  like  the  last,  seeing  that  was 
more  than  half  Rosamond's  work.' 

'Nonsense!'  exclaimed  Rosamond;  Hhere  were 
not  more  than  half-a-dozen  strokes  of  mine.' 
Juliet  held  up  her  hands  in  astonishment. 
*  My  love,  you  know  nothing  about  it,'  continued 
Rosamond.  *  You  have  been  waiting  upon  Myra,  and 
have  never  seen  me  touch  the  drawing,  except  that 
one  day  when  I  showed  Annette  where  she  was 
wrong  in  the  shading.  You  should  not  be  envious, 
Juliet.' 

Juliet's  face  flushed  crimson,  and  she  ran  up- 
stairs. Rosamond  entered  the  drawing-room  with 
that  indescribable  air  of  subdued  virtue  which 
naturally  accompanies  the  consciousness  of  giving 
merited  reproof. 

A  little  more  conversation  about  the  drawing  went 
on,  but  all  of  a  very  safe  kind.  Mr.  Brownlow's 
picture  and  Annette's  copy  were  brought  forward 


A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WOBLD.  59 

and  compared,  and  Mr.  Baines  and  Mrs.  Patty  ad- 
mired,  and  did  not  rentare  to  criticise.  Annette 
was  pronoanced  a  most  promising  artist,  and  in  the 
eagerness  of  excitement  at  the  praise  she  was  re- 
ceiving, engaged  some  day  to  do  a  drawing  for  Mr. 
Baines.  Rosamond  kept  at  first  in  the  background, 
only  now  and  then  putting  in  a  little  remark,  which 
showed  how  much  more  she  knew  about  drawing 
than  anyone  else ;  but  it  was  curious  to  see  how  by 
degrees  she  brought  round  attention  to  herself.  At 
length  her  own  portfolio  was  produced,  and  her  little 
scraps,  as  she  called  them — the  trifles  which  she  had 
just  thrown  off  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  which 
really  were  not  worth  looking  at — were  turned  over. 
And  as  Mrs.  Fatty  did  not  care  much  about  them, 
and  was  anxious  to  talk  to  Mrs.  Cameron  about  the 
Idiot  Asylum,  it  was,  of  course,  quite  natural  and 
right  that  Eosamond  should  be  polite  to  Mr.  Baines^ 
and  give  him  all  the  explanations  which  were  neces- 
sary to  enable  him  to  understand  the  little  scraps. 
Mr.  Baines  was  remarkably  interested  by  them,  and 
hinted,  at  last,  that  it  would  be  such  a  great  favour 
— one  he  could  scarcely  venture  to  suggest — but  if, 
some  day.  Miss  Cameron  would  give  him  an  outline 
— he  asked  nothing  more — a  mere  outline  of  the 
village  street,  with  the  curate's  lodging, — it  would  be 
such  a  valuable  reminiscence — invaluable  indeed. 

Rosamond's  answer  was  cold : '  her  time  was  much 
occupied — she  never  liked  to  promise;  but,  no 
doubt,  Annette  would  try  the  sketch  for  him.'  Poor 
Mr.  Baines  I  It  was  very  cruel  upon  him ;  he  was 
really  a  very  shy  and    modest    man,    and  it  was 
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evident  he  had  been  guilty  of  a  misdemeanour.  He 
murmured  something  not  quite  intelligible  about 
pleasure,  and  hope,  and  forgiveness,  and  was  inter- 
rupted in  the  middle  by  Mrs.  Fatty. 

'  Mr.  Baines,  I  must  wish  you  good  evening,  for 
the  gardener  is  waiting  to  go  home  with  me,  and  the 
Doctor  will  want  a  little  looking  after  before  he  goes 
to  bed.' 

The  curate,  in  his  eagerness  to  escape  from  his 
position  at  the  table,  stumbled  over  a  footstool,  and 
nearly  fell  at  Mrs.  Fatty's  feet.  '  Oh !  but,  indeed, 
Mrs.  Fatty,  I  can't  let  you  walk  home  alone.  I  was 
just  thinking  that  I  ought  to  be  going,  and  I  shall 
be  so  happy  if  you  will  let  me  take  charge  of  you.' 
He  glanced  at  Rosamond,  but  she  was  busy  tying  up 
her  portfolio. 

*  We  meet  on  Tuesday  at  Colonel  Vemey's,  I  sup- 
pose?' said  Mrs.  Cameron. 

'Yes,  I  hope  to  have  that  pleasure;'  and  there 
was  another  glance  at  Rosamond.  'I  conclude,  of 
course,  you  all  dine  there?' 

*  Mamma^  I  should  prefer  going  in  the  evening,  if 
I  go  at  all,*  observed  Rosamond,  indifferently.  '  Dear 
Mrs.  Fatty,  may  I  fetch  your  cloak  and  bonnet?' 

^  They  are  in  the  hall,  my  dear;  I  will  go  and  put 
them  on  there ;  and  Mr.  Baines  can  join  me,  if  he 
will  be  so  civil  to  an  old  woman.' 

'  Good  night,  Mr.  Baines ;'  Rosamond  held  out  her 
hand  very  coldly.  The  poor  curate  scarcely  dared  to 
take  it.  1£  he  might  only  have  endeavoured  to  make 
his  peace.  But  his  was  such  a  very  small  offence  — 
he  did  not  quite  see  why  it  should  have  been  one  ; 
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but  then  he  knew  nothing  about  ladies.  He  only 
felt  thej  were  made  of  wax,  and  were  liable  to  be 
broken  at  a  touch ;  so  he  tried  to  saj,  '  Good  night/ 
just  in  Rosamond's  tone  —  and  hoped  he  had  suc- 
ceeded. But  if  he  had  watched  Rosamond's  smile, 
as  she  followed  Mrs.  Fatty  to  the  hall,  he  might  have 
discovered  that  he  had  failed. 
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CHAPTER  Vm.' 

MYRA  CAMERON  was  caUed  *  little  Myra/  and 
treated  like  a  child.  A  strange  inconsistency, 
when  she  was  sixteen.  No  one  felt  it  more  than  Myra 
herself.  And  it  might  have  been  even  more  strange 
if  she  had  understood  herself.  But  if  Myra  was  a 
problem  to  her  friends,  still  more  was  she  one  to  her 
own  heart.  Of  all  the  inmates  of  Yare  Hall,  there 
was  not  one  who  thought  so  much,  read  so  much^ 
or  felt  so  much,  as  Myra.  Even  when  she  fed  her 
imagination  with  fiction,  tlie  fiction  was  digested  and 
reproduced  so  as  to  become  her  own  possession  — to 
be  part  of  the  world  in  which  she  lived.  She  never 
simply  received  ideas ;  they  were  pondered  upon,  and 
analysed,  though  quite  unconsciously,  and  the  ex- 
perience of  daily  life  was  brought  to  bear  upon  them 
and  to  be  their  test.  No  one  was  a  keener  observer 
of  inconsistencies,  no  one  more  quick  at  discoveriug 
discrepancies  between  principle  and  practice;  but 
this  very  quickness  was  a  stumbling-block  in  Myra's 
path.  She  was  so  alive  to  the  peculiarities  of  others, 
that  she  thought  very  little  of  her  own,  except  when 
they  brought  her  into  public  notice.  Then  she  shrank 
from  them  with  a  sensitiveness  which  was  morbid. 
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To  be  told  that  she  was  awkward  was  distressing^ 
but  to  be  accused  of  being  affected  was  ahnost  tor* 
tore.     There  were  times,  and  those  not  few,  when 
Myra  would  willingly  hare  rushed  away  from  the 
pleasantest  party  and  the  most  amusing  companion- 
ship, and  shut  herself  up  in  solitude  for  hours— not 
from  temper,  though  it  certainly  would  have  been 
called  such ;  neither  from  wounded  vanity,  though  it 
might  have  borne  such  an  appearance ;  but  from  the 
mere  desire  to  be  where  no  one  could  make  a  remark 
upon  her,  even  in  the  way  of  praise.  Not  that  Myra 
was  insensible  to  praise.    When  implied,  she  could 
enjoy  it ;  when  written,  it  was  delightful  to  her ; 
but  spoken  praise  was  suffering.    And  Myra  had  not 
sufficient  self-esteem  to  support  her  against  the  con- 
sciousness of  her  own  external  defects.    What  she 
was  told  of  herself  she  receired  as  undoubted  truth; 
and  certainly  there  were  facts  within  her  own  con* 
sciousness  to  corroborate  what  she  knew  to  be  the 
general  impression  of  her  character.      Bad  temper, 
and  that  not  merely  a  passionate,  but  a  fretful  and 
peevbh  temper,  was  a  fault  which  it  was  impossible 
to  deny.     Selfishness  also  was  an  accusation  not  to 
be  gainsayed,  for  M3rra  knew  perfectly  well  how  alive 
she  was  to  what  she  called  her  own  rights,  and  how 
determined  upon  asserting  them,  whether  they  inter- 
fered with  those  of  others  or  not     And  vanity  also 
she  would  at  once  have  pleaded  guilty  to,  only  she 
would  not  have  allowed  that  it  was  vanity  which 
made  her  what  people  called  affected ;  but  the  thing 
which  perplexed  her,  which   gave    her  a  sense  of 
injustice  —  a  wounded,  isolated  feeling    of    being 
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misunderstood  by  others,  and  not  even  understanding 
herself — was  the  nobler  spirit  beneath.  Child  she 
was»  wajward,  and  foolish,  and  ungoremed  in 
temper  and  in  wishes  ;  but  even  as  Mjra  owned 
herself  to  be  such  —  even  whilst  she  talked  and 
acted  as  if  she  neither  professed  to  be  nor  wished 
to  be  anything  better  —  a  truer  voice  whispered  to 
her  in  the  depths  of  her  own  heart,  that  she  was  not 
a  child;  that  she  had  longings  and  aspirations, 
dreams  of  goodness  and  beauty,  an  appreciation  of 
all  things  'just,  and  pure,  and  lovely,  and  of  good 
report,'  which,  if  examination  were  made,  would  be 
found  wanting  in  those  who  were  the  most  keen- 
sighted  to  her  defects,  and  the  loudest  in  her  con- 
demnation. 

So  up  to  this  hour  had  Myra  lived  in  the  weariness 
of  this  perpetual  conflict  between  her  opposite  cha- 
racteristics. It  can  scarcely  be  wondered  at  that  her 
existence  was  for  the  most  part  solitary.  It  was  only 
when  alone  that  she  was  her  better  self,  and,  there- 
fore, only  when  alone  that  she  could  find  rest  —  such 
rest,  at  least,  as  could  be  obtained  from  the  opiates 
of  study  and  imagination. 

The  two  may  seem  somewhat  incompatible  ;  an 
imaginative  is  generally  considered  to  be  the  opposite 
of  a  studious  mind  :  but  that  one  faculty,  which 
perhaps  had  saved  Myra  from  being  cast  off  as  hope- 
less by  all  who  undertook  to  manage  her — the  faculty 
of  persevering  industry  —  had,  through  the  whole  of 
her  short  life,  been  curiously  co-existent  with  a  vivid 
delight  in  poetry,  and  an  enjoyment  which  even 
amounted  to  what  might  be  termed  revelling   in 
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fiction.  It  seemed,  indeed,  as  if  a  portion  of  the 
same  excitement  which  made  her  lose  herself  in  the 
story  which  she  was  reading,  was  awakened  also  by 
the  stimulus  of  study. 

What  Myra  once  undertook  to  learn,  absorbed  her 
as  though  it  had  been  a  novel.  And  she  did  under- 
take many  things  in  an  irregular  way.  Her  educa- 
tion had  been  imperfect  and  desultory  ;  she  had  been 
taught  by  a  succession  of  governesses,  and  in  spite  of 
her  temper  and  constant  punishment,  had  managed 
to  acquire  such  an  amount  of  information  as  would 
enable  her  to  pass  well  in  society ;  but  this  was  not 
sufficient  to  satisfy  her.  She  had  a  craving  for  more 
knowledge,  and  a  consciousness  of  being  super- 
ficial, and  since  no  one  else  undertook  to  teach  her 
thoroughly,  she  was  compelled  to  teach  herself. 

A  strange  medley  of  books  was  to  be  found  in 
Myra's  room.  Withering's  '  Botany,'  and  a  Spanish 
Grammar  and  'Don  Quixote,'  side  by  side  with 
Watts  on  *The  Improvement  of  the  Mind,'  Aber- 
crombie  on  *  The  Moral  and  Intellectual  Powers,' 
Bacon's  '  Essays,'  Russell's'  Modern  Europe,'  Miss 
Bumey's  novels.  Sir  Charles  Grandison,  De  Foe's 
'History  of  the  Plague,'  'The  Old  English  Baron,' 
and  *The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments' — not 
all  very  desirable  reading,  but  seized  upon  by 
Myra  because  she  had  heard  the  books  spoken 
of,  and  was  determined  to  find  out  for  herself 
what  they  were  like.  And  they  were  all  read  and 
studied  in  turn.  Myra  was  gradually  emerging  from 
school-room  restraints,  and  was  allowed  to  manage 
her  time,  upon  the  whole,  very  much  as  she  liked ; 

F 


66  A   GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WORLD. 

and  with  her  love  of  solitude  she  was  always  making 
an  excuse  to  escape  from  public  engagements,  and 
praying  to  be  allowed  to  enjoy  herself  in  her  own 
way.  Of  course  no  one  was  admitted  to  a  share  in 
her  occupations,  or  even  told  anything  about  them. 
Myra  would  have  endured  no  small  amount  of 
physical  pain  rather  than  confess  to  anyone  that  she 
liked  reading  deep  books,  and  she  was  thoroughly 
ashamed  of  her  love  of  fiction  ;  and  as  for  asking  for 
any  particular  author,  she  would  far  rather  have  been 
supposed  to  be  playing  with  a  doll.  The  volumes  she 
had  in  her  possession  had  been  collected  surrep- 
titiously in  her  wanderings  about  the  house,  and 
whilst  searching  into  the  contents  of  bed-room  book- 
cases and  old  closets.  Mr.  Cameron  had  a  very 
excellent  library,  but  his  children  were  never  allowed 
to  touch  a  volume.  It  was  one  of  his  strictest  rules. 
The  moment  a  child  handled  a  book  he  considered  it 
spoilt,  and  only  fit  to  be  given  up  to  the  nursery; 
and  it  was  to  this  rule  that  Myra  owed  the  possession 
of  the  'Arabian  Nights,'  a  very  handsome  copy  in  four 
octavo  volumes,  which  in  some  moment  of  weakness 
had  been  taken  from  the  shelves  by  Mrs.  Cameron, 
during  her  husband's  absence,  in  order  that  she  might 
read  a  story  to  the  children,  and  being  carried  off 
into  the  school-room,  had  been  found  there  on  Mr. 
Cameron's  return,  and  from  thenceforth  abandoned 
to  its  fate.  The  enchantment  of  the  'Arabian  Nights ' 
was  over,  however,  now ;  Myra  knew  the  tales  by 
heart,  and  thought  of  them  only  when — as  sometimes 
happened — she  was  called  upon  to  entertain  a  stray 
little  visitor  by  telling  a  story.     Then  the  histories 
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of  Prince  Houssain,  Prince  Achmet,  and  Prince  All, 
the  Little  Hunchback,  and  the  Forty  Thieves,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  Wonderful  Lamp,  were  invaluable ; 
whilst  the  Pilgrimage  of  the  Prince  who  was  sent  to 
fetch  the  Golden  Water,  and  was  compelled  to  stop 
his  ears  to  the  taunts  of  the  unhappy  travellers  who 
had  on  previous  occasions  been  turned  into  stone,  and 
were  resting  on  the  mountain  side,  lingered  in  her 
memory,  she  knew  not  why,  but  perhaps  to  come 
forth  at  some  future  time  with  that  impressiveness 
of  a  deep  moral,  which  we  all  feel  so  keenly  when, 
as  years  roll  on,  it  is  discovered  by  ourselves  as 
inherent  in  some  childish  legend. 

And  Myra  gained  something  also  from  the  library, 
debarred  from  it  though  she  was;  it  gave  her  the 
titles  of  books,  a  knowledge  which  at  first  sight 
may  appear  absolutely  useless,  but  which  can  never 
really  be  so.  She  learnt,  for  instance,  that  Sir  John 
Malcolm  had  written  a  History  of  Persia,  and  Boswell 
a  Life  of  Johnson,  and  Middleton  a  Life  of  Cicero  ; 
she  recognised  Bossuet  and  Bourdaloue,  and  Massillon 
and  Fenelon,  as  French  standard  writers  ;  she  knew 
Fielding  and  Smollett  even  by  sight,  and  was  quite 
aware  that  Hume  had  written  something  besides  the 
History  of  England.  And  her  respect  for  dictionaries 
—  generally  regarded  as  the  meanest  species  of 
school-book,  and  delivered  over  to  any  amount  of  ink 
and  dog's-ears  —  had  been  nurtured  till  it  had  actually 
become  veneration,  by  seeing  the  goodly  array  of 
splendidly-bound  volumes,  from  the  Dictionnaire  de 
I'Academie  Fran^aise,  to  those  of  Spanish,  Portu- 
guese,  Chinese,   Hebrew,   Sanscrit,   and    all   other 
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known  and  unknown  languages,  which  it  had  been 
Mr.  Cameron's  pride  to  collect,  and  which  were 
always  pointed  out  to  his  friends  as  the  choicest 
collection  in  England. 

This  mere  acquaintance  with  facts  might  no  doubt 
have  been  useless  to  the  majority  of  young  girls,  but 
with  Myra  a  fact  was  the  material  by  which  the  soil 
of  her  mind  was  gradually  becoming  enriched.  The 
outsides  of  books  were  only  one  degree  less  real  than 
the  outsides  of  the  persons  who  wrote  them.  The 
names  which  would  have  made  no  impression  when 
learnt  as  a  school-room  list  of  celebrated  authors, 
became  realities  when  they  daily  met  her  eye  on  the 
library  shelves.  And  so,  when  at  any  time  a  refer- 
ence was  made  to  these  authors,  either  by  Mr.  Came- 
ron or  the  friends  who  visited  him,  Myra's  attention 
was  arrested.  She  would  sit  in  the  corner  apart, 
working  perhaps  at  some  never-ending  piece  of  em- 
broidery, which  was  always  her  company-work, 
whilst  listening  to  the  arguments  or  discussions 
which  were  going  on,  and  gaining  more  by  the 
working  of  her  own  powers,  the  struggle  to  under- 
stand what  no  one  thought  of  explaining  to  her, 
than  she  could  have  done  from  the  lecture  of  the 
most  learned  Professor,  who  would  have  solved  her 
difficulties  in  a  conversation  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Even  the  outward  appearance  of  the  libraiy  books 
was  not  without  its  effect  upon  her.  In  these  days 
we  are  ceasing  to  regard  external  richness  as  any 
tribute  to  the  internal  merits  of  a  volume.  Whilst 
our  best  writers  we  content  with  sober-coloured 
^^^SUHflHi^^iun^'  UL  moax)cco,  and  dress 
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*Puss  in  Boots'  in  calf  and  gilding.  The  outward 
signs  of  reverence  are  no  longer  recognised.  But  in 
this  respect  Mr.  Cameron  was  a  gentleman  of  the 
old  school.  He  prized  his  rare  editions,  and  large 
paper  copies  —  he  loved  to  trace  the  pedigree  of  his 
time-stained  volumes  —  he  delighted  in  broad  mar- 
gins, and  detested  small  type  ;  and  when  he  laid  his 
old  quarto  on  the  table  and  carefully  turned  every 
leaf  at  the  top,  and  then,  opening  it  further,  pointed 
out  the  manner  in  which  the  book,  so  perfectly  well- 
bound,  lay  back  of  itself,  requiring  nothing  to  keep 
it  open,  there  was  somewhat  of  a  personal  tender- 
ness for  the  material  form,  apart  from  the  thoughts 
conveyed  by  them,  which  it  was  impossible  to  watch 
without  being  impressed  by  it.  Every  man,  it  is 
said,  has  some  soft  place  in  his  heart.  Mr.  Cameron's 
softness  was  shown  towards  his  books. 

He  had  no  idea  of  influencing  Myra  ;  he  was  not 
a  man  who  troubled  himself  about  influencing  anyone, 
except  when  he  was  pleading  in  court ;  but  he  did 
influence  her  very  materially.  She  was  growing  up  un- 
consciously with  much  of  his  feeling  upon  this  point ; 
and  the  reverence,  which  was  not  very  strongly 
developed  in  her  naturally,  was  fostered  by  this 
one  exhibition  of  it  in  a  degree  which  will  probably 
be  unknown  to  the  next  generation.  The  cheap 
editions  of  Bacon's  *  Essays '  will  scarcely  become 
the  heirlooms  of  memory  to  our  children. 

Yet,  with  all  this  love  of  study  and  appreciation 
of  books,  Myra  was  not  considered  clever,  in  the 
ordinary  sense  of  the  word  ;  nor,  indeed,  had  she  any 
etrict  right  to  be  so  called.     Cleverness,  though  its 
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definitions  are  various,  is,  perhaps,  generally  accepted 
as  meaning  quickness  in  receiving  ideas,  and  apt« 
ness  in  making  use  of  them.  Myra  was  neither 
very  quick  nor  very  apt ;  in  some  things  she  was  de- 
cidedly dull,  and  in  the  opinion  of  society,  Rosamond 
would  undoubtedly  far  excel  her.  And  she  had 
•not  even  that  fair  appreciation  of  her  own  powers 
which  would  enable  her  to  make  the  most  of  them, 
^he  had  no  dreams  of  distinction,  no  youthful 
visions  of  authorship  and  fame.  Not  being  aware  of 
having  thoughts  or  ideas  worthy  of  preservation,  it 
was  impossible  for  her  to  put  them  down  upon  paper. 
And  then  she  had  a  vague  sense  of  its  not  being  a 
woman's  business  to  write.  One  thing  she  was  quite 
sure  of,  that  no  woman  had  ever  attained  to  the  dig- 
nity of  a  quarto  edition  in  morocco,  much  less  in 
Russia  leather,  and  any  dignity  beneath  this  would 
not  have  been  worth  striving  for. 

So  Myra  listened,  and  studied,  and  thought,  and 
gave  way  to  her  temper,  and  selfi&hness,  and  vanity, 
find  was  a  child  in  her  own  estimation,  and  a  veiy 
troublesome  and  disagreeable  one  in  the  estimation 
of  her  friends  ;  because  she  had  not  yet  learnt  the 
truth  which,  sooner  or  later,  must  come  home  to  us 
all,  that  the  moral  powers  are  the  multipliers  of  the 
intellectual — that  the  cleverest  man,  or  the  most 
gifted  genius,  unable  to  govern  his  own  temper,  and 
control  his  own  impulses,  is,  so  far  as  he  yields 
himself  to  those  impulses,  nothing  better  than  an 
infant ;  and  that  in  the  race  of  life  he  will  most 
certainly  be  outstripped  by  men  far  inferior  to  himself 
in  mental  capacity,  but  able  to  keep  the  balance 
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whicli  he  has  lost,  and  to  exemplify  those  deep 
words  of  Scripture — *He  that  ruleth  his  spirit  is 
greater  than  he  that  taketh  a  city.' 

But  a  new  phase  of  inward  existence  was  dawning 
upon  Myra, 

We  all  have  granted  us,  from  time  to  time,  fresh 
starting-points  in  life  ;  but  there  is  not  one  so  marked 
as  that  which  is  associated  with  our  first  vivid  appre- 
hension of  the  fact  that  God  loves  us.  Men  call  this 
apprehension  by  different  names;  they  attach  to  it 
different  degrees  of  importance.  This  is  not  the 
place  for  entering  upon  such  a  controverted  subject ; 
but  one  thing  is  known  and  acknowledged  by  aU 
alike,  that  to  confess  such  a  belief  by  the  lips  is  one 
thing,  and  to  receive  it  into  the  heart  another  ;  that 
in  the  one  case  it  is  a  mere  formula,  whilst  in  the 
other  it  becomes  the  most  powerful  of  all  motives  — 
the  one  all-embracing  principle  which  meets  every 
difficulty  and  every  temptation  in  life.  Myra  Cameron 
did  not  hear  Mrs.  Fatty's  declaration  of  her  religious 
creed  for  the  first  time  in  that  one  conversation  after 
her  illness ;  she  had  been  told  the  same  truths  often 
before,  as  applying  to  mankind  generally,  but  it  had 
always  seemed  as  if  some  special  exception  had  been 
made  to  her  own  disadvantage.  When  a  very  little 
child,  she  was  assured  that  God  loved  good  children ; 
but  the  assurance  was  always  accompanied  by  the 
reminder  that  she  was  a  very  naughty  one.  It  was 
as  if  a  mirror  was  continually  being  held  before 
her,  in  which  she  might  see  her  own  misdeeds,  and 
her  poor  little  weak  efforts  to  do  better  were  not 
perceptible  amidst  the  mass  of  evil ;  or  if  sometimes  it 
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crossed  her  mind  that  she  was  not  quite  so  bad  as 
people  thought  her,  that  when  she  was  alone  she  did 
wish  to  be  good,  though  when  she  was  with  others 
she  was  always  doing  wrong,  her  comfort  was  checked 
by  the  recollection  that  wishes  were  nothing,  prayers 
even  were  nothing,  actions  were  the  only  test ;  and 
her  actions  —  it  was  better  not  to  think  about  them. 

What  comfort  could  it  be  to  Myra  to  be  called 
upon  to  repeat,  Sunday  after  Sunday,  that  she  was 
^  a  child  of  grace,*  when  the  fact  impressed  upon  her 
by  everyone  in  the  house,  and  confirmed  by  her  own 
consciousness,  was  that  she  was  ^a  child  of  wrath?' 

People  do  not  often  get  rid  of  such  an  impression 
about  themselves  suddenly  ;  young  people  especially 
do  not.  Myra  felt  when  Mrs.  Patty  left  her  that  sh© 
was  not  quite  so  unhappy  as  she  had  been  before,  but 
she  had  no  idea  that  there  was  any  real  change  in  her 
own  principles.  It  was  only  that  Mrs.  Patty  was  so 
good  and  kind,  and  thought  well  of  everyone ;  and 
if  she  could  believe  that  God  would  be  as  merciful  as 
Mrs.  Patty,  there  would  be  some  hope.  But  then  He 
knew  so  much  better  what  her  faults  were.  To  be 
sure  He  knew  also  how  miserable  they  made  her,  and 
how  much  she  longed  to  get  rid  of  them  ;  but  that 
was  all  nothing  ;  her  father  had  said  so  only  that 
very  day,  before  he  went  off  t6  London,  and  of  course 
he  knew  much  more  about  her  than  Mrs.  Patty. 

Thus  Myra  tried  to  reason  herself  out  of  comfort, 
and  in  spite  of  her  reason  was  comforted.  The  mere 
thought  that  some  one  believed  she  could  do  right, 
was  like  a  strengthening  cordial  to  her  crushed  spirit. 
For  this  last  failure  and  folly  had  completely  crushed 
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her.  Pride  alone  rendered  her  ashamed  of  herself^ 
and  her  natural  morbid  shrinking  from  observation 
caused  the  thought  of  the  remarks  which  would,  she 
was  sure,  be  made  upon  her,  to  be  almost  unendurable. 
But  for  Mrs.  Patty's  few  words,  Myra  would  have 
been  despairingly  wretched.  As  it  was,  she  lay  still, 
trying  to  recall  the  conversation ;  and  finding  herself 
unable  to  recollect  all,  she  turned,  as  an  assistance  to 
her  memory,  to  the  epistle  which  Mrs.  Patty  had 
said  was  Dr.  Kingsbury's  favourite.  Certainly,  so 
Myra  thought,  if  he  liked  it,  it  could  have  nothing  to 
do  with  her,  for  he  was  standing  on  the  highest 
pinnacle  of  perfection,  whilst  she  had  not  even 
begun  to  ascend  the  lowest  step  of  the  ladder  which 
led  to  it ;  but,  at  any  rate,  there  would  be  some 
interest  in  reading  it,  and  people  were  always  told  to 
read  the  Bible  when  they  were  ill. 

Myra  read;  and  as  she  read,  thought  of  Dr. 
Kingsbury  and  Mrs.  Patty,  and,  for  the  first  time, 
the  words  excited  her  imagination — that  imagination 
which  was  always  ready  to  be  worked  upon  by 
stirring  descriptions  or  appeals  to  the  heart.  They 
carried  her  into  far-off  worlds, — the  heavenly  places, 
which,  it  might  be,  were  to  be  found  among  the  stars 
that  night  after  night  she  was  accustomed  to  watch 
as  she  lay  in  bed.  They  told  of  glory,  and  greatness, 
and  power ;  of  a  dominion  above  all  other  dominion  ; 
of  the  '  exceeding  riches  of  God's  grace; '  and  of  those 
who,  from  being  *  strangers  and  foreigners,*  were  now 
*  fellow-citizens  with  the  saints  and  of  the  household  of 
God.'  Myra  laid  down  the  book,  for  she  was  weary, 
and  much  there  was  which  it  was  hard  to  understand ; 
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but  as  she  closed  her  eyes,  and  thought  became 
more  and  more  an  effort,  there  mingled  with 
the  recollection  of  the  words  she  had  been  reading, 
others — sounding  as  their  clear  and  most  sweet 
echo — which  brought  faint  visions  of  a  golden  city, 
and  jewelled  gates,  and  the  river  of  the  water  of 
life  ;  and  Mjra  fell  asleep. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

^  T\R*  and  Miss  Kingsbury's  compliments,  ma'am, 
-L'  and  if  you  are  going  to  Colonel  Vemey's 
they  will  call  for  you  at  twenty  minutes  past  six, 
and  give  you  a  seat  in  their  fly/ 

Faith  put  her  head  in  at  the  door  of  Miss  Medley's 
parlour,  and  surprised  that  lady  in  the  act  of  taking 
off  her  cap  and  arranging  her  grey  curls. 

*  Wait  a  minute  !  Dear  me  ! '  (Miss  Medley's  eye 
sought  for  her  cap  in  the  far  corner  of  the  room), 
*  where  can  it  be  ?  On  the  floor  ?  In  the  chair  ? 
Where  can  I  have  put  it  ?  One  minute.  Faith!  On 
my  head,  to  be  sure!  What  shall  I  do  next?  Come 
in  ;  pray  come  in.'  Faith  entered — so  far  at  least  as 
she  could,  whilst  still  holding  by  the  handle  of  the 
door. 

'  Please  to  shut  the  door,  Faith  ;  draughts  are  so 
dangerous.  Twenty  minutes  past  six,  did  you  say  ? 
It  is  very  kind  of  Dr.  Kingsbury.  I  really  think  I 
must  accept  the  benevolent  offer.  But  is  the  Doctor 
well  enough  to  dine  out?' 

*He  is  better  than  he  has  been  for  this  month 
past,  ma'am.    Mrs.  Patty  has  persuaded  him  to  take 
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a  little  brandy  with  his  dinner,  and  it  does  him  a 
world  of  good.' 

^  Alas  !  A  man  so  excellent !  not  to  perceive  the 
necessity  of  abstaining,  if  only  for  example's  sake. 
But  it  is  like  all  men;  quick  as  lightning  to  see 
others'  duties,  slow  as  snails  to  see  their  own.  Dinner- 
parties are  sad  temptations,  Faith.' 

*  To  be  sure,  ma'am.  May  I  tell  the  Doctor,  then, 
that  you  mean  to  go?' 

*  You  may  assure  him  I  will  be  ready.  Time  was, 
Faith,  when  I  avoided  dinner-parties,  but  it  is  dif- 
ferent with  me  now.  So  it  would  be  with  the  good 
Doctor  if  only  he  would  persevere.  But  brandy! 
it  is  very  sad  —  very  sad  indeed.'  Faith  compressed 
her  lips,  evidently  not  trusting  herself  to  reply. 
Miss  Medley  continued  —  *  The  Doctor,  I  suppose, 
will  leave  early  ;  late  hours  are  so  very  injurious.' 

*  The  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Patty  most  times  leave  at 
ten,  ma'am ;  but  somebody  said  there  was  like  to  be 
some  dancing  at  the  Colonel's  to-night.' 

<  What!  with  the  Doctor  there !  Oh,  Faith,  indeed 
you  must  be  mistaken  !' 

^  As  to  that,  ma'am,  I  do  n't  know  why  I  should 
be.  I've  heard  Mrs.  Patty  say,  that  in  his  young 
days  the  Doctor  could  show  off  in  a  hornpipe  with 
the  best,  and,  indeed,  danced  so  well  that  he  was  had 
out  before  all  the  company  at  a  dancing-school  ball, 
and  did  the  toe-and-heel  step  and  the  shuffle  in  a 
way  as  was  quite  surprising.' 

*  But  not  now.  Faith  ;  Dr.  Kingsbury  has  to  con- 
sider the  dignity  of  his  cloth.' 

Faith's  countenance  showed  a  little  perplexity,  as 
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she  replied :  *  Well,  to  be  sure,  I  did  think  of  that 
myself  I  The  Doctor's  coat  is  just  new,  and  dancing 
is  very  dusty  work ;  and  it  did  come  across  me  that 
the  brushing  and  rubbing  afterwards  wouldn't  be 
good  for  it.  But  if  I  could  be  quite  sure,  ma'am,  that 
dancing  was  to  be,  I  'd  persuade  Mrs.  Patty  to  give 
him  his  second-best ;  he  does  n't  know  one  from  the 
other,  good  man,  himself.' 

*  And  so  far  he  is  an  exception  to  his  sex.  Men 
are  vain.  Faith — much  more  vain  than  we  have  any 
idea  of.  I  have  a  nephew,  who  used  to  spend  half 
an  hour  every  day  arranging  his  neck-tie  ;  but  he 
is  in  India,  poor  fellow  ! '  and  Miss  Medley  sighed 
heavily.  *Dr.  Kingsbury,  you  say,  will  leave  before 
the  dancing  begins  ? ' 

'Dear  me,  ma'am,  no  ;  just  the  contrary.  He 
takes  pleasure  in  seeing  the  young  people  merry ; 
and  it 's  my  belief,  that  if  the  dancing  is  late,  he  may 
be  late  too.' 

The  possibility  was  so  alarming  to  Miss  Medley's 
regularity,  that  she  found  herself  compelled  to  sit 
down  ;  and  as  Faith  turned,  apparently  with  the  in- 
tention of  going,  she  said,  in  a  hurried  tone  :  *  Pray 
wait  —  one  moment  only ;  I  wo  n't  detain  you,  but  I 
must  consider.  If  the  fly  were  to  come  for  me  first, 
if  I  were  to  return  alone  —  eighteen-pence  they 
would  charge  —  it  would  be  eighteen-pence,  I  think, 
Faith? ' 

*  I  can't  say,  ma'am  ;  but  the  Doctor  would  be 
very  sorry  for  you  to  trouble  yourself  upon  such  a 
matter  as  that.  He  and  Mrs.  Patty  would  be  sure  to 
let  you  come  away  whenever  you  choose.    It 's  not 
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like  the  Doctor  to  be  putting  his  own  pleasure  in  the 
"way  of  other  people's.* 

*  Not  at  alL  He  is  a  very  remarkable  instance  of 
masculine  unselfishness.  You  will  appreciate  such 
an  exception  more  and  more,  Faith,  as  life  brings 
you  experience.     But  this  matter  of  returning — it 

may  be  better  to  leave  it.     Possibly You  said,  I 

think,  Faith,  that  there  would  be  a  large  number  of 
dancers  ? ' 

'I  don't  know  that  I  said  anything  about  it, 
ma'am  ;  but  there 's  Mr.  Charles,  the  Colonel's 
nephew,  just  come  from  India,  and  the  young 
gentlemen.  Master  John  and  Master  William,  home 
for  Easter  —  that  makes  three ;  and  then  there 's 
Mr.  Edmund  and  Mr.  Godfrey  Cameron  come  down 
to  the  Hall  —  so  I  heard  just  before  I  came  in  here  ; 
and  what  with  the  Miss  Verneys,  and  the  niece  who 
is  there  for  the  holidays,  and  Miss  Cameron,  and  the 
other  young  ladies  as  are  sure  to  be  asked  to  the 
Colonel's — there  will  be  such  a  number  of  young 
folks  that  Mrs.  Patty  said  to  me,  as  she  gave  me  the 
message  for  you,  they  would  be  pretty  nearly  certain  to 
dance  ;  and  if  they  did,  the  Doctor  had  such  a  fancy 
for  music,  and  for  seeing  the  young  folks  enjoy  them- 
selves, he'd  be  sure  to  be  late.  That's  the  long 
and  the  short  of  the  matter,  ma'am  :  but  to  think  of 
its  coming  in  your  way  never  entered  anybody's  head; 
and  I  make  bold  to  say  you  can  leave  at  half-past 
nine  if  you  wish  it.' 

*  Oh,  no.  Faith !  To  break  up  the  party — I  could 
not  do  that.  And  I  should  like  to  see  Mr.  Yerney. 
I  am  deeply  interested  in  everything  connected  with 
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India :  yet  it  perplexes  me.  Are  you  going  into  the 
Tillage  ? ' 

'  I  've  been  thinking  of  it,  ma'am  ;  but  I  had  not 
quite  decided.' 

*  If  you  were  going, — perhaps  four  yards  of  ribbon, 
peach-coloured  satin — or  gauze  and  satin  might  be 
best ; — Lane  has  some,  I  know  ; —  it  would  brighten 
my  cap.  I  am  not  used  to  gay  parties,  Faith  ;  and 
they  do  n't  agree  with  me.  But  camomilla  is  very 
soothing :  it  enables  me  to  do  many  things  now 
which  I  never  could  do  before ;  I  never  go  anywhere 
without  it.'  Miss  Medley  dived  into  her  pocket  and 
took  out  a  tiny  bottle.  *  Tinctures  are  best ;  but  in 
their  absence,  globules.' 

It  was  like  presenting  a  pocket-pistol  to  Faith  : 
she  turned  suddenly  round,  and,  with  a  hasty  *  Good 
morning,  ma'am ;  I  wiU  leave  the  ribbon  as  I  return,' 
departed. 

Stormont  was  the  name  of  Colonel  Verney's  house. 
It  was  a  mile  and  a  half  from  Yare,  and  was  con- 
sidered rather  the  show-place  of  the  neighbourhood; 
for  it  had  a  grand  hall,  a  very  fair  gallery  of  pictures, 
and  a  museum  of  Chinese  curiosities,  all  exhibited  to 
the  public  on  certain  days.  Otherwise  it  was  an  un- 
interesting place,  with  but  a  few  acres  of  park  about 
it,  and  possessing  no  remarkable  beauty  either  in  the 
grounds,  the  gardens,  or  the  view. 

Colonel  Vemey  was  the  most  open-hearted  and  hos- 
pitable of  country  gentlemen  ;  in  politics  a  Whig  — 
80  far,  at  least,  as  Whigism  can  still  be  considered  to 
exist ;  in  religion  a  professed  Churchman,  with  as 
kindly  a  leaning  towards  dissent  as  was  necessary  for 
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the  sake  of  consistency  with  his  political  creed.  He 
was  a  very  popular  man  in  the  neighbourhood;  indeed 
all  the  family  were  popular,  except,  perhaps,  Mrs. 
Verney,  and  she  was  an  exception  only  in  the  eyes 
of  a  few  persons,  amongst  whom  Myra  was  included. 
Mr.  Cameron  and  Colonel  Verney  differed  in  politics, 
and  this  antagonism  might  have  resulted  in  an  open 
feud,  had  not  the  punctilious  politeness  of  the  former 
served  as  a  check  upon  the  ebullitions  of  temper  of  his 
good-natured  though  irritable  opponent.  Mr.  Cameron 
was  once  heard  to  say  to  his  boys,  when,  after  an  open 
fight  and  very  abusive  language,  they  were  brought 
before  him  to  be  punished :  *  Quarrel,  boys,  if  you  will; 
at  your  age  I  did  it  myself;  but  quarrel  like  gentle- 
men.' A  very  worldly-wise  man  was  Mr.  Cameron. 
This  principle  of  quarrelling  like  a  gentleman  had 
served  him  in  good  stead  on  many  trying  occasions, 
and  none  more  trying  then  when  he  was  brought  into 
open  opposition  to  his  nearest  neighbour,  Colonel 
Verney.  One  of  the  very  few  boasts  which  he  had 
ever  been  heard  to  utter  was,  that  throughout  the 
many  electioneering  and  magisterial  contests  in 
which  they  had  been  engaged,  he  had  never  uttered 
a  word  for  which  he  could  be  called  upon  to  make  an 
apology. 

Not  so  Colonel  Verney ;  his  words  were  hasty,  his 
language  strong,  his  epithets  far  from  choice.  He 
prided  himself  upon,  saying  what  he  thought ;  it  was 
the  privilege  of  a  free  Englishman;  but  then,  un- 
fortunately, he  very  often  said  what  he  did  not  think, 
and  it  was  on  such  occasions  that  Mr.  Cameron 
gained  the  advantage.     *  I  leave  to  Colonel  Verney 
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the  command  of  words,  and  reserve  to  myself  the 
conmiand  of  temper,'  was  his  reply  to  a  very  violent 
speech  made  by  the  former  at  an  important  public 
meeting  ;  and  the  Colonel  succumbed  to  the  sarcasm, 
and  not  being  gifted  with  that  most  rare  and  noble 
characteristic,  the  power  of  owning  that  he  had  been 
wrong,  never  recovered  the  ground  he  had  lost,  nor 
was  again  able  to  hold  a  position  in  the  county  of 
equal  influence  with  that  of  Mr.  Cameron. 

The  two  Miss  Verneys,  or,  as  Miss  Medley  always 
took  pains  to  call  them,  the  Misses  Yerney,  were 
bright  and  pleasant  in  manner,  and  partook  of 
much  of  their  father's  good  nature.  Henrietta,  who 
was  about  one-and-twenty,  was  the  useful  —  Elise, 
who  was  three  years  younger,  the  ornamental — sister. 
And  there  were,  as  Faith  had  said,  two  brothers  at 
Eton,  rather  common-place,  but  perhaps  all  the  more 
likely  to  be  favourites  in  general  society,  since  they 
excited  no  envy  and  aroused  no  criticism.  Colonel 
Verney's  family  might,  indeed,  have  been  a  pattern 
of  prosperous  ease  and  self-content  if  only  Mrs. 
Verney  would  have  consented  to  leave  it  to  itself ; 
but  the  elements  of  ambition  and  energy  which  were 
wanting  in  her  children  existed  strongly  in  herself. 
The  world,  her  own  little  world  especially,  was 
regarded  by  her  not  as  it  was,  but  as  it  should 
be.  She  had  an  ideal  for  everything  and  everybody, 
and,  unlike  the  generality  of  idealists,  she  spared  no 
efforts  to  convert  her  fiction  into  a  reality.  Good, 
sensible,  rather  blunt  Henrietta,  essentially  practical 
and  matter-of-fact,  was  to  be  the  deep-thinking  stu- 
dious daughter;  and  pretty  bright  little  Elise,  with 

a 


82  A  GLDIPSB  OF  THE  HDBLBw 

her  imOier  sentiiiiental  drmwl,  ind  teste  for  flower* 
painting  ind  English  baUads,  was  to  be  the  graceful 
and  artistic  onew  Both  were  treated  accordingly. 
And  so  with  all  her  friends.  To  hear  Mrs.  Vemej 
conTerse^  it  might  hare  been  supposed  that  she  lired 
in  the  midst  oi  the  most  peculiar  and  attractiTC  speci* 
mens  oi  her  fellow-creatures.  Such  germs  of  genius^ 
and  thought^  and  beautj,  and  taste  were  to  be  dis- 
covered amongst  them ;  onlj  all  requiring  develope- 
ment»  and  that  not  in  the  course  of  God's  ProTidenee, 
in  the  ordering  o£  their  lives^  but  from  her  own 
especial  dictation.  The  Stormont  neighbourhood, 
with  some  few  exceptions,  such  as  Dr.  Kingsburj, 
Mrs.  Pattj,  and  Mjra»  submitted  to  this  dictation. 
All  neighbourhoods  will  in  course  of  time  submit  to 
any  dictation,  if  it  is  accompanied  bj  a  little  flatterj. 
How,  for  instance,  could  Mrs.  Cameron  resbt  Mrs. 
Yemej*s  influence  in  her  familj  arrangements^  when 
she  was  alwajs  hinting  to  her  that  she  had  a  sus« 
ceptical  poetical  temperament,  and  that  her  indol^tice 
was  the  reaction  of  intense  feeling  jarred  upon  bj  the 
roughnesses  of  life  ?  Mrs,  Cameron  quite  fell  in  lore 
with  herself  as  she  laj  on  her  sofa,  pondering  upon 
the  vision  which  Mrs.  Yemej  had  presented  to  her. 
And  the  generality  of  Mrs.  Vemey's  friends  were 
equally  self-enamoured.  Even  Mr.  Cameron  had 
been  surprised  with  the  consciousness  of  bis  ^  self^us- 
tained,  elevated  individuality  *  (Mrs.  Vemey  delighted 
in  long  words),  and  bad  learned  to  r^ard  himself  as 
an  obelisk  of  virtue,  and,  in  consequence,  bore  from 
Mr.  Yemey  observations  and  suggestions  which  would 
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not  have  been  tolerated  for  a  moment  from  any  other 
person. 

Mrs.  Verney  was  just  now  on  a  pinnacle  of  happi* 
ness.     She  had  a  new  specimen  of  human  nature  on 
which  to  make  discoveries,  a  new  mind  to  develope, 
that  of  her  nephew, —  the  son  of  her  husband's  elder 
brother, — who  had  been  left  an  orphan  at  an  early  age, 
and  having  been  sent  to  India,  had  returned  on  ac- 
count of  his  health.     Report  said  that  Mr.  Verney 's 
career  had  not  been  very  satisfactory  ;  but  report  is 
proverbially  ill-natured,  and  Mrs.  Verney  rejoiced  in 
contradicting  it.    A  man  holding  a  civil  appointment 
in  India  ought  to  be  highly  intelligent,  therefore  her 
nephew  must  be  remarkably  clever;  and  not  only  clever, 
but  his  mind  would  certainly  be  well  balanced, — 
strictly  just.  He  would  have  enlarged  views  of  human 
nature  generally.     He  might  have  a  taste  for  luxury 
and  magnificence;  and  as  he  had  lived  in  the  constant 
sight  of  diamonds  and  rubies,  gold  tissue  and  embroid- 
ered shawls,  he  could  not  be  expected  to  tolerate  the 
poverty  of  our  English  style  of  dress  and  ornament; 
but  with  this  fastidiousness,  he  would  be  extremely 
lavish   and   even   princely  in   his  generosity.     Mr. 
Verney  might  indeed  be  expected  to  appear  in  the 
character  of  a  munificent  genius,  scattering  blessings 
on  all  sides.     Mrs.  Verney  had  so  often  said  all  this 
to  herself,  and  so  often  repeated  it  to  others  before 
her  nephew  arrived,   that   she  did  at  last  actually 
believe  it  ;  and  if  anyone  had  ventured  to  throw  a 
doubt  on  her  assertion,  she  would  have  sighed  over 
*  that  painful  tendency  to  censoriousness,  which  must 
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always  endeavour  to  detract  from  excellence,  how- 
ever evident  and  acknowledged.' 

But,  notwithstanding  all  this  romance,  the  drawing- 
room  at  Stormont  Park  did  not  present  any  features 
of  unusual  interest  when,  on  the  day  fixed  for  the 
dinner-party,  and  precisely  as  the  hands  of  the  French 
clock  over  the  mantelpiece  pointed  to  half-past  six, 
Dr.  and  Miss  Kingsbury  and  Miss  Medley  were  an- 
nounced. The  room,  not  a  very  large  one,  and  rather 
crowded  with  tables  and  fancy  chairs  and  tiny  otto- 
mans, was  nearly  full.  Colonel  Verney  was  standing 
in  the  recess  of  the  window  talking  to  Mr.  Cameron  ; 
and  Mr.Baines  and  two  or  three  other  gentlemen  were 
congregated  near,  whilst  the  ladies  had  collected  in  a 
circle  round  the  fire,  which  was  pronounced  scarcely 
needed,  but  very  pleasant  to  look  at.  They  had 
scarcely  advanced  beyond  this  fact,  because  it  was 
necessarily  stated  upon  every  fresh  arrival,  and,  in- 
deed, was  the  only  remark  which  a  nervous  lady 
could  venture  to  make  upon  being  brought  suddenly 
into  contact  with  the  circle  of  wide-spreading  dresses 
which  half-filled  the  room.  When  the  friends  whom 
we  are  accustomed  to  see  in  dark,  high,  close-fitting 
gowns,  appear  before  us  arrayed  in  silks  made  to  stand 
alone,  and  muslins  of  the  colours  of  the  rainbow,  in- 
flated to  the  size  of  a  balloon,  to  say  nothing  of  ribbons, 
jewels,  and  feathers  —  the  transformation,  however 
we  may  have  been  prepared  for  it,  must  always 
have  somewhat  of  a  subduing  effect  upon  the  spirits ; 
and  the  only  person  who  in  this  instance  appeared 
thoroughly  at  her  ease,  was  Mrs.  Patty,  who  had 
forgotten  the  time  when  she  wore  low  dresses,  and 
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considered  her  Sunday  gown  all  that  was  needed  for 
any  party. 

*  So  glad  to  see  you,  dear  Mrs.  Patty,'  said  Mrs. 
Verney,  as  she  held  out  both  her  hands.  *  You  know  I 
consider  it  a  privilege  to  have  you  with  us.  So 
seldom  as  you  leave  your  home  nest,  and  those 
absorbing  duties!  It  is  quite  a  privilege! — ^And  Miss 
Medley,  too.  I  could  not  have  asked  you  out,  know- 
ing your  delicate  fragile  state,  only  I  was  sure  you 
would  be  interested. — My  dear  Doctor,  my  nephew 
longs  to  see  you.  He  looks  to  your  advice  for  the 
furtherance  of  his  benevolent  schemes  for  India.' 

^  He  will  consult  some  one  who  knows  something 
about  the  matter,  if  he  takes  my  advice,'  said  the 
Doctor,  shortly.  *  Is  your  nephew  here,  Mrs. Verney  ?  * 
and  Dr.  Kingsbury  looked  round  the  room. 

*  He  will  be  here  in  a  moment.  He  is  so  accus- 
tomed to  order  everything  his  own  way,  that  I  think 
he  scarcely  recognises  the  necessity  of  an  observance 
of  our  English  rules  of  society.' 

*  By  which  I  suppose  you  mean  that  he  is  always 
late  for  dinner,'  said  Dr.  Kingsbury,  laughing.  *  Young 
men  learn  to  be  that  without  going  to  India. — *  How 
do  you  do,  my  dear  ?  '  —  he  turned  away  from  Mrs. 
Verney  and  addressed  Rosamond  Cameron,  who 
was  sitting,  rather  hidden  by  a  screen,  which  the 
Doctor  in  his  haste  to  speak  nearly  upset. 

Catharine  Verney,  who  was  opposite,  showed  her 
school-girl  ill-breeding  by  a  laugh,  but  Rosamond 
caught  the  screen  and  then  stood  up,  and  continued 
standing  whilst  Dr.  Kingsbury  was  speaking  to  her. 
It  was  very  respectful,  and- Rosamond  looked  so  pretty 
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and  interesting  with  her  hand  resting  upon  the  mantel- 
piece and  slightly  leaning  forward  in  a  deferential 
attitude,  Dr.  Kingsbury  was  quite  attracted  by  her. 

*  And  your  two  brothers  are  with  you,  my  dear,  are 
they  not  ? '  he  asked.  *  They  are  quite  strangers  in 
this  part  of  the  world.'  Dr.  Kingsbury  looked  round 
the  room,  but  his  eyesight  was  bad,  and  he  could  not 
see  them. 

*  Yes,  both  came  the  day  before  yesterday,  and 
are  to  stay  with  us  some  little  time,'  was  the  reply. 
*  Godfrey  I  Edmund!  *  Rosamond's  gentle  voice  could 
not  be  heard  amidst  the  murmurs  of  the  group  of 
gentlemen,  and  it  was  only  courtesy  to  put  aside  her 
chair,  and  draw  a  little  nearer  so  as  to  try  and 
attract  the  attention  of  her  brothers.  If  they  did 
not  hear,  Mr.  Baines  did,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of 
receiving, — in  answer  to  his  bow  of  recognition — one 
of  Rosamond's  very  sweetest  smiles.  But  she  had  no 
thought  to  give  to  him,  none  at  all:  she  was  such  a 
very  affectionate  sister,  and  these  two  brothers  were 
such  treasures! 

*  Godfrey,  Dr.  Kingsbury  is  asking  for  you.'  God- 
frey came  up  directly.  He  was  very  good-looking. 
He  had  his  father's  cut  features,  and  a  good  deal  of 
his  father's  manner,  only  without  stiffness.  How 
should  a  young  man  with  such  prospects  at  the  bar, 
such  knowledge  of  the  world  (including  a  bowing 
acquaintance  with  some  of  the  leading  men  of  the 
day),  who  had  a  fund  of  law  anecdotes  at  command, 
and  could  argue  upon  remarkable  cases  with  gentle- 
men, and  talk  about  music  and  the  opera  with  ladies, 
be  stiff?     The  only  difficulty  with  Godfrey  Cameron 
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was  to  preTent  other  persons  from  being  stiff  and 
ill  at  ease  with  him.  He  really  did  not  intend  to 
dazzle  them  with  his  brilliancj ;  he  always  tried  to 
imagine  that  everyone,  like  himself,  knew  everything, 
but  it  was  impossible  to  prevent  the  ignorance  which 
was  nearly  universal  from  appearing  now  and  then 
in  a  way  which  was  awkward.  He  came  up  to  Dr. 
Kingsbury  instantly,  with  his  most  beaming  gracious 
manner.  The  Doctor  was  an  old  friend,  and 
Godfrey  liked  old  friends,  especially  those  who  lived 
in  the  country,  and  whom  he  could  gratify  without 
effort  by  the  exhibition  of  his  talents. 

*  I  meant  to  have  called  upon  you,  sir,  yesterday, 
but  they  told  me  you  were  ill  and  rheumatic,  and  I 
was  afraid  of  being  scolded  by  Mrs.  Patty.  But  you 
are  better,  I  hope,  as  I  see  you  here  ?' 

*  I  can't  say  much  for  being  better,'  replied  the 
Doctor.  *  I  believe  I  should  have  been  wiser  if  I  had 
stayed  at  home.  But  Patty  said  I  was  to  come,  and 
I  came/ 

*  The  influence  of  the  ladies  !  *  exclaimed  Godfrey. 
^  It  is  the  same  everywhere,  sir.  I  was  talking  about  it 
to  Rigby  the  other  day — ^you  know  Rigby,  of  course, 
a  quick-witted  fellow,  just  made  Queen's  Counsel, 
but  superficial,  —  decidedly  superficial.' 

'  They  tell  me  that  all  classes  are  superficial  now,' 
said  the  Doctor. 

^  Well,  it  is  so.  It  is  a  painful  fact,  but  there  is  no 
denying  it.  To  give  you  an  instance — -just  one ;  I 
could  give  you  hundreds.  A  man  brought  his  son  to 
me  the  other  day  to  be  examined.  He  wanted  to  have 
a  notion  of  his  general  abilities;  in  fact,  he  desired  me 
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to  see  what  he  was  fit  for;  and  I  tried  the  boy.  I 
went  through  the  elements  of  Euclid  and  put,  him 
upon  Lyell's  geology;  then  I  tested  him  as  to  the 
theories  of  ethnology  and  comparative  philology;  and 
at  last,  when  I  found  he  really  knew  nothing,  I  asked 
him  a  mere  simple  geographical  question — what  was 
the  distance  from  the  North  Cape  to  Timbuctoo? 
Would  you  believe  it? — he  was  completely  floored. 
Of  course  I  gave  in  then,  and  advised  his  father  to 
send  him  to  the  colonies.' 

*  I  should  be  interested  to  know  myself  what  the 
distance  is,'  said  the  Doctor,  with  perfect  simplicity. 

*  Excuse  me,  my  dear  sir,  you  mistake.  The  answer 
was  the  boy's  business,  not  mine.  Do  you  want  a  prac- 
tical illustration  of  the  art  of  questioning  ?  Edmund ' 
—  he  touched  his  brother  on  the  shoulder,  and  the 
young  officer,  a  great  contrast  to  Godfrey,  for  he 
had  a  square  figure,  and  a  plain  though  honest  face, 
not  yet  shrouded  in  moustaches  and  whiskers,  turned 
round. 

*  Tell  us,  will  you,  what  was  the  plan  of  Welling- 
ton's defences  at  Torres  Vedras  ?  Now,  sir,  there  is  a 
question  which  I  put,  but  which  my  brother  will  be 
required  to  answer ;  I  leave  him  in  your  hands.'  And 
Godfrey  walked  off,  just  as  the  door  opened  and  Mr. 
Vemey  entered  the  room. 

The  defences  of  Torres  Vedras  were,  happily  for 
Edmund  Cameron,  forgotten  in  the  little  stir  which 
followed.  Mr.  Verney  was  the  hero  of  the  party, 
all  the  more  of  a  hero  because  the  dinner  had  been 
kept  waiting  till  he  appeared.  Yet  he  was  not  a 
hero  in  appearance  ;  he  was  tall,  thin,  and  middler 
aged;  there  was  nothing  in  the  least  martial  or  striking 
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in  him^  and  his  face  was  one  about  which  it  would 
have  been  difficult  to  make  a  remark,  except  that  it 
was  not  handsome,  and  that  the  eyes  were  grey. 
Rosamond  glanced  at  him,  and  then  sat  down  and 
began  talking  to  Elise  Verney.  Edmund  Cameron 
took  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  remove  as  far 
as  possible  from  Dr.  Kingsbury,  fearing,  no  doubt, 
lest  Torres  Yedras  should  again  be  brought  upon 
the  tapis  ;  whilst  the  Doctor  moved  forward,  as 
quickly  as  his  rheumatic  infirmities  would  allow, 
and  begged  to  shake  hands  with  the  nephew  of  his 
old  friend. 

*  A  very  intellectual  face,  you  must  allow,'  whis- 
pered Mrs.  Verney  to  Miss  Medley,  who  was  seated 
beside  her  on  the  sofa.  *  Do  you  observe  thaH  pecu- 
liarly quiet  movement  of  the  limbs  ?  The  whole 
being  is  equally  balanced,  and  there  is  such  an  air  of 
thought ; — ^you  see  it  even  in  the  complexion,  in  the 
absence  of  colour,  or  any  flush  of  excitement.* 

*  Mr.  Verney  looks  as  if  India  had  not  quite  agreed 
with  him/  said  Miss  Medley.  ^  I  should  like  to  have  a 
little  conversation  with  him.  Perhaps  he  may  have 
known  my  nephew,  and  there  are  many  interesting 
facts  connected  with  the  hospital  treatment,  which 
I  should  like  to  ask  him  about.* 

*  He  will  be  able  to  give  you  any  information  you 
may  require,  I  have  no  doubt,*  replied  Mrs.  Verney. 
'  It  is  a  mind  which  gathers  as  it  goes,  and  that  in- 
sensibly ;  but  you  would  like  an  introduction  — ' 

Dinner  on  the  table  I  Introductions  and  conversa- 
tions were  cut  short  ;  and  following  each  other, 
according  to  some  theory  of  Mrs.  Verney's,  which  no 
one  but  herself  seemed    to    understand,   since   all 
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appeared  bent  upon  doing  exactly  what  they  ought 
not,  the  party  moved  into  the  dining-room. 

Eosamond  found  herself  seated  with  Dr.  Kingsbury 
on   one  side,  and  Mr.  Baines   on  the  other ;  Mr. 
Verney  was  opposite.    It  was  a  good  position  for 
studying  a  stranger,  but  she  could  not  make  up  her 
mind  that  there  was  anything  worth  studying  in  Mr. 
Verney,  except  his  quietness,  and  a  slight  air  of  me- 
lancholy, which  possibly  might  have  something  to  do 
with  his  bilious  complexion.     She  tried  in  the  inter- 
vals of  the  parochial  talk  with  Mr.  Baines,  which  was 
the  style  she  always  adopted  with  him  when  wishing 
to  attend  to  something  else,  to  hear  what  Mr.  Verney 
was  saying  ;  but  he  had  such  a  low  voice,  it  was' im- 
possible to  catch  more  than  a  few  words,  and  his 
manner  gave  the  impression  of  his  being  weary.     It 
was  very  vexatious  to  Rosamond,  for  it  made  the 
dinner  dull.     If  she  had  been  left  to  amuse  herself 
with  Mr.  Baines,  it  might  have  been  all  very  well ; 
but  to  be  distracted  with  watching  Mr.  Verney  was  too 
tiresome.     Suddenly,   however, —  the   consciousness 
came  upon  her,  just  as  she  had  roused  herself  to  a  little 
exciting  banter  with  the  young  curate, — Mr.Verney's 
voice  was  heard  more  distinctly;  he  was  addressing 
Dr.  Kingsbury,  and  the  Doctor  was  leaning  forward 
with  an  air  of  attention;   Mr.   Cameron   also  was 
listening.     Mr.    Verney,    singularly    enough,    had 
gained  the  attention  of  the  table,  though  Godfrey 
Cameron  was  attempting  a  diversion  at  the  other 
end  by  a  loud  argument  with  Elise  Verney  upon  the 
comparative  merits  of  Italian  bravuras  and  English 
ballads* 
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*  You  say,  sir,  that  the  future  of  India  depends  upon 
its  colonisation  more  than  its  Christianity,  if  I  un- 
derstand 70U  rightly?'  said  Dr.  Kingsbury,  The 
words  were  accompanied  by  a  little  impatience  of 
manner,  which  might  have  been  caused  by  his  deaf- 
ness, or  his  disagreement  from  the  principle  enun- 
ciated. 

Mr.  Yerney  repeated  his  statement  with  a  kind  of 
indolent  gentleness  of  tone,  but  his  glance  went 
rapidly  round  the  table. 

'  Charles  had  a  quarrel  with  the  missionaries,'  said 
Colonel  Verney.  *  Indeed,  I  never  heard  that  at  any 
time  there  was  much  love  lost  between  them  and  the 
Civil  Service.' 

Mr.  Cameron  remarked  sententiously  that  the 
government  of  India  had  done  wisely  in  allowing  the 
missionary  work  to  develope  its  own  features.  The 
duty  of  government  was,  in  all  cases,  to  guide  rather 
than  to  create. 

Mr.  Verney  seemed  to  weigh  the  observation,  and 
then  he  spoke,  rather  slowly  at  first,  but  becoming 
rapid  as  he  grew  interested. 

*  He  quite  agreed  with  Mr.  Cameron  ;  it  was  the 
principle  which,  if  he  might  be  allowed  to  speak  of 
himself,  he  had  always  advocated,  and  upon  which 
he  had  always  acted.'  And  then  he  went  on  to  give 
illustrations  of  its  practical  working.  He  told  of 
what  he  had  himself  seen,  of  the  intercourse  which 
he  had  held  with  the  natives ;  and  in  answer  to  a 
question  of  Dr.  Kingsbury's,  he  became  more  distinct 
in  his  description  of  the  various  races  ;  tracing  their 
numerous  divisions,  their  religious  and  geographical 
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distinctions,  giving  a  great  deal  of  new  and  important 
information  upon  points  on  which  almost  all  present 
were  ignorant.  The  original  question  was  quite  lost 
in  the  variety  of  topics  introduced,  and  not  one  of 
which  was  left  by  Mr.  Vemey,  without  some  notice 
worthy  of  being  treasured  in  the  memory.  And  this 
without  the  least  effort,  or  endeavour  to  engage  or 
retain  attention,  but  rather  like  a  man  who  has  to 
rouse  himself  from  some  physical  disinclination  to 
conversation ;  but  who  speaks  because  he  feels  that 
he  is  called  upon  to  please  others.  Dr.  Kingsbury 
was  no  longer  impatient,  and  not  at  all  inclined  to  be 
argumentative.  Mr.  Cameron,  in  a  very  well-set  sen- 
tence, expressed  his  Satisfaction.  Mrs.  Yerney  again 
repeated  to  Miss  Medley  —  *  Such  a  mind  and  such 
thought!'  Miss  Medley  murmured  to  Mrs.  Patty, 
^  If  men  could  but  act  as  they  talk,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Patty;  but  alas  I*  whilst  Mrs.  Patty  in  reply  observed, 
^  It  seems  to  me,  my  dear  Miss  Medley,  that  we  might 
all  gain  a  good  deal  from  what  we  hear  if  we  could 
only  understand  it ;  and  I  dare  say  the  young  folks  do  ; 
but  you  know  I  am  a  little  deaf,  which  must  be  my 
excuse  for  not  taking  it  in  properly.' 

And  all  this  time  Mr.  Verney's  dinner  was  appa- 
rently such  a  secondary  consideration,  that  it  was 
nearly  forgotten.  Happily  the  Indian  conversation 
had  begun  rather  late,  so  that  it  was  carried  on  with 
the  greatest  energy  at  dessert.  But  first,  second,  or 
third  courses,  wine  or  dessert,  seemed  equally  indiffe- 
rent to  Mr.  Vemey,  who  took  or  refused  what  came 
before  him  with  an  absent  air,  which  was  very  im- 
posing, and  slightly  rebuking  to  persons  who,  like 
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Mr.  Cameron  and  Colonel  Yernej,  were  conscious  that, 
to  them,  dinner  was  a  very  important  affair. 

'  India  has  spoilt  your  appetite,  Charles,'  said  the 
latter,  after  listening  to  a  succession  of  noes,  quite 
dispiriting  to  a  host  on  hospitable  thoughts  intent. 
*We  would  have  ordered  curry  and  mulligatawny, 
only  you  Indians  are  so  particular,  you  never  will 
touch  them  unless  they  ai*e  cooked  in  your  own  par- 
ticular fashion.' 

'  Thank  you,  but  I  have  rather  given  up  eating 
lately,'  was  Mr.  Vemey's  answer;  and  as  though 
annoyed  at  having  attracted  observation,  he  addressed 
a  paradoxical  remark  to  Dr.  Kingsbury,  which  brought 
a  decidedly  argumentative  reply,  and  the  conversation 
was  carried  on  as  brilliantly  as  ever.  The  good  Doctor 
grew  highly  excited.  He  was  hearing  principles 
laid  down  incidentally,  to  which  he  could  by  no  means 
yield  consent ;  but  when,  according  to  his  wont,  he 
attempted  to  stop  the  fluent  speaker  with  '  Stay;  let 
me  understand ;  you  think  so  and  so,'  he  found 
himself  blown  off,  as  it  were,  by  a  puff  of  repeated 
assertion,  ending  with,  '  My  dear  sir,  excuse  me,  but 
first  principles  must  be  assumed ;  if  you  had  been  in 
India,  you  would  know  that  I  am  correct;' and  away 
went  Mr.  Verney  again  ;  the  Doctor,  eager  to  follow 
him,  lest  he  should  lose  something  important,  yet 
longing  to  stop  and  treasure  up  in  his  memory  the 
points  open  to  dispute,  that  he  might  have  them  all 
out,  as  he  would  have  expressed  it,  on  another  occa- 
sion. It  was  an  amusing  scene  at  last,  for  the  con- 
versation was  left  in  the  hands  of  the  two  who  were 
all  but  combatants.    Eosamond's  attention  was  fully 
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gained ;  she  turned  from  one  to  the  other,  and  every 
now  and  then  laughed  gaily  with  that  sweet,  soft,  yet 
clear  laugh,  which  is  heard  so  rarely,  but  which,  when 
it  is  heard,  rings  on  the  ear  like  music.  Mr.  Verney 
answered  the  laugh  by  addressing  her,  so  as  to  bring 
her  into  the  conversation  ;  and  Dr.  Kingsbury,  who 
always  accepted  even  a  child  as  a  fit  subject  for  ex- 
planation and  argument,  seized  upon  her  in  order  to 
state  his  views  to  a  person  who,  at  least,  would  listen 
to  thera.  Rosamond  was  most  deferential,  quiet,  and 
interested  then;  she  looked  prepared  to  discourse  upon 
Indian  politics  with  the  Governor- General,  but  — 
a  most  untimely  interruption  — Mrs.  Verney  from  the 
top  of  the  table  bowed  to  Mrs.  Cameron  at  the  bottom, 
and  all  opportunity  for  Rosamond  to  shine  forth  in 
her  new  character  was  lost. 

Yet  the  effects  of  that  momentary  display  of  inte- 
rest were  not  quite  lost.  About  three-quarters  of  an 
hour  afterwards  the  gentlemen  appeared  in  the 
drawing-room,  Mr.  Verney  being  one  of  the  first. 
The  array  of  ladies  had  in  the  meantime  been  in- 
creased by  the  addition  of  the  three  young  daughters 
of  Mr.  Harrison,  the  surgeon,  who  were  chaperoned 
by  their  governess.  Catharine  Verney  also,  who  had 
retired  before  dinner,  not  being  considered  old  enough 
to  dine  at  table,  was  again  stationed  at  the  comfort- 
able sofa-corner,  and  the  boys,  who  in  like  manner 
had  been  exiled  to  the  school-room,  had  re-appeared. 
The  party  was  just  such  as  would  be  likely 
to  enjoy  an  impromptu  quadrille,  and  Mrs.  Ver- 
ney proposed  it.  Mr.  Verney  escaped  from  his  aunt 
just  as   she  was   about  to   introduce  him  to  Miss 
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♦Medley,  and  walked  across  the  room  to  Rosamond 
with  a  languid  step  and  the  air  of  a  martjr. 

^Miss  Cameron,  may  I  have  the  gratification  of 
hearing  your  opinion  upon  India  in  the  interstices  of  a 
quadrille?  I  am  not  likely  to  have  the  opportunity  in 
any  other  way.* 

Eosamond  was  properly  humble,  and  yet  dignified. 
*  She  knew  nothing  about  India,  but  she  would  be 
happy  to  dance  a  quadrille,  if  they  were  really  going 
to  dance.' 

A  glance  showed  her  that  Mr.  Baines  was  standing 
near, and  she  immediately  addressed  him:  '  Mr. Baines, 
I  am  always  so  sorry  for  you  when  dancing  begins ;  I 
know  you  do  n't  think  it  clerical,' 

*Not  quite,  Miss  Cameron;  but  1  am  very  happy,  I 
assure  you.  It  is  too  good  of  you  to  waste  your  pity 
upon  me.' 

Rosamond  smiled  still  more  kindly,  and  Mr.  Verney, 
as  he  led  her  to  the  top  of  the  quadrille,  said  care- 
lessly, *  Too  good  indeed  ;  you  do  n't  know  the  value 
of  your  pity.  Miss  Cameron.' 

The  tone  was  doubtful.  It  might  have  been  that 
Mr.  Verney  intended  to  be  sarcastic;  but,  if  he  did, 
he  had  no  opportunity  given  him,  for  he  was  instantly 
taxed  with  a  question  about  India,  which  compelled 
him  to  leave  the  region  of  personalities  for  that  of 
politics.  He  made  several  efforts  to  escape,  for  his 
former  zest  on  the  subject  was  evidently  gone,  but 
Rosamond  mercilessly  drew  him  back  to  it;  till  at 
last,  as  he  led  her  to  a  seat,  after  the  quadrille  was 
ended,  he  said,  *  I  shall  think  you  are  preparing  for 
the  office  of  Governor-General,  if  you  persist  in  this 
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thirst  for  information.     Do  you  really  never  talk* 
about  anything  but  politics  and  government? ' 

*  Sometimes;  when  I  am  quite  sure  of  the  sympathy 
of  the  person  with  whom  I  am  conversing/  was  the 
reply  ;  and  before  Mr.  Vemey  could  seize  upon  the 
opening  thus  given  him,  Rosamond  had  turned  away 
from  him,  and  was  insisting  upon  having  a  galope 
with  young  Harry  Verney.  Mr.  Verney  retired  to 
an  arm-chair  in  the  corner,  and  watched  the  scene 
with  the  quietly  amused,  but  slightly  melancholy  air 
of  a  man  of  forty,  whilst  two  or  three  of  the  young 
girls,  delighting  in  the  absence  of  formality,  danced 
together  merrily. 

*  Now,  that  is  what  I  call  pretty,'  said  Miss  Medley, 
who,  having  failed  in  her  purpose  of  being  introduced 
to  Mr.  Verney,  and  discussing  homoeopathy  with  him, 
had  thrust  herself  forward  so  as  to  intercept  Mrs. 
Patty's  view  of  the  dancers;  her  peach-coloured 
ribbons  waving,  as  she  nodded  her  head  to  keep  time  to 
the  music.  '  It  is  just  what  it  should  be, — dancing 
for  dancing's  sake.     What  do  you  say,  Doctor?' 

The  Doctor's  attention  was  absolutely  engrossed. 
He  had  almost  a  childish  pleasure  in  graceful  and 
rhythmical  movement. 

*  You  will  do  best  not  to  interrupt  him,'  said  Mrs, 
Patty ;  <  he  says  that  looking  at  dancing  is  to  him 
like  reading  his  old  Greek  poetry  books.' 

*And  Mrs.  Cameron  is  so  good-natured  in  playing, 
and  keeps  such  excellent  time,'  said  Miss  Medley.  *  It 
^s  a  pity,  though,  that  she  can't  see  her  own  eldest 
girl.' 

*Not  hers,'  replied  Mrs.  Patty;  *Myra  is  lier 
dest.' 
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*  Oh  I  yes,  Myra — I  forgot ;  but  I  always  put  her 
aside,  she  is  so  unlike  the  rest ;  much  more  of  her 
father  in  her;  now,  don't  you  think  so,  Mrs.  Patty? 
Just  that  kind  of  odd,  shut-up  way  about  her— the 
man's  way,  in  fact;  nothing  open-hearted,  and  woman- 
like, and  get-on-able  with.' 

Mrs.  Patty  was  a  little  quick  in  her  reply:  *  I  do  n't 
think  that  we  know  what  any  young  girl,  or  young 
boy  either  is,  or  is  likely  to  be,  till  time  proves  it, 
Miss  Medley;  and  so  I  would  rather  say  nothing, 
except  that  poor  little  Myra  has  a  vast  deal  of  good 
about  her.' 

*  Oh!  no-doubt;  and  it  is  not  like  a  boy,  with  whom 
there  are  ten  chances  to  one  against  his  turning  out 
good  for  anything;  with  a  girl,  as  you  say,  there 
is  hope  always.  But  you  must  own,  Mrs.  Patty,  that 
Rosamond  Cameron  shuts  her  sisters  out  like  sunlight.' 

*  She  is  a  good  deal  older,'  said  Mrs.  Patty. 

*  Oh !  but  she  was  always  the  same  from  a  baby ; 
she  never  was  like  others.  Such  clean  frocks  as  she 
always  had !     And  now,  j  ust  look,  is  n't  she  sweet  ? ' 

Eosamond  was  standing  with  her  arm  round  Catha- 
rine Verney's  waist,  upon  the  point  apparently  of 
setting  off  on  a  polka,  as  soon  as  the  set  of  whirling 
couples  should  give  them  a  good  opportunity  of  joining 
them.  Mr.  Verney  was  on  a  sofa  near,  and  whilst 
they  were  waiting,  she  was  talking  to  him.  He  was 
remonstrating  against  ladies  dancing  together,  and 
Rosamond  was  insisting  that  it  was  quite  allowable 
and  very  pleasant.  There  was  a  pretty,  patronising, 
protecting  air  about  her,  as  she  called  upon  Catharine 
to  support  her,  and  strenuously  refused  Mr.  Verney's 
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proposal  to  be  her  partner,  saying  that  she  was  already 
engaged. 

^  She  is  so  simple  and  good-natured,'  said  Miss 
Medley ;  *  that  is  what  I  admire  in  her.' 

*  But  I  should  like  to  know  what  she  is  at  now,' 
was  Mrs.  Patty's  reply,  spoken  in  a  very  absent  tone. 
She  waited  for  a  few  moments  more,  and  then  went 
up  to  her  brother:  *  Doctor,  dear ' — the  Doctor  started 
—  *  we  ordered  the  fly  at  half-past  ten,  and  Miss 
Medley  won't  like  to  be  late.' 

*  Oh  !  not  for  me ;  do  n't  think  about  me,  pray.  I 
am  forearmed — protected ;  I  wish  you  were  the  same. 
A  little  camomilla  does  such  wonders  in  quieting  the 
system.' 

*  Those  little  girls  won't  have  had  enough  of  it  till 
midnight,*  said  the  Doctor,  not  moving  his  eyes  from 
the  dancers.     *  But,  Patty,  I  think  I  am  tired.' 

*  To  be  sure  you  are.  Doctor,  dear;  you  ought  to  be 
in  bed.' 

*  I  should  like  to  see  Eosamond  Cameron  go  round 
once  more,  though,'  he  continued. 

*  He  is  bewitched  with  her,  like  all  the  rest,'  mut- 
tered Mrs.  Patty  to  herself;  and  then  she  said  aloud, 
*  Why,  if  you  wait  for  that.  Doctor,  you  may  wait 
another  hour.  Do  n't  you  see  she  is  talking  to  Mr. 
Verney  ? ' 

*  Yes,  certainly,  but  they  are  going  off  again.  Only 

Miss  Medley,  I  beg  your  pardon,'  and  the  Doctor 

seemed  to  wake  up  from  a  dream,  and  put  up  his  hand 
ahd  twisted  his  wig  ;  '  It  is  a  very  strange  thing  —  a 
very  singular  thing,  that  sense  of  rhythm.  I  should 
like  to  know  Mr.  Vemey's  opinion  as  to  how  far  it  is 
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inHerent  in  the  Indian  races ;  whether  any  similaiuty 
exists  between  them  and  the  Greeks  in  this  respect. 
Indo-European — there  ought  to  be.* 

^  Doctor,  dear,  shall  we  ask  for  the  carriage  ? ' 
'Certainly,  Patty;  I  beg  Miss  Medley's  pardon. 
No  doubt  Mr.  Verney  will  give  me  the  opportunity 
of  discussion  upon  this  topic.     Do  you  think,  Patty, 
they  will  ever  stop  ?  * 

*  You  can  make  your  way  by  the  fire-place.  Doctor  ; 
let  me  go  before  you.'  Miss  Medley  placed  herself  as 
a  guard  between  the  dancers  and  the  infirm  Doctor, 
who,  accompanied  by  Mrs.  Patty,  went  round  to  every 
one,  and  wished  a  kindly  and  individual '  Good  nijght.' 

His  move  was  the  signal  for  a  general  dispersion. 
Mr.  Cameron  and  Colonel  Verney,  who  had  been 
deep  in  controversy  of  some  kind,  were  roused  to  the 
knowledge  that  it  was  growing  late,  and  Mr.  Baines 
had  long  before  torn  himself  away. 

*  You  will  allow  me,  sir,  to  see  you  to  your  carriage, 
before  I  enquire  for  my  own,'  said  Mr.  Cameron,  as 
Dr.  Kingsbury  came  up  to  him. 

*  By  no  means,  sir,  would  I  give  you  that  trouble, 
but  I  thank  you  heartily.  Patty,  where  did  I  leave 
my  stick  ? ' 

*In  the  hall.  Doctor;  we  shall  find  it  when  we 
go  downstairs.  Good  night,  Mr.  Cameron.  I  hope 
you  and  the  Colonel  have  been  having  a  pleasant 
friendly  talk ;  you  have  been  long  at  it.' 

Mr.  Cameron  shrunk  into  himself  and  bowed  ; 
whilst  the  Colonel  exclaimed — *  Not  one  whit  friendly, 
I  am  afraid,  Mrs.  Patty ;  Mr.  Cameron  is  on  the 
opposition  bench,  and  likely  to  remain  there,  unless 
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your  inflaence  can  bring  him  round.     We  were  dis- 
cussing the  Idiot  Asylum,  and  the  new  regulations.' 

*  Oh  !  the  Idiot  Asylum.  Dear  me,  I  quite  forgot ! 
Mr.  Cameron,  I  must^  please,  have  your  votes ;  you 
wlQ  promise  me  ? ' 

*  Pardon  me,  I  never  promise  without  investiga- 
tion; but  Miss  Kingsbury's  prot^es  will  always 
have  a  claim  to  consideration.  Grood  night ! '  and 
there  was  another  polite  bow,  and  Mrs.  Patty  and 
the  Doctor  moved  on,  and  at  length  escaped,  not  only 
from  Mr.  Cameron,  but  Mr.  Vemey,  who  was  ap- 
parently too  weary  to  do  more  than  smile  at  the  pro- 
posal made  by  the  old  man  to  discuss  the  character- 
istics of  the  Indian  and  Greek  races  on  the  earliest 
occasion. 

Mr.  Vemey  was  not,  however,  too  weary  to  offer 
his  arm  to  Rosamond  when  she  went  downstairs; 
and  not  too  absent  to  remind  her  of  the  topics  which 
she  had  said  she  was  always  willing  to  discuss  with 
persons  who  sympathised  with  her,  and  about  which 
he  begged  for  some  information.  Rosamond's  reply 
was  an  appeal  to  Mrs.  Cameron,  who  was  close  by 
her  side. 

*  Mamma,  what  should  you  say  was  my  favourite 
pursuit — the  thing  which  most  interested  me  ?  Is  it 
drawing  or  music  ? ' 

'  You  have  a  taste  for  both,  my  dear ;  but  what  a 
strange  question  just  now ! ' 

*  Only  Mr.  Verney  wished  to  know  what  were  the 
things  I  most  cared  for,  and  I  felt  doubtful  how  to 
reply;  and  one  does  not  wish  to  be  conceited/  she 
added,  with  child-like  frankness. 
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^  That  was  not  an  answer  to  my  question/  said  Mr. 
Yemej,  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  handed  her  into  the 
carriage. 

And  Rosamond  laughed  lightly,  and  answered,  ^  I 
think  the  history  of  India  is  more  in  your  way.' 
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CHAPTER  X. 

DR.  KINGSBURY  was  busy  in  his  study,  in  the 
morning  of  the  next  day,  looking  over  some 
school  accounts,  when  Mrs.  Patty  appeared,  dragging 
rather  than  ushering  in  Myra,  who  looked  pale, 
weary,  and  uncommonly  shy. 

*I  have  brought  a  young  visitor  to  see  you. 
Doctor  ;  one  you  will  be  very  glad  to  say  *  How  d'  ye 
do '  to.  Sit  down,  dear  child,  and  Faith  shall  bring 
you  a  glass  of  wine,  and  a  bit  of  cake — nice  plain 
seed-cake.* 

*  Oh  no,  thank  you!'  exclaimed  Myra:  *I  could 
not  eat  anything ;  but  it  is  so  hot,  and  I  am  afraid  •— 
Mrs.  Patty  said  she  was  sure  I  might  come,  sir; 
but  I  knew  I  should  disturb  you.' 

The  Doctor  had  been  slowly  preparing  for  the 
meeting,  putting  aside  his  pen  and  paper,  and  rising 
with  some  difficulty  from  his  chair.  As  Myra  came 
close  to  him,  he  put  his  hand  upon  her  head,  and 
said:  *God  bless  you,  child!  Patty  tells  me  you 
have  been  very  ill.'  And  then  he  bent  down  and 
kissed  her  forehead^  and  looking  intently  into  her 
face,  added  kindly  :  *  Patty  must  look  after  you,  and 
not  let  you  be  tired.' 
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*  It  was  her  own  will  to  come,*  said  Mrs.  Patty. 
^I  thought  it  might  be  almost  too  long  a  walk  ; 
but  she  did  so  want  to  see  you.' 

*  An  old  man's  study  can  have  nothing  very  at- 
tractive to  a  young  thing  like  you,'  said  the  Doctor, 
reseating  himself,  and  turning  his  chair  so  as  to  give 
Mjrra  his  full  attention. 

^  I  like  it,'  said  Myra  ;  ^  and  it  seemed  so  long  since 
I  was  here.' 

*And  you  have  been  ill,'  observed  the  Doctor; 
^  illness  makes  time  seem  long  to  us.' 

*  You  see,  Myra,  that  the  notes  to  St.  Augustine 
are  going  on  still,'  said  Mrs.  Patty. 

'  And  are  not  much  nearer  the  end,  I  am  afi'aid,' 
observed  the  Doctor. 

*  I  should  like  to  understand  it,'  said  Myra ;  *  if  it 
was  in  English,  might  I  read  it  ? ' 

*  Surely,  my  child  ;  that  is,  some  portions.  But 
you  would  do  better  to  read  it  in  Latin — and  you  un- 
derstand Latin? ' 

*  Oh,  no  ! '  exclaimed  Myra ;  *  I  learnt  the  declen- 
sions, and  I  read  the  second  chapter  of  St.  Matthew 
in  a  Latin  Bible  once,  but ' —  and  she  blushed  —  *  1 
think  I  cried  when  Mr.  Cole,  the  schoolmaster,  began 
giving  me  lessons,  and  so  I  was  allowed  to  leave  off. 
But  I  would  learn  now,  if  I  might,  if  anyone  would 
teach  me.' 

*  You  may  have  other — ^better  things  to  do  now,' 
observed  the  Doctor ;  and  he  adjusted  his  spectacles, 
and  moved  so  as  to  face  the  folio,  volume  on  his  desk. 
*  St.  Augustine  is  a  most  valuable  writer,  and  the 
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notes,  I  hope,  may  be  useful ;  but  they  take  time,  and 
writing  is  a  labour.' 

*  If  I  knew  Latin,  perhaps  I  might  be  able  to  help 
you  in  that,'  said  Myra,  in  a  disappointed,  almost 
fretful  tone. 

*  The  notes  are  English,  my  dear,  for  the  most 
part ;  but  you  would  find  it  troublesome  work  to 
make  out  my  crabbed  writing :  and  my  hand  has 
grown  very  shaky  lately  —  rheumatic  gout,  I  am 
afraid.' 

*  Might  I  try?'  said-  Myra;  *I  like  making  out 
strange  writing.' 

Dr.  Kingsbury  laid  two  or  three  bits  of  paper  be- 
fore her,  scrawled  over  with  what  might  as  well 
have  been  Egyptian  hieroglyphics,  so  far  as  regarded 
legibility. 

*  If  I  might  take  them  home,'  said  Myra,  *  I  could 
make  them  out  in  time.' 

The  Doctor  caught  up  the  papers  in  terror. 
*  Patty,  where  is  my  note-case?'  He  thrust  the 
papers  into  it,  and  tried  to  turn  the  conversation  ; 
but  Myra  was  not  to  be  daunted. 

*I  should  like  to  copy  something  for  you,  if  I 
might;  would  you  only  just  let  me  try?  Mrs. 
Patty,  could  n't  I  do  something  ?  You  know  I  have 
nothing  in  the  world  to  do  that  is  useful  to  anyone.' 

'Except  to  get  well,  my  little  woman,'  said  the 
Doctor. 

Myra  looked  distressed;  but  it  was  more  from 
physical  weakness  than  anything  else.  She  was  just 
in  that  state  when  the  least  contradiction  seems  un- 
kindness. 
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*  Doctor,  dear,  if  you  have  a  bit  of  writing  that 
you  do  n't  care  about,  you  might  just  let  her  try,*  said 
Mrs.  Patty. 

Myra  was  proud  and  perverse  then,  and  observed, 
that  '  she  •  did  not  want  to  try  for  amusement ;  she 
wished  to  be  of  use.' 

The  Doctor  had  been  looking  at  his  school  ac- 
counts, as  though  he  would  fain  return  to  them ;  but 
now  he  glanced  at  Myra,  with  a  look  very  unlike 
that  absent,  wandering  inspection  which  was  usual 
with  him,  and  said,  shortly :  *  Patty,  if  the  little  girl 
likes  to  copy  a  letter  for  me,  I  should  be  glad  for 
her  to  do  it ;  and  you  can  leave  her  here,  and  come 
for  her  presently.* 

Myra  could  have  found  it  in  her  heart  to  re- 
fuse; but  she  had  no  option.  Mrs.  Patty  made 
her  take  off  her  bonnet,  and  cleared  a  space  for 
her  at  the  writing-table ;  and  in  a  few  seconds, 
Myra,  whose  request  had  been  little  more  than  the 
impulse  of  wayward  weariness,  found  herself  with  a 
sheet  of  paper  before  her,  engaged  in  deciphering 
an  interlined  letter  to  an  inspector  of  schools,  and 
afraid  to  ask  for  explanations  of  the  Doctor,  who  was 
apparently  unconscious  of  her  presence. 

Mrs.  Patty  left  them  to  themselves,  promising  to 
return  again  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ;  but  Myra  had 
only  succeeded  in  getting  through  the  first  sentence 
of  the  letter,  when  she  appeared  in  the  door-way 
again :  *  Doctor,  it  really  is  too  bad ;  here  is  Mr. 
Verney ;  he  ought  to  have  known  better.  Shall  I 
tell  him  you  can't  see  him  before  luncheon  ?  Shall  I 
ask  him  to  luncheon  ?  * 
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The  Doctor  fiaished  a  calculation  before  he  spoke, 
and  the  delay  was  nnfortunate.  The  dull  servant 
girl,  who  had  been  sent  from  the  kitchen  dinner- 
table  to  answer  the  bell,  had  admitted  Mr.  Yemej, 
and  answered  him  that  the  Doctor  was  at  home,  and 
would  be  very  glad  to  see  him.  Nothing  was  to  be 
done  but  to  admit  him.  The  Doctor's  wig  was 
pushed  and  pulled  in  various  ways,  and  some  quick 
little  coughs,  approaching  to  grunts,  escaped  him. 
Myra  thought  she  must  go;  but  he  put  his  hand 
upon  her,  and  said :  '  Won*t  you  finish  what  you  are 
doing,  my  child?'  and  then,  nodding  his  head  to 
Mrs.  Patty,  he  added,  *  Very  good,  Patty ;  I  will  see 
Mr.  Yemey  ; '  and  almost  at  the  same  moment  Mr. 
Verney  came  in. 

He  was  a  better-looking  man  by  the  morning  light ; 
or,  rather,  perhaps  he  was  feeling  better,  and  so 
there  was  more  animation  in  his  face.  But  he  was 
tall  and  stiff;  and  Myra,  who,  on  being  introduced, 
glanced  at  him  for  a  moment,  very  earnestly  wished 
herself  with  Mrs.  Patty. 

A  few  mutual  inquiries  about  health  began  the  con- 
versation. Mr.  Verney  spoke  of  his  own  ailments, 
with  the  nonchalant  air  of  one  who  submits  to  an 
evil  which  he  is  too  indolent  to  attempt  to  remedy. 
Dr.  Kingsbury  talked  of  his  as  though  he  had  faced 
them  and  meant  to  do  battle  with  them  ;  all  the 
while  feeling  that  they  were  only  the  necessary  at- 
tendants of  his  age. 

*  One  learns  to  be  ill  in  India,  as  one  learns  to  eat 
curry,'  said  Mr.  Verney.  *  It  is  all  habit;  I  should  n*t 
know  myself  if  I  were  to  feel  well  again.' 
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'  Good  health  is  a  great  treasure,  sir,  not  to  be 
lightly  thrown  away ;  we  are  responsible  for  our 
health,  as  we  are  for  all  other  blessings.' 

*  The  responsibility  is  too  heavy  for  me,*  was  the 
reply ;  *  I  leave  it  all  to  my  doctors ;  one  being  as 
good  as  another.    I  have  no  faith  in  any  of  them/ 

Dr.  Kingsbury  was  antagonistic  to  indifferentism 
in  any  form,  and  the  gauntlet  being  thrown  down, 
he  took  it  up.  The  medical  science,  indeed,  had  not 
perhaps  advanced  as  rapidly  as  other  sciences,  yet  it 
had  made  great  progress  of  late  years.  He  thought 
want  of  faith  in  medicine  might  be  considered  want 
of  faith  in  the  Providence  which  directed  its  use. 
Mr.  Verney  persisted  in  his  incredulity,  and  the 
Doctor  reiterated  his  assertion ;  and  then  came  in- 
stances of  ignorance  of  the  treatment  of  maladies 
common  in  India ;  and,  in  a  few  minutes,  Mr.  Verney 
was  in  the  full  flow  of  eager  conversation  and 
anecdote,  often  paradoxical,  always  amusing,  and, 
from  time  to  time,  bringing  out  some  dry  remark, 
which  showed  deep  thought  as  well  as  quick  observa- 
tion, afid  which  led  the  Doctor,  even  whilst  he  op- 
posed him,  to  say :  ^  That  is  true,  sir ;  I  wish  not  to 
overlook  the  force  of  that  observation  ;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  I  maintain,  as  I  before  said,'  &c. ;  and 
so  they  went  on,  neither  of  them  apparently  thinking 
of  Myra,  except  that  Mr.  Verney's  eyes  travelled 
round  the  room  whenever  he  was  not  speaking,  and 
seemed  always  to  be  employed  in  some  office  quite 
distinct  from  his  ears. 

The  conversation  would  have  given  a  remarkably 
different  impression  of  the  two  men  :  Mr.  Verney 
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apparently  not  putting  his  heart  into  anything  he 
said,  yet  with  a  tone  of  melancholy  about  him,  even 
when  he  was  most  absurd  in  his  perception  of  the 
ludicrous  ;  and  Dr.  Kingsbury,  wonderfully  earnest, 
even  upon  the  lightest  matter — but  from  the  convic- 
tion of  reason  rather  than  the  impulse  of  feeling — and 
never  sad,  though  always  grave.  Myra  at  last  laid 
down  her  pen  and  listened  ;  she  could  not  help  it. 
Mr.  Verney  noticed  it,  and  remarked,  with  a  laugh  : 
*  We  must  be  careful  what  we  say,  sir ;  we  have  an 
auditor.  What  is  Miss  Myra  Cameron's  opinion 
upon  the  vexed  subject  we  have  been  discussing?* 
he  added,  turning  to  her  with  a  satirical  smile. 

Myra  blushed  a  colour  deeper  than  crimson,  and, 
without  answering,  went  on  writing. 

*l8  the  letter  finished,  my  little  girl?*  said  the 
Doctor ;  *  I  did  not  think  it  was  such  a  long  one.' 

He  meant  the  question  kindly ;  but  Myra  thought 
it  was  a  reproof.  The  blush  became  almost  tears ; 
but  she  struggled  hard  against  such  folly  :  '  It  will 
be  finished  soon,  sir;  but  there  are  three  words  I 
can't  make  out.' 

The  Doctor  took  the  paper  from  her,  and  was 
going  to  put  on  his  spectacles,  but  they  were  not  to 
be  found ;  he  hunted  for  them  in  vain. 

Myra  would  have  knelt  to  search  under  the  table, 
but  Mr.  Verney's  gentlemanly  feeling  interposed  ; 
he  begged  her  not  to  trouble  herself,  he  would  look 
for  them  ;  but  Myra  was  only  too  glad  to  be  under 
the  table  —  anywhere — so  that  she  might  be  hidden  ; 
and  she  disappeared  so  quickly  that  both  Dr.  Kings- 
bury and  Mr.  Verney  began  to  laugh,     Myra  re- 
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covered  herself  then  ;  and,  bringing  up  the  spectacles 
in  triumph  from  the  floor,  stood  bj  the  Doctor  s 
chair  and  pointed  out  the  illegible  words. 

'  You  are  fortunate  in  having  such  an  amanuensis, 
sir,*  observed  Mr.  Verney.  *  May  I  ask  if  the  young 
lady's  services  are  engaged  for  long  ?  I  should  like 
to  enter  into  a  negotiation  on  my  own  account.' 

Myra  looked  him  full  in  the  face.  *  I  wrote  this 
to  help  Dr.  Kingsbury,'  she  said  ;  *  I  have  no  time 
to  write  anything  else.  If^  you  please,  sir,*  and  she 
addressed  the  Doctor,  *may  I  go  to  Mrs.  Patty 
now?' 

*  Surely,  my  dear,  if  you  like  it ;  and  thank  you 
very  much.  It  seems  all  correct ;  and  perhaps 
some  day  you  will  try  another  letter ;  I  should  be 
glad  if  you  would.' 

Myra  could  not  bring  herself  to  express  any 
satisfaction,  and  walked  out  of  the  room  with  a  pain- 
fully self-conscious  air.  As  she  closed  the  door,  she 
heard  Mr.  Verney  say  :  *What  a  strange  little  being; 
and  what  a  contradiction  between  manner  and 
words ! '  She  could  almost  have  stamped,  she  was  so 
provoked  with  herself. 

They  met  again  at  luncheon.  Myra  ensconced 
herself  in  silence,  except  when  she  said  a  few  words 
in  answer  to  Mrs.  Patty's  simple  questions.  Mr. 
Verney  tried  to  draw  her  out,  but  it  was  evident  that 
he  only  did  it  for  his  own  amusement ;  and  when  he 
found  himself  unsuccessful,  he  was  too  indolent  to 
continue  the  attempt.  And  Myra  tried  to  think  she 
disliked  him ;  but  she  could  not  help  listening  to 
him,  neither  could  she  avoid  showing  that  she  was 
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interested.  Her  countenance  always  expressed  what 
was  passing  in  her  mind,  in  a  way  which  she  was 
not  in  the  least  aware  of  herself. 

Even  Mrs.  Patty  saw  it ;  and  when  they  rose 
from  table,  said,  laughingly :  *  Now,  Myra,  if  you 
can  bear  to  leave  this  pleasant  talk,  I  think  I  ought 
to  be  taking  you  home.' 

*'0h,  yes,  directly!  I  am  quite  ready,  Mrs.  Patty 
— quite,'  repeated  Myra.  *  I  shall  like  to  go  home  ; 
I  think  I  am  a  little  tired.' 

*  Only  think,'  said  Mr.  Vemey  ;  *  that  must  be  but 
a  very  small  amount  of  fatigue  ;  but  you  do  n't  look 
strong.  Perhaps  you  will  let  me  drive  you  home  in 
my  uncle's  phaeton,  which  will  be  here  presently  ? ' 

Myra  looked  absolutely  frightened  at  the  sugges- 
tion, and  Mrs.  Patty  negatived  it  instantly:  *A 
little  walking,'  she  said,  *  was  good  for  Myra  ;  and 
she  had  a  message  to  send  by  her  to  Mrs.  Cameron.' 

The  two  assertions  had  no  very  obvious  connection, 
but  Myra  seemed  to  understand  and  connect  them  in 
her  own  mind ;  and  Dr.  Kingsbury  having  invited 
Mr.  Vemey  to  return  with  him  to  his  study  to  look 
at  some  choice  books,  Myra  and  Mrs.  Patty  were  left 
together. 

Then  Myra  burst  forth,  seizing  her  friend's  hand. 
*  Oh  !  Mrs.  Patty,  I  am  so  glad ;  I  like  it  so  much 
better  when  we  are  alone.   Will  he  be  here  often  ?' 

*  Who  ?  Mr.  Vemey  ?  I  do  n't  know,  my  dear. 
Why  should  you  dislike  him  ?  And  you  seemed  to 
listen.' 

*  Oh  !   yes  ;  listen ;   I  like  to  listen.      But,  Mrs. 
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Patty,  do  you  always  remember  yourself  when  people 
are  near  you  ?' 

Mrs.  Patty  looked  amazed.  *  Remember  myself, 
my  dear?  Bemember  others^  I  suppose  you  mean. 
How  can  one  remember  oneself?' 

'Oh!  you  don't  understand.  I  never  met  with 
anyone  yet  who  could  help  me.  Mrs.  Patty,  will  you 
make  me  as  good  as  you  are  ?' 

Another  look  of  surprise,  mingled  with  as  much 
disapprobation  as  Mrs.  Patty's  kindly  nature  ad- 
mitted of.  *  Dear  little  Myra,  I  make  you  good  ! 
What  are  you  thinking  of  ?' 

*  Nothing,'  said  Myra,  abruptly,  and  she  hurried 
upstairs  before  Mrs.  Patty ;  but  when  they  reached 
the  landing-place  she  stopped,  and  said,  *1  was  rude ; 
you  will  forgive  me,  won't  you  ?' 

It  was  impossible  to  resist  that  apology.  Mrs. 
Patty,  who  had  been  just  a  little  ruffled  by  Myra's 
awkwardness,  forgave  in  a  moment,  and  they  went 
out  together,  happy  and  at  ease ;  not  the  less  so 
because  Myra's  thoughts  had  been  diverted  from 
Mr.  Verney. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

MRS.  PATTY  led  the  way  through  the  Rectory 
garden,  and  by  the  pond,  to  the  lane  leading  to 
the  village.  Then  she  and  Myra  crossed  a  few  fields, 
and  at  length  reached  a  little  cottage  standing  alone 
on  a  rising  ground.  They  had  said  but  little  during 
their  walk ;  Myra  was  at  times  very  silent,  and  Mrs. 
Patty  was  thinking  over  the  arguments  by  which  slie 
might  persuade  the  mother  of  the  idiot  boy  to  con- 
sent that  her  son  should  go  to  the  Asylum.  *  If  I 
could  only  make  her  see  things  sensibly !  *  she  ex- 
claimed, at  length,  speaking  her  own  thoughts  rather 
than  addressing  Myra ;  *  but  she  never  will  believe 
that  he  will  be  taken  care  of.' 

*Mrs.  Ford,  do  you  mean?'  asked  Myra.  *But 
she  must  be  very  glad  to  get  rid  of  him.' 

*  Not  at  all,  my  dear.     He  is  her  child.' 

*I  dare  say  it  is  very  hard-hearted,'  continued 
Myra,  *  but  I  should  think  it  very  dreadful  to  have 
him  always  about  me.     He  can't  speak  plainly.' 

*  No ;  nor  even  feed  himself,  and  he  is  eleven  years 
old.' 

*  And  they  will  teach  him  all  kind  of  things  at  the 
Asylum,  won't  they  ? '  inquired  Myra.     *  Papa  said 


A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WORLD.  113 

■ 
the  other  day,  that  it  was  quite  wonderful  how  they 

brought  the  poor  children  forward.' 

*Very  true,   my  dear;    but  Mrs.  Ford  will  be 

terribly  put  out  with  me  for  suggesting  his  going.' 

*  Then  Mrs.  Ford  is  an  idiot  herself,*  said  Myra, 
bluntly. 

*  Hush !  my  dear,  hush  I  Here  she  comes,  and 
Johnny  with  her.' 

The  mother  and  the  boy  came  down  the  centre 
walk  in  the  little  cottage  garden  together ;  Johnny 
dragging  himself  along  with  an  uncertain  step,  and 
stopping  every  instant,  against  his  mother's  wish,  to 
gather  a  leaf  from  a  gooseberry-bush,  or  a  cabbage. 
Even  before  his  features  could  be  distinguished,  his 
gait  showed  his  infirmity. 

Mrs.  Ford  vainly  tried  to  hasten  ;  it  was  clear  she 
could  not  trust  him  out  of  her  sight  for  an  instant. 

^  He  has  one  of  his  troublesome  fits  on  him  to-day, 
ma'am,'  was  her  greeting,  as  she  allowed  Mrs.  Patty 
to  approach  without  advancing  herself  to  meet  her. 
*'  I  should  n't  have  a  leaf  left  on  the  bushes,  if  I 
was  n't  after  him.' 

Mrs.  Patty  seized  the  opening  afforded  by  the 
observation,  and  went  straight  to  the  point.  *  If 
Johnny  was  so  troublesome,  and  took  up  so  much 
of  Mrs.  Ford's  time,  the  natural  deduction  was  that 
it  would  be  a  great  comfort  to  have  him  placed 
elsewhere.  And  she  was  come  to  talk  the  matter 
over.' 

Myra  looked  eagerly  at  the  woman's  face.    It  had 

not  quite    the  expression  which    Mrs.  Patty  had 

prognosticated.      Mrs.  Ford  was   at    that  moment 
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saffering  too  much  from  Johnny's  misdeeds,  not  to 
be  alive  to  the  advantage  to  be  derived  from  having 
him  taken  care  of  elsewhere.  But  she  had  a  good 
deal  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  independence  of  character, 
and  was  not  at  all  satisfied  that  it  was  well  for  any- 
one else  to  complain  of  her  boy  as  a  burden,  however 
she  might  do  so  herself.  *To  be  sure,'  she  said, 
*  Johnny  was  a  trouble ;  she  had  n't  a  moment's  rest 
with  him.  Even  at  night  he  was  often  up  and  about, 
when  he  ought  to  be  fast  asleep ;  but  it  was  only  for 
a  time ;  he  was  a  good  lad  within  whiles,  and  very 
fond  of  her ;  and  he  would  play  with  the  kitten  for 
hours.  He  was  always  good  when  he  had  the  kitten; 
just  now  the  kitten  had  gone  off :  they  did  not  know 
where  to  find  it,  and  she  and  Johnny  were  going 
out  to  look  for  it.  As  to  the  Asyluoi,  she  had 
never  heard  about  it ;  she  did  n't  know.  Would  not 
Mrs.  Patty  come  i|i,  and  sit  down  ?' 

Mrs.  Patty  was  relieved.  She  had  expected  a 
storm  of  abuse,  for  Mrs.  Ford's  reputation  for  good 
temper  was  not  of  the  highest.  In  her  benevolence 
she  made  an  effort  to  conciliate  the  boy  also,  but 
Johnny's  fits  were  far  from  amiable  ;  and  when  Mrs. 
Ford  interfered,  hoping  to  draw  him  into  the  house 
by  entreaties  and  force  mingled,  a  decided  struggle 
ensued  between  the  mother  and  the  child. 

Myra  stood  by,  watching  aU  that  went  on ;  not 
caring,  as  it  would  seem,  for  the  result,  but  ob- 
serving and  thinking.  Her  thouglits  could  not  have 
been  pleasant,  for  her  brow  grew  more  and  more 
contracted ;  and  at  length  she  turned  suddenly,  and 
walked  away  by  herself. 
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In  the  field  adjoining  the  cottage  lay  the  branch  ot 
a  fallen  tr^e,  and  she  sat  down,  leaning  her  head 
upon  her  hands,  trying,  it  might  have  appeared,  to 
shade  herself  from  the  low-glancing  rays  of  the 
afternoon  sun ;  or,  perhaps,  wishing  to  shut  out  the 
sounds  of  altercation  which  were  still  to  be  heard  in 
the  cottage  garden.  She  was  so  motionless  that  she 
might  have  been  thought  to  be  asleep,  and  probably 
the  idea  did  suggest  itself  to  Mrs.  Patty,  when,  the 
interview  with  Mrs.  Ford  being  over,  she  drew  near 
the  spot,  and  stood  by  Myra  for  a  few  seconds  without 
speaking. 

Myra  looked  up  then.  She  was  no  longer  perplexed 
and  irritated.  The  tone  of  her  voice  was  only  sor- 
rowful, as  she  asked,  *  May  we  go  now  ? ' 

*  To  be  sure,  my  dear ;  I  would  not  have  kept  you 
if  I  could  have  helped  it ;  but  I  hope  the  little  rest 
may  have  done  you  good.  And  Mrs.  Ford  was 
much  better  behaved  than  I  expected.  She  is  to 
bring  Johnny  to  the  Rectory  to-morrow,  that  the 
Doctor  may  see  him.' 

'Where  is  the  good?'  exclaimed  Myra;  whilst 
again  the  look  of  perplexed  irritability  crossed  her 
face. 

*  The  good,  my  dear  ?  Why,  the  Doctor  will  talk 
her  over,  and  settle  the  whole  matter,  and  have  the 
card  printed,  and  then  we  shall  begin  collecting 
votes;  and  that  is  what  you  are  to  tell  your 
mamma.' 

*But  the  good?'  persisted  Myra.  'There  is  no 
good  in  it ;  Johnny  Ford  is  an  idiot ;  he  never  will 
be  anything  else — never.* 

I  2 


116  A   GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WORLD. 

'  He  may  be  a  good  deal  better  than  he  is  now/ 
said  Mrs.  Pattj. 

'  But  that  wiU  be  nothing ;  there  is  no  place  for 
him  anjrwhere.' 

'  A  place !  Service,  do  yon  mean,  my  dear  ?  Cer- 
tainly, I  do  n't  think  Johnny  Ford  would  evw  be 
able  to  go  to  service.' 

'Oh  no,  not  that;  but  a  place  —  a  use.  What 
was  he  made  for  ?  Mrs»  Patty,  what  are  we,  any  of 
us,  made  for?' 

Mrs.  Patty  paused ;  then  she  said,  *  May  be,  my 
dear,  we  can't  know  till  we  get  to  Heaven.' 

*  But  I  must  know  !  ^  exclaimed  Myra.  *  Mrs. 
Patty,  I  can't  live  without  knowing.  Johnny  Ford 
is  like  me  — he  has  no  place;  but  I  am  not  an  idiot. 
There  ought  to  be  a  place  for  me.  Why  is  there 
not?' 

Mrs.  Patty  slackened  her  steps,  and  there  was 
some  perturbation  in  her  countenance,  but  she  was 
not  wholly  unused  to  Myra's  singularities,  and 
she  answered  quietly,  *My  dear,  you  are  so 
young  now,  you  wiU  find  your  place  as  you  grow 
older.' 

*No,'  persisted  Myra;  'I  shall  not.  There  are 
some  people  born  to  have  no  place.  No  one  wants 
them,  or  makes  use  of  them,  or  leans  upon  them ; 
and  they  can  do  nothing.  They  are  not  pleasant,  or 
clever ;  they  are  not  like  Mr.  Verney.  Mrs.  Patty, 
how  will  Mr.  Verney  and  Johnny  Ford  live  in 
Heaven,  if  they  are  there  together  ? ' 

*  Pretty  much  as  they  do  on  earth,  I  should  think, 
my  dear,'  said  Mrs.  Patty. 
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*But  so  different  as  they  are !  Mr.  Verney  know- 
ing everything,  and  Johnny  knowing  nothing  I ' 

*  As  to  that,  my  dear,  it  is  not  to  be  doubted  that 
Johnny  will  be  a  great  deal  wiser  in  Heaven  than  he 
is  now.* 

*  Then  why  is  n't  he  wise  now  ?  Why  should  Mr. 
Verney  have  all  the  cleverness,  and  he  have  none  ? 
And  why  should  I  like  to  listen  to  Mr.  Verney,  as  I 
like  to  listen  to  music,  while  Johnny's  noises  make 
me  shudder  ?  Mrs.  Patty,  if  Johnny  gets  to  Heaven, 
it  will  be  no  good  to  him  to  have  been  an  idiot  on 
earth.  He  might  just  as  well  have  been  taken  there 
at  once ;  and  so  might  I,  and  a  great  many  others. 
There  is  no  place  for  us  here ;  that  is  what  I 
mean.  You  have  a  place,  and  Dr.  Kingsbury,  and 
papa,  and  mamma ; — and  Mr.  Verney  must  make  him* 
self  one  always,  because  he  forces  people  to  listen  to 
him,  and  he  knows  so  much  ;  but  all  the  rest  of  us  — 
Oh !  if  I  could  only  understand  I ' 

*  Perhaps  you  would  if  you  did  not  puzzle  yourself 
with  thinking  so  much,'  said  Mrs.  Patty. 

*  But  I  can't  help  it ! '  exclaimed  Myra.  *  I  must 
think,  for  the  thoughts  come  whether  I  will  or  not. 
Mrs.  Patty,  did  you  never  think  when  you  were  a 
girl?' 

*  Yes,  my  dear,  a  good  deal  in  my  way  ;  but  it 
was  never  a  clever  way.' 

*  And  you  always  were  of  use ;  you  always  had  a 
place,'  continued  Myra. 

*  Not  always,  my  dear ;  but  that  did  not  trouble 
me  as  it  seems  to  do  you,  because  somehow  I  had 
learnt  to  look  at  things  differently.' 
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*  But  Low  ?  Oh !  Mrs.  Patty,  do  tell  me ;  I  can't 
bear  to  feel  as  I  do  now.' 

Mjra*s  face,  which  the  moment  before  had  been 
pale  from  recent  illness,  flushed  with  excitement  as 
she  spoke,  and  then  the  colour  faded  awaj  again, 
and  she  looked  quite  ilL 

Mrs.  Patty  hurried  on  to  a  stile,  which  separated 
the  Hall  fields  from  the  Rectory  garden.  Making 
Mjrra  seat  herself  upon  the  step,  she  said,  '  Just  rest 
a  minute,  my  dear  ;  you  have  walked  too  far.  And 
do  n't  flurry  yourself;  we  will  finish  our  talk  bnother 
day.' 

Myra  only  repeated,  *  What  made  you  think  dif- 
ferently from  me  ?  What  do  you  mean  by  thinking 
differently  ?' 

'Thinking  differently  about  this  world  and  the 
next,  my  dear.' 

*I  do  think  about  the  next  world,'  said  Myra, 
gravely ;  *  but  it  will  be  so  unlike  this.' 

*  No  doubt,  my  dear,  in  some  ways ;  but  shall  I  tell 
you  a  little  how  I  came  to  think  as  I  do  ?  It  was 
when  I  was  about  thirteen  years  old.  I  do  n't  fancy 
I  was  what  people  would  call  a  naughty  child  then, 
but  I  can't  say  I  was  particularly  good ;  and  I  had 
a  beautiful  sister,  much  older  and  cleverer  than  my- 
self. She  was  going  to  be  married,  and  she  really 
was  very  good,  and  everyone  said  she  would  be  use- 
ful and  kind,  and  teach  others,  and  set  a  right  ex- 
ample ;  but  the  day  before  the  wedding,  she  went 
out  riding,  and  was  thrown  from  her  horse,  and 
killed.'  The  last  word  was  uttered  in  a  lower 
tone,  and  there  was  the  pause  of  an  instant;  then 
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Mrs.  Patty  went  on.  'They  brought  her  home, 
and  laid  her  on  her  bed,  and  I  saw  her.  I  had  never 
seen  anyone  dead  before.  They  talked  of  it  as  her 
end,  and  I  cried  bitterly,  and  was  very  frightened ; 
for  I  knew  that  such  must  be  my  end  too.' 

'  But  she  was  good,  and  you  knew  she  was  gone  to 
happiness,'  interrupted  Myra. 

Oh  !  yes,  I  knew  it ;  at  least  I  said  it,  and  so  did 
everyone  else,  but  no  one  seemed  to  believe  it; 
and  I  could  not  understand  it,  and  wondered  what 
she  had  lived  for,  and  why  she  had  learnt  what  she 
did,  and  why  I  should  learn  anything.  It  was  aU  a 
puzzle  to  me,  my  dear,  just  as  it  might  be  to  you. 
But  the  day  came  for  her  funeral,  and  I  asked  to  go, 
and  they  let  me  go.  The  churchyard  was  quite  close 
to  the  house,  so  we  all  walked.  It  was  a  beautiful 
calm  day,  the  fifth  of  June ;  I  do  n't  think  there 
was  a  single  cloud  in  the  sky,  and  I  remember  the 
only  sound  I  heard,  in  the  pauses  of  the  clergyman's 
voice,  was  the  singing  of  a  lark.  We  all  knelt  by 
the  open  grave,  and  the  coffin  was  lowered,  and  the 
earth  cast  upon  it.  I  could  have  thrown  myself 
down  into  the  grave  and  been  buried  too,  for  it 
seemed  as  though  the  end  of  all  things  had  come 
before  me.' 

'  And  it  was  the  end  of  earth,'  said  Myra,  and  she 
seized  Mrs.  Patty's  hand. 

*  Not  quite  so,  my  dear.  I  listened  to  the  clergy- 
man's words.  They  had  no  meaning  to  me,  but  they 
stayed  with  me.  I  walked  home  with  the  rest,  and 
then  I  went  away  by  myself  into  a  walled  garden 
which  we  had,  with  straight  walks,  and  fruit  trees. 
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and  borders  of  flowers,  and  very  quiet.  And  there  I 
walked  up  and  down,  and  thought.  I  said  over  to 
myself  again  the  verse  in  the  burial  service, "  Blessed 
are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord,"  and  the  words 
which  complete  the  text  came  to  my  mind,  "  Their 
works  do  follow  them."  A  kind  of  new  meaning 
seemed  given  to  them.  I  thought  of  my  sister's  works. 
They  had  followed  her.  Therefore  she  must  have 
carried  away  with  her  all  she  had  done  and  learnt, 
and  would  have  to  use  it  in  the  world  to  which  she 
had  gone.' 

*  And  was  that  true  ? '  said  Myra. 

*  Surely  so  it  must  be,'  said  Mrs.  Patty ;  *  for,  Myra,  I 
went  back  to  the  churchyard  after  a  while,  and  I  stood 
by  my  sister's  grave  again.  It  had  been  filled  in,  and 
even  her  coffin  was  hid  from  me,  and  there  was  nothing 
left — no  end,  or  object — no  work  done,  or  remaining. 
That  could  not  be  what  God,  who  is  so  wise,  intended. 
But  I  looked  up,  and  God*s  sky  was  above  me,  the  sun 
shining  bright  around,  whilst  the  moon  and  stars 
were  waiting  to  come  out,  and  I  knew  that  her  spirit 
was  gone  to  dwell  amongst  them.  If  her  works 
were  to  follow  her,  then  they  could  not  be  lost  — 
they  must  have  something  to  do  with  the  life  she  was 
to  lead  there.  I  was  like  a  blind  person  wakened  to 
sight,  my  dear;  for  I  saw  for  the  first  time  that  death 
was  no  end,  but  only  a  beginning.' 

*  Yet  still  the  works  ended  with  earth,'  said  Mjrra. 

*  No,  my  dear,  no,'  and  Mrs.  Patty's  voice  grew 
eager ;  '  do  you  not  see  they  were  not  meant  for 
earth,  they  were  the  preparation  for  Heaven.  She 
had  taken  them  with  her.' 
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'  But  where,  and  how  ?  What  good  can  they  be 
there  ? '  asked  Myra,  doubtfully. 

*  God  knows,  my  dear ;  I  don 't.  I  shall  know  here- 
after. But,  Myra,  after  that  day  I  did  my  duties 
with  a  lighter  heart  and  brighter  spirit,  for  I  felt  that 
God  had  work  for  me  to  do  in  Heaven,  and  that  now 
I  was  fitting  myself  for  it,  and  for  the  place  which 
He  had  made  ready  for  me.' 

*  And  Johnny  Ford?*  said  Myra ; '  he  has  no  work 
here ;  he  cannot  be  preparing  for  Heaven.' 

*  Perhaps,  my  dear,  his  work  is  to  make  other 
people  thoughtful,  and  pitiful,  and  kind-hearted;  and 
in  Heaven  he  will  have  his  duty  and  his  place  too;  who 
is  to  doubt  it  ?  His  poor  brain  will  be  clear  then,  and 
God  will  set  him  to  that  for  which  he  is  most  suited. 
Easy  work,  no  doubt,' 

*  And  Mr.  Verney  ? '  continued  Myra. 

Mrs.  Patty  hesitated.  *  The  work  that  is  to  teU  in 
Heaven,  my  dear,  must  be  that  which  is  done  on  pur- 
pose for  Heaven.  The  work  that  is  done  for  earth, 
you  see,  goes  down  with  us  to  our  graves.  I  do  n  't 
know  enough  of  Mr.  Verney  yet,  to  say  what  kind  of 
work  his  may  be ;  and  if  I  did,  I  might  not  be  the 
judge;  80,  please,  I  would  rather  not  talk  of  him. 
Now,  let  me  help  you  over  the  stile,  and  then  you 
will  be  close  at  home ;  and  I  must  go  back,  for  the 
Doctor  will  be  wanting  me.' 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


WHETHER  Mrs.  Patty's  comment  upon  the 
particular  text  she  had  chosen  was  strictly 
according  to  the  interpretation  of  divines,  is  certainly 
open  to  question  ;  but  the  idea  which  she  had  sug- 
gested was  destined  to  work  upon  Myra's  wayward 
unsettled  mind  to  a  degree  for  which  Mrs.  Patty  in 
her  simplicity  was  quite  unprepared.  Not  all  at 
once,  however ;  Myra  had  not  arrived  at  that  state  of 
mental  energy  in  which,  when  a  new  idea  is  presented 
to  us,  we  examine  into,  and  ponder  upon  it,  and 
discuss  objections,  and  finally  reach  a  definite  conclu- 
sion. Her  opinions  were  as  yet  held  in  solution ;  they 
had  not  crystallised  themselves  into  shape ;  but  the 
process  was  constantly  going  on,  though  unknown  to 
herself,  and  probably  all  the  more  surely,  and  with  a 
better  prospect  of  becoming  permanently  fixed, 
because  they  were  not  received  in  a  settled  form  from 
others,  but  were  worked  out  by  her  own  experience. 
Such  opinions  become  principles,  and  principles  be- 
come influential  motives. 

Yet  Myra  was  certainly  changed  since  her  illness ; 
everyone  noticed  it,  and  she  was  aware  of  it  herself. 
That  she  was  God's  child,  that  He  could  be  pleased 


A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WOBLD.  123 

with  her,  was  a  thought  too  pleasant  to  be  put  aside; 
and  there  were  moments  when,  after  some  effort  at 
self-control,  some  little  kindness  shown  to  her  sisters, 
or  some  act  of  obedience  to  her  mother,  the  conscious- 
ness of    that    loving  approbation   seemed  to  thrill 
through  her,  and  bring  a  glow  of  happiness,  as  new 
as  it  was  delightfuL     With  that  happiness  came  also 
the  sense  of  her  Saviour's  Presence  ;  the  feeling,  and 
not  merely  the  acknowledgement,  that  He  was  her 
Friend, — that  she  might  go  to  Him  at  anj  moment : 
and  then  came  the  longing  to  take  advantage  of  that 
permission,   the  yearning  for  prayer  and  its  rest. 
It  was  all  very  quiet  and  hidden.     Myra  was  even 
more  sensitive  as  to  notice  when  religion  was  con- 
cerned,  than   she  was   when   her   studies  were  in 
question.     And  she  was  full  of  faults,  and  the  old 
traditions  clung  to  her.     In  the  circle  of  Yare  Hall 
she  was  still  ^  That  odd,  uncomfortable  girl,  whom  no 
one  can  understand ;'  only  it  so  happened  that,  in  spite 
of   her  oddity   and  uncomfortableness,   Juliet  and 
Annette  were  beginning  to  turn  to  her  in  a  diffi- 
culty; and  Rosamond  was  learning  to  make  use  of  her, 
by  sending  her  to  attend  upon  her  mother,  whenever 
she  wished  to  be  free  herself. 

And  this  was  not  seldom.  It  was  rather  a  gay  time 
at  the  Hall.  Godfrey  and  Edmund  were  paying  a 
longer  visit  than  usual.  And  this  brought  Mr. 
Verney  to  the  house,  sometimes  accompanied  by  his 
cousin  Elise,  but  very  often  alone.  And  with  Mr. 
Verney  came  a  great  deal  that  could  not  strictly  be 
called  dissipation,  or  waste  of  time,  though  it  cer- 
tainly was  of  that  nature. 
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He  had  left  off  talking  upon  India  now,  except  to  Mr. 
Cameron,  and  had  adopted  the  musical  and  artistic 
line,  which  he  found  more   suited  to   the  general 
tastes.     Godfrey's  tastes,  indeed,  were  universal ;  he 
would  have  discoursed  as  readilj  upon  Blackstone's 
Commentaries,  as  upon  the  styles  of  the  early  painters, 
or  the  merits  of  great  composers  ;  but  Edmund  had  a 
real  passion  for  music,  and  sang  glees  with  a  stento- 
rian  voice,  and  an   energy  which    never   flagged. 
They  were  a  very  weU-suited  party,  and  very  natural 
and  right  it  was  that  Rosamond  should  make  herself 
agreeable  to  her  brothers,  and  her  brothers'  friend  ; 
and  whilst  Mrs.  Cameron  reclined  on  her  sofa  in  the 
boudoir,  within  the  drawing-room,  and  Myra  sat  at 
the  writing-table  to  attend  to  her  many  needs,  there 
could  be  no  possible  objection  to  the  young  people's 
spending  pleasant  mornings  together,  more  especially 
as  Mr.  Verney  was  really  not  young,  but  rather  worn 
out  and  hypochondriacal,  and  so  very  indolent  and 
peculiar,  that  no  one  would  ever  think  of  him,  except  as 
a  specimen  of  Indian  curiosities.    If  he  liked  anyone, 
it  was  Myra  ;  he  always  talked  more  rationally  to  her 
than  to  the  others.     This  was  Mrs.  Cameron's  reply 
to  a  remark  made  by  Mrs.  Patty,  who,  in  the  inno- 
cence of  her  heart,  ventured  one  day  the  very  natural 
observation,  *  That  if  persons  were  thrown  together, 
results  would  follow  ;  and  she  should  not  be  surprised 
if  Mr.  Verney  were  to  lose  his  heart  to  Rosamond.* 
Mrs.  Patty  saw  no  objection  to  such  a  possibility,  and 
therefore  did  not  hesitate  to  suggest  it ;  but  the  very 
decided  negative  which  was  put  upon  it,  proved  that 
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the  consummation  was  by  no  means  devoutly  wished, 
though  Mrs.  Cameron  took  no  steps  to  prevent  it. 

And  perhaps  she  was  right.  There  were  as  yet 
no  symptoms  that  Mr.  Yerney  was  falling  in  love 
with  anyone,  and  to  put  an  unexpected  stop  to  such 
intercourse  is,  in  the  generality  of  cases,  very  like  tell- 
ing the  mob  not  to  cut  off  the  constable's  ears  I  The 
prohibition  excites  the  wish.  So  Mr.  Vemey  came, 
morning  after  morning,  and  sometimes  brought 
sketches  and  photographs  to  be  looked  over  and 
criticised,  and  sometimes  professed  to  have  a  great 
wish  for  a  little  music ;  whilst  at  other  times  he  was 
not  inclined  to  do  anything  but  sit  on  a  low  seat  in 
the  bay  window,  talking  nonsense  to  the  dog,  inter- 
spersed with  a  little  good-natured  satire  addressed  to 
Myra,  if  she  happened  to  come  into  the  room — satire 
which  always  had  for  its  object  her  supposed  learned 
tastes,  and  which  Myra  bore  with  tolerable  equanimity, 
because  it  was  quite  evident  that  in  his  heart  Mr. 
Vemey  sympathised  with  them. 

He  came  one  morning,  bringing  with  him  a  collec- 
tion of  engravings,  etchings,  and  photographs,  which 
were  to  form  a  series  of  specimens  of  the  works  of  the 
Pre-Raphaelite  masters.  They  were  heaped  together 
in  a  portfolio,  with  no  attempt  at  order.  *  He  had  had 
no  time  to  arrange  them,'  he  said,  *  when  he  was  tra- 
velling in  Italy ;  and  since  his  arrival  in  England — he 
did  not  know  how  it  happened  —  perhaps  the  cause 
was  indolence  —  he  hoped  it  might  be  attributed  to 
invalidism  —  but  anyhow,  he  had  done  nothing  with 
them.  There  they  were,  a  complete  chaos ;  but  if 
Miss  Cameron  would  take  pity  on  them,  and  put  them 
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into  a  book,  bis  cousin  Elise  would  lend  ber  aid ;  tbej 
botb  bad  so  mucb  taste,  and  ladies'  fingers  were  so 
well  calculated  for  work  of  tbis  kind.  He  should  be 
under  a  weight  of  infinite  obligation,  but  it  would  be 
less  beavj  to  bear  than  the  present  burden  upon  bis 
conscience  of  a  resolution  unfulfilled.'  All  tbis  was 
said  in  rather  an  irritating  tone  of  taking  it  for  granted 
that  the  young  ladies  would  be  more  than  willing 
to  gratify  him,  a  tone  which  Mr,  Verney  every  now 
and  then  adopted  when  he  was  physically  out  of 
order,  and  did  not  choose  to  exert  himself  to  be 
agreeable.  The  book  was  laid  upon  the  table  by 
the  servant  who  had  brought  it  from  Stormont, 
whilst  Elise  Verney,  really  taking  pleasure  in  the 
prospect  of  the  work,  entreated  Rosamond  to  join  her 
in  looking  them  over,  ai\d  to  give  her  opinion  as  to 
what  should  be  done  with  them. 

Rosamond  was  copying  music  at  a  table  in  the 
recess  of  a  distant  window.  She  merely  looked  up 
in  answer,  and  said,  that  *  she  should  have  thought 
some  good  print-seller  in  London  might  give  an 
opinion  upon  the  subject  more  worth  having  than 
hers.' 

*  More  worth  as  to  the  fashion  of  the  day,'  said  Mr. 
Verney,  indifierently ;  *  but  these  are  just  the  things 
which  one  would  desire  to  see  treated  without  regard 
to  fashion.' 

*A  print-seller  would  be  much  perplexed  by  a 

good  many  of  them,  I  suspect,'  said  Godfrey,  as  he 

drew  near  the  table.     *  Have  you  many  of  the  Siennese 

]|$chool  here  ?     They  are  the  only  things  worth  look- 

Sig  at  in  early  art,     Cimabue,  you  know,  is  a  modern 
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compared  with  Guido  da  Siena.  Of  course  you  saw 
that  picture  of  his  in  the  S.  Domenico  ;  *  and  with- 
out waiting  for  an  answer  he  went  on,  as  he  turned 
over  the  contents  of  the  portfolio :  ^  Ah  !  I  see  jou 
have  Duccio  di  Buoninsegna  and  Simone  Memmi,  and 
here  are  Sano  di  Pietro,  and  Matteo  da  Siena,  but 
there  are  a  good  many  between  Maestro  Gilio,  Dieti- 
salvi,  Ambrogio,  Lorenzetti,  all  that  goodly  list  of 
which  specimens  are  to  be  seen  in  the  Istituto  deUe 
belle  Arti,  You  will  have  some  trouble  in  making 
your  collection  perfect.' 

^  I  am  not  obliged  to  follow  precisely  the  guidance 
of  Mun'ay/  said  Mr.  Verney  in  a  dry  tone;  *I  am 
not  so  well  up  in  him  as  you  are,' —  and  turning  to 
Myra,  who  had  been  attracted  by  hearing  of  a  port- 
folio, and  after  looking  at  ifc  shyly,  was  returning  to 
her  post  at  the  writing-table,  he  asked  her  if  she 
had  ever  seen  any  of  the  works  of  the  very  early 
masters,  and  if  she  knew  their  characteristics.  Myra 
had  listened  to  her  brother^ s  catalogue  of  names  with 
some  alarm.  She  had  been  two  or  three  times  to 
the  National  Gallery,  and  knew  how  to  distinguish 
Eaphael  from  Paul  Veronese  ;  but  more  than  this  she 
had  never  thought  of  attempting.  Such  an  intimate 
acquaintance  with  long-buried  painters  was  much 
more  astounding  than  Greek  and  Latin  quotations. 
The  latter  she  might  be  permitted  to  disown  any 
knowledge  of,  but  painting  was  an  art  which,  of 
course,  women  ought  to  be  acquainted  with.  Myra 
was  not  simple,  at  least  not  by  nature ;  she  was 
always  alive  to  what  people  would  say  and  think 
of  her ;  and  she  withdrew,  though  very  unwillingly, 
that  she  might  be  out  of  the  reach  of  awkward 
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questions,  and  it  was  just  then  that  Mr.  Yerney 
seized  upon  her. 

A  glance  of  relief  and  pleasure  brightened  up  her 
face ;  she  was  almost  pretty  as  she  came  forward  and 
said  directly,  'That  she  knew  nothing  about  the  early 
masters,  and  should  like  very  much  to  learn.'  But  the 
words  were  scarcely  out  of  her  lips  b^ore  Kosamond 
appeared  at  the  table,  and  insisted  upon  being  a  pupil 
also ;  '  She  was  so  very  dreadfully  ignorant,'  she  said, 

*  it  would  be  quite  charity  to  teach  her.'  And  Elise 
added  in  her  little  plaintive  voice,  '  That  it  must  be 
so  charming  to  be  so  clever,  and  know  so  much  about 
art  as  her  cousin  and  Mr.  Godfrey ;  but  then  her 
cousin  had  travelled,  and  everyone  knew  that  Mr. 
Godfrey  was  wonderful.' 

*  Quite!'  said  Mr.Verney ;  *  we  will  have  our  lecture, 
Myra,  another  time.'  He  called  her  Myra,  on  the 
strength  of  his  forty  years,  but  he  had  taken  care  to 
apologise  for  the  liberty  in  the  presence  of  Mrs. 
Cameron. 

<I  do  n't  like  favouritism,'  said  Rosamond,  laughing. 
^  You  and  I,  Blise,  are  considered  too  old  and  too  dull 
to  be  Mr.  Verney's  pupils.' 

*  Nay,'  was  the  rejoinder,  *  but  I  had  already  pro- 
posed to  burden  you  with  work,  and  I  was  unwilling 
to  occupy  more  of  your  attention,  as  you  seemed  so 
deeply  engaged.* 

'I  am  only  copying  a  duet,'  replied  Rosamond. 

*  Elise,  will  you  come  and  try  it  over  with  me  ?  ' 

Edmund,  who  had  been  sitting  apart  reading  the 
newspaper,  started  up  at  this  proposal,  and  went  to 
open  the  piano;  but  Rosamond,  though  the  sugges- 
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tion  for  music  had  been  her  own,  did  not  appear  at 
all  inclined  to  act  upon  it.  She  lingered  by  the  table. 
Godfrey  was  looking  at  the  photographs  with  an  air 
of  sulky  criticism,  and  she  leaned  over  his  shoulder 
and  interspersed  her  remarks  with  his.  '  That  is  a 
good  one;  and  so  is  that;  and,  oh!  Mr.  Yerney,  is  this 
a  Sano  di  Fietro  ?  or,'  she  added,  as  an  aside,  '  Give 
me  another  unknown  name,  Godfrey.' 

Mr.  Vemey  was  still  talking  to  Myra,  but  ha 
turned  abruptly  to  Rosamond  before  the  sentence 
was  finished.  She  held  in  her  hand  a  little  carte  de 
visite  ;  as  his  eye  fell  upon  it,  a  slight  tinge  of 
colour,  scarcely  to  be  perceived,  except  by  some  one 
who  was  closely  watching  him,  reddened  his  sallow 
cheeks. 

*That,'  he  said,  carelessly — *0h!  that  must  be — 
let  me  remember.  I  have  collected  several  things  of 
the  kind  merely  as  specimens  of  photography.' 

Rosamond  pointed  to  the  initials,  C.  S.,  in  the  corner, 
and  said :  *  It  must  be  an  acquaintance,  at  least.' 

*  Yes,  I  recollect  now,  a  kind  of  cousin ;  at  least,  a 
lady  who  claimed  relationship,  though  she  never 
managed  to  prove  it.  I  do  n't  know  how  she  happened 
to  find  a  place  amongst  my  treasures.  I  must  put  her 
elsewhere.'  Mr.  Verney  held  out  his  hand,  so  that 
Rosamond  could  find  no  excuse  for  retaining  the 
photograph.  It  was  placed  in  a  pocket  letter-case; 
and  then,  instead  of  resuming  his  conversation  with 
Myra,  Mr.  Verney  devoted  himself  to  his  portfolio, 
looking  over  its  contents  with  the  greatest  care, 
whilst  he  urged  Godfrey  to  give  him  the  benefit  of  his 
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knowledge  of  art,  as  it  appeared  he  was  not  likely  to 
obtain  much  aid  from  the  young  ladies. 

They  were  soon  engaged  in  a  discussion  which 
was  worth  listening  to,  and  Myra  became  so  interested 
that  she  forgot  her  mother  and  the  letters,  as,  leaning 
over  the  table,  under  pretence  of  looking  at  some 
etchings,  she  eagerly  drank  in  all  that  was  being  said; 
Godfrey's  quick   captious   negatives  and  objections 
only  bringing  out  more  clearly  Mr.  Verney's  real 
taste  and  information.     Rosamond,  in  the  meantime, 
had  engaged  Elise  Verney  in  a  subject  which  had 
reference  to  the  proposed  work,  and  in  which  Elise 
was  a  first-rate  authority.   A  neat  illuminated  border 
might,  she  thought,  be  an  advantage  to  the  prints  and 
etchings ;  could  Elise  suggest  any  pattern  that  would 
be  appropriate?     So  they  were  both  occupied,  and 
apparently  both  engrossed,  except  that  Rosamond 
every  now  and  then  asked  for  a  specimen  lying  close 
to  Mr.  Verney,  and  then  apologised  for  interrupting 
him,  excusing  herself  at  the  same  time  on  the  plea  of 
wishing  to  judge  what  space  it  would  occupy  in  a 
book.    Her  voice  was  so  very  soft  and  sweet  on  these 
occasions,  it  was  quite  singular  to  observe  how  at  the 
moment  her  brother  Edmund  would  start  up  from  a 
jeverie  over  the  newspaper,  and  give  a  push  to  a 
<chair  or  a  footstool,  and  utter  a  slight  exclamation,  as 
if  he  was  annoyed.    No  one  noticed  it  except  Myra, 
3.nd  she  looked  up  at  him  with  less  of  wonder  than  of 
sympathy ;   and  at    last    she  left   Mr.  Verney  and 
Godfrey  in  the  middle  of  their  conversation,  and 
went  back  to  her  letter-writing  in  the  boudoir. 

The  result  of  that  morning's  conversation  was  that 
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Kosamond  and  Elise  undertook  not  only  to  arrange 
the  contents  of  Mr.  Yerney's  portfolio,  but  to  orna- 
ment the  book  in  which  thej  were  to  be  placed; 
whilst  Myra^  at  Mr.  Vemey's  suggestion,  agreed^ 
with  her  mother's  permission,  to  spend  a  little  time 
each  day  in  looking  at  the  specimens  of  the  different 
masters,  Mr.  Yerney  sitting  by  and  pointing  out 
their  merits  and  peculiarities.  As  Mrs.  Yerney  said 
when  she  heard  of  the  proposition, '  It  was  delightful 
to  watch  the  rapid  blossoming  of  a  young  and  ardent 
mind,  under  the  invigorating  influence  of  a  very  culti- 
vated intellect : '  a  remark  to  which  Mrs.  Cameron 
thoroughly  assented,  adding  that '  It  was  singular  to 
observe  how  much  Myra  had  improved  since  she  had 
spent  more  time  with  persons  older  than  herself.  She 
really  was  growing  quite  companionable.' 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

MYRA  certainly  was  growing  much  more  com- 
panionable, and  not  only  that,  but  much  more 
useful;  so  useful,  indeed,  that  Miss  Greaves  was 
often  tempted  to  occupy  more  of  her  time  in  the 
school-room  than  was  quite  compatible  with  other 
claims;  whilst  Mrs.  Patty — her  latent  affection  for 
Myra  fostered  by  the  circumstances  which  had 
thrown  them  together — was  constant  in  her  sugges- 
tions of  parish  duties, —  the  poor,  and  the  schools, 
al^out  the  latter  of  which  Dr.  Kingsbury  was  par- 
ticularly anxious. 

It  was  difficult  at  times  to  balance  these  separate 
claims,  and  Myra  had  no  one  to  help  her — no  one  to 
whom  she  could  go  and  open  her  heart,  and  from 
whom  she  might  seek  advice.  Dr.  Kingsbury,  good 
and  excellent  though  he  was,  was  not  at  all  at  home  in 
the  little  intricacies  of  a  young  girFs  life.  He  could 
suggest  principles,  but  he  believed  that  the  working 
of  them  must  be  left  to  the  conscience  of  each  in- 
dividual. Perhaps  he  carried  this  system  of  non- 
interference a  little  too  far ;  it  certainly  had  the  effect 
of  throwing  Myra  back  upon  herself,  and  making  her 
shy  with  him.     He  had  noticed  that,  although  con- 
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firmed,  she  was  never  seen  at  the  H0I7  Communion, 
and  one  day  he  spoke  to  her  about  it,  but  rather 
drily,  and  without  appearing  to  suppose  that  she 
could  have  any  difficulties;  and  Myra,  self-distrusting, 
often  wayward,  and  always  inclined  to  be  exacting, 
fancied  he  took  no  interest  in  her,  and  had  mentioned 
the  subject  only  from  duty,  and  brooded  over  her 
vexation  till  she  made  it  a  grievance  which  became 
almost  a  reason  for  delay.  She  had,  as  she  said  to  her- 
self, so  many  faults  ; —  if  Dr.  Kingsbury  were  aware 
of  them  he  would  never  urge  such  an  act  upon  her ; 
but  he  knew  nothing  about  her,  and  she  could  never 
find  courage  to  talk  to  him,  and  so  she  mlust  wait  and 
think  about  it.  This  morbidness  was  very  dangerous. 
It  might  have  been  fatal  to  Myra's  newly  awakened 
principles  but  for  one  characteristic,  which,  humanly 
speaking,  was  her  safeguard.  She  was  thoroughly 
true — true,  not  only  in  word  and  act,  but  in  her 
secret  heart,  in  her  desire  to  understand  and  acknow- 
ledge without  disguise  or  extenuation  all  that  was 
wrong  in  herself.  When  Myra  erred  in  self-know- 
ledge it  was  from  ignorance,  not  wilfulness,  and  there- 
fore the  view  which  she  took  of  her  own  character 
and  of  the  claims  of  duty,  was  free  from  that  great 
and  most  ruinous  defect  of  one-sidedness.  As  she 
had  no  pet  faults,  so  she  had  no  pet  virtues — the 
latter  being  quite  as  destructive  of  the  balance  of 
moral  principles  as  the  former.  And  it  was  this 
which  was  the  root  of  her  rapid  improvement.  There 
are  many  whose  feelings  have,  like  hers,  been  touched 
by  some  particular  exhibition  of  Christian  truth,  and 
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who  have  in  consequence  made  stricter  resolutions 
to  lead  a  Christian  life ;  but  the  resolution,  in  so  far  as 
it  has' assumed  any  definite  form,  has,  in  general, 
had  reference  to  some  particular  fault,  supposed  to 
be  the  great  stumblingblock  in  the  way  of  goodness* 
Mjra's  resolution — and  it  was  not  made  in  her  own 
strength — was  that  she  would  try  in  everything ,  that 
she  would  look  out  for  dut  j,  and  not  wait  till  it  came 
to  her;  and  then  the  truthfulness  of  her  nature, 
through  God's  mercy,  came  to  her  aid,  and  day  by 
day  her  eyes  were  more  open  to  see  what  was  in- 
cumbent upon  her,  and  wherein  she  failed. 

And  so  with  regard  to  the  solemn  act  which  Dr. 
Kingsbury  had  urged  upon  her,  Myra  in  no  way 
turned  from  it,  or  shut  her  eyes  to  the  fact  that  it  was 
a  duty*  Her  morbidness  and  shyness  operated  only  to 
defer  it  till  she  could  find  some  means  of  resolving 
certain  doubts  and  difficulties  which  troubled  her 
conscience,  and  which  she  would  at  once  have  placed 
before  Dr.  Kingsbury  if  he  had  given  her  encourage- 
ment. 

Most  innocent  he  was  of  any  idea  of  discouraging 
or  alarming  her.  In  the  simplicity  of  his  heart  he 
believed  that  he  had  said  all  that  was  necessary  to 
invite  confidence,  if  it  was  needed ;  and  accustomed 
to  the  sight  of  his  own  clever  face  and  quaint  brown 
wig,  unaware  of  the  effect  of  his  old>fashioned  polite-* 
ness,  and  so  intimate  with  St.  Augustine  and  the 
Fathers,  that  he  could  not  understand  why  learning, 
4S0  easy  of  acquisition,  should  inspire  the  slightest 
awe,  it  was  a  matter  of  daily  wonder  to  him  why 
the  little  girl,  as  he  often  called  Myra,  should  be  so 
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Evidently  afraid  of  him,  creeping  into  his  study  like 
a  mouse,  and  speaking  in  a  tone  which  often  he  could 
scarcely  hear.  The  only  explanation  of  the  mystery 
was  that  shyness  belonged  to  the  nature  of  girls,  and 
he,  being  a  man,  must  make  up  his  mind  that  he 
could  not  understand  it. 

It  was  about  a  week  after  the  art  mania,  as  Edmund 
called  it,  had  seized  upon  the  family.  Myra  had  spent 
a  pleasant  half-hour  with  Mr.  Yerney — pleasanter 
even  than  usual,  for  she  was  becoming  more  and  more 
at  ease  with  him — and  they  had  on  this  day  wandered 
away  from  the  styles  of  the  early  masters  to  the  sub- 
jects which  they  chose ;  and  some  things  he  had  said 
had  given  her  what  she  fancied  was  a  glimpse  into 
his  mind,  and  awakened  a  suspicion  that  he  had  deeper 
and  more  serious  thoughts  than  he  would  allow  to 
appear  on  the  surface.  Such  a  discovery,  made  as  it 
seemed  by  herself  alone,  awakened  an  interest  which, 
when  added  to  her  admiration  of  his  talents,  greatly 
increased  her  pleasure  in  his  society.  And  now,  as 
she  walked  with  Juliet  and  Annette  in  the  direction 
of  Miss  Medley ^s  cottage,  it  was  quite  an  effort  to 
withdraw  her  thoughts  from  speculating  upon  what 
he  had  said,  and  what  he  meant,  and  keep  up  the 
conversation  which  Juliet  endeavoured  to  force  upon 
her. 

*  You  are  growing  so  grand  and  learned,'  said  the 
latter,  as  Myra  made  some  rather  ill-timed  observa- 
tion about  the  delights  of  travelling  and  picture 
galleries,  *  that  there  is  no  bearing  you.  I  wish  Mr. 
Yerney  would  take  himself  back  to  India  again  ;  the 
house  is  quite  changed  since  he  came/ 
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*  Yes,  indeed  it  is  ;  Miss  Greaves  says  so,'  added 
Annette,  *  and  she  must  know.' 

*  Neither  you  nor  Rosamond  care  in  the  least  about 
Mr.  Brownlow's  sketches  now,'  continued  Juliet. 
'Rosamond  said  yesterday  that  landscape  sketches 
were  not  worth  looking  at ;  and  there  is  no  chance  of 
Annette's  having  the  drawing  prize,  for  she  has  no 
one  to  finish  up  her  drawings  for  her  now  that  Rosa* 
mond  spends  her  time  over  Mr.  Verney's  book  of  en- 
gravings.' 

Annette  began  to  disclaim  the  imputation  of 
needing  such  aid,  but  she  was  instantly  stopped  by 
her  provoking  sister. 

*  Truth  will  out,  Annette.  You  know  you  have 
been  in  a  perfect  fume  the  whole  morning  because 
Rosamond  has  not  been  near  you.' 

*I  know  I  have  failed,'  said  Annette,  fretfully. 
*  It  was  stupid  in  me  to  say  I  would  try.' 

*  Yes,  till  you  had  quite  secured  Rosamond's  assist- 
ance,' persisted  Juliet. 

*  How  can  you  be  so  tiresome,  Juliet  ? '  exclaimed 
Myra. 

*  Tiresome,  but  true.  You  were  ill,  Myr%  when 
the  business  began,  so  you  can  know  nothing  about 
it.' 

Annette  took  up  the  injured  tone.  *  Juliet,'  she 
said,  ^  was  always  so  ill-natured ;  and  now  that  Myra 
was  so  little  in  the  school-room,  there  was  no  one  to 
be  her  friend.' 

Myra  always  felt  very  irritable  when  Annette  was 
mournful  about  nothing  ;  but  her  voice  only  slightly 
betrayed  it  on  the  present  occasion  as  she  said,  with 
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on  endeavour  to  be  candid,  that  she  was  afraid  she 
had  not  been  anyone's  friend  in  the  school-room. 

'Quite  true,'  exclaimed  Juliet;  'Annette  and  I 
do  much  better  when  we  are  left  alone,  except  when 
she  has  a  fit  of  the  glooms  upon  her.  I  think,  Mjra^ 
she  caught  them  from  you.' 

Mjra  bit  her  lip.  Juliet  certainly  was  in  a  most 
provoking  mood  that  morning,  and  Myra's  only  hope 
of  keeping  her  temper  was  by  being  silent.  Even 
that  remedy,  however,  nearly  failed  ;  for  thought  will 
be  busy  when  the  lips  are  closed,  and  Myra  found 
herself  saying  aU  kinds  of  bitter  things  to  Juliet  in 
her  own  heart,  till  a  sudden  consciousness  of  what 
she  was  doing  came  across  her  with  a  pang.  It  was 
a  very  great  effort  then  to  make  a  little  good- 
natured  remark  about  the  probability  of  rain  and  of 
their  being  unprovided  with  umbrellas ;  but  it  was 
made,  and  when  the  words  were  uttered  the  impend- 
ing storm  of  temper  had  passed  away. 

Just  then  they  found  themselves  in  front  of  Miss 
Medley's  cottage.  It  was  at  the  entrance  of  the 
village,  and  a  little  discussion  took  place  as  to 
whether  it  would  be  wise  to  stop  there  and  borrow 
an  umbrella.  Myra  thought  it  did  not  signify,  Juliet 
thought  it  did,  and  Juliet  gained  the  day ;  for  she 
insisted  upon  it  that  Myra  should  run  no  risk  of 
getting  wet,  and  was  so  really  anxious  about  her  that 
Myra  was  at  length  persuaded  to  wait  at  Miss  Med- 
ley's, and  send  her  sisters  to  do  what  was  to  be  done 
in  the  village. 

They  knocked  at  Miss  Medley's  door,  and  whilst 
waiting  for  the  servant  to  come,  Juliet,  who  had  been 
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looking  down  the  village  street,  turned  abruptly  to 
Mjra,  and  exclaimed  — 

*  Myra,  I  was  wrong  about  the  glooms ;  I  ought  not 
to  have  said  it.' 

Myra  only  smiled  ;  there  was  no  time  to  say  any- 
thing else,  for  the  front-door  was  opened  by  Miss 
Medley,  whilst  at  the  same  instant  the  parlour  door 
was  rather  violently  closed  by  some  one^in  the  room. 

Miss  Medley  looked  a  little  unlike  her  usual  self; 
she  spoke  in  a  flurried  tone,  and  was  very  slow  at 
comprehending  what  was  wanted. 

*An  umbrella,  my  dears?  yes;  but  there  are  three 
of  you.  One  for  each,  do  you  want?  I  will  ask 
Mrs.  Haynes,  but  I  do  n't  think  she  has  two.  And 
then  how  can  you  manage?— dear  me!  very  Unfor- 
tunate  it  is.'  She  gently  pushed  them  all  before  her 
into  Mrs.  Haynes's  room,  disturbing  the  good  woman 
just  as  she  was  sitting  doYim  to  mend  her  husband's 
shirts. 

Myra  was  too  shy  to  explain  what  was  needed,  but 
Juliet  never  knew  what  it  was  to  be  shy,  and  at 
once  enlightened  Miss  Medley's  mind. 

*  They  would  borrow  one  umbrella,  or  two,  as  it 
might  be  convenient ;  but  Myra  wished  to  know  if  she 
might  wait  and  see  if  the  rain  would  pass  over.' 

*  Certainly,  my  dear ;  no  doubt,  colds  are  very 
dangerous,  and  frequently  brought  on  by  getting 
wet.  Yes,  wait,  my  dear  Myra ;  pray  wait.  Mrs. 
Haynes  — ' 

Miss  Medley  seemed  brought  to  a  stand-still,  and 
Mrs.  Haynes  looked  and  listened. 

'  An  umbrella^  Mrs.  Haynes,  if  you  please;  mine,  if 


A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WOULD.  139 

you  would  be  good  enough  to  fetch  it.  In  the  left 
hand  comer  of  my  room,  my  bed-room,  Mrs.  Haynes ; 
the  left  hand  corner,  near  the  window ; — no,  not  the 
parlour.'  Miss  Medley  followed  Mrs.  Haynes  out  of 
the  room,  and  contrived  to  close  the  door  behind  her. 
They  heard  her  go  into  the  parlour,  and  she  did  not 
come  back  till  Mrs.  Haynes  returned  with  the 
umbrella. 

Juliet  and  Annette  would  then  have  departed,  but 
Miss  Medley  kept  them  talking,  asking  them  a  series 
of  questions,  which  she  scarcely  gave  them  time  to 
answer.  Myra  was  impatient,  for  they  were  expected 
home  at  a  certain  hour.  She  was  watching  for  a 
pause,  which  might  enable  her  to  suggest  to  her 
sisters  that  they  should  go,  when  she  heard  some 
one  open  the  front-door  and  go  out.  Almost  directly 
afterwards  Miss  Medley  was  seized  with  a  sudden 
perception  of  thjB  fact,  that  if  they  wished  to  do  what 
they  had  to  do,  before  the  rain  came  on,  they  would 
be  wise  not  to  delay.  She  ushered  them  out  of  the 
house  even  more  quickly  than  she  had  ushered  them 
in,  and  then  took  Myra  into  the  parlour. 

*  You  will  find  things  rather  in  confusion,  my  dear, 
IJam  afraid.  I  have  been  looking  over  letters  and 
papers.  Long  past  they  are.  You  know  nothing  about 
fiuch  things  now ;  you  will  if  you  live  long  enough. 
They  bring  many  thoughts,  my  dear;  sad  ones  for  the 
most  part;  experience  of  men,  saddest  of  all.' 

*  Oh  I  Miss  Medley,*  exclaimed  Myra.  She  stopped 
*— thunderstruck  at  such  an  avowal.  Reverence  for 
jnen  was  not  only  part  of  her  womanly  nature^  but 
the  result  of  her  education.     Who  that  lived  in  the 
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daily  sunlight  of  Mr.  Cameron's  excellences,  could 
doubt  the  superiority  of  the  masculine  character  in 
all  things? 

'  You  are  surprised,  my  dear;  shocked,  perhaps.  I 
have  known  many  who  feel  with  you;  few  indeed 
who  feel  with  me.  But  I  always  say  wait ;  wait  and 
see;  try  them;  prove  them;  watch  them.  Ah,  Myra! 
— ^but  it  does  no  good  to  talk.  I  will  just  put  up  my 
papers,  and  if  you  like  to  take  a  l)ook,  you  won't 
interrupt  me;  I  know  you  are  fond  of  reading/ 

Myra  was  thankful  for  the  permission.  She  never 
knew  what  to  say  to  Miss  Medley,  and  she  felt  a 
certain  mistrust  of  her  now,  such  as  a  person  might 
be  conscious  of  who  had  heard  another  give  utter- 
ance to  some  heretical  Christian  doctrine.  She  took 
up  a  pamphlet;  it  was  the  Report  of  the  Homoeopathic 
Hospital,  and  not  tempting.  A  dusky  book  by  its  side 
proved  to  be  a  volume  of  Blair's  Sermons,  which  was 
still  less  inviting  ;  and  at  last  she  had  recourse  to  the 
book-case,  and,  as  usual,  seized  upon  the  first  author 
whose  name  she  knew,  and  tried  to  solace  herself  with 
Burton's  *  Anatomy  of  Melancholy ; '  but  it  was  not 
till  Miss  Medley,  having  finished  reading  some  letters, 
apologised  for  leaving  her,  and  went  upstairs,  that 
Myra  really  breathed  freely.  She  looked  round  the 
little  room  then,  and  fell  into  a  reverie.  Everything 
she  saw  was  familiar  to  her  eye,  for  she  had  known 
Miss  Medley  as  long  as  she  could  remember;  but 
neither  furniture  nor  books  conveyed  any  idea  to  her 
mind  as  to  their  owner's  history.  Miss  Medley  had 
lived  in  Yare  for  more  than  five-and- twenty  years. 
That  was    like    going    back    to   the   date  of  the 
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Deluge  with  Mjra,  and  she  looked  upon  Miss  Medlej, 
in  consequence,  as  we  might  be  supposed  to  look 
upon  an  antediluvian ;  a  specimen  of  an  age  and  a 
state  of  society  to  which  there  could  be  no  counterpart 
in  the  present  day.  And  it  was  not  till  lately  that 
Myra  had  formed  distinct  ideas  of  individuals^  ex« 
cept  as  they  affected  herself,  and  so  had  become  in  a 
measure  a  part  of  herself.  The  blending  of  things 
essentially  distinct  would  seem  to  be  the  infant  state 
of  the  human  mind,  as  it  is  of  the  human  sight.  As 
the  child  only  learns  by  degrees  and  by  experience 
that  the  chair  and  the  wall  are  not  one  and  the  same 
flat  surface,  but  separate  objects  with  distinct  uses, 
so,  in  like  manner,  it  is  taught  gradually  that  the 
beings  who  form  a  part  of  its  little  world  are  not 
necessarily  part  and  parcel  of  that  world,  but  have 
feelings  and  wishes,  hopes  and  fears,  apart  from  and 
superior  to  it. 

Myra  was  awakening  to  the  romance  of  reality  — p 
that  romance  which  is  far  higher  and  deeper  than 
any  fiction;  and  she  indulged  herself  now  in  a 
speculative  and  imaginative  retrospect  of  Miss  Med- 
ley's life,  based  upon  that  one  remarkable  expression, 
'Experience  of  men,  saddest  of  all.'  A  gust  from 
the  half-open  door  blew  some  papers  from  the  table 
to  the  floor;  Myra  started  up  to  prevent  others  from 
following  their  fate,  and,  whilst  looking  for  a  weight 
to  lay  upon  them,  she  saw  a  glove  which  had  been 
hidden  by  them — a  large  man's  glove,  one  which 
she  could  not  help  recognising,  because  of  its  peculiat 
colour — Mr.  Verney's  glove.  It  did  not  strike  her 
as  singular;  very  few  incidents  do  so  strike  us  at  the 
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moment  that  they  occur.  She  supposed  Mr.  Verney 
must  have  been  paying  a  visit  to  Miss  Medley,  and 
very  probably  it  was  he  who  had  left  the  house  whilst 
they  were  talking  about  the  umbrella.  So  natural, 
indeed,  it  all  was  to  Myra,  that  when  Miss  Medley 
came  back  again  she  said  to  her,  most  innocently, 
^  Oh,  Miss  Medley,  I  have  picked  up  Mr.  Vemey's 
glove.  I  know  it  by  the  strange  colour;  he  must 
have  left  it  just  now.' 

Myra  could  not  help  noticing  the  change  in  Miss 
Medley.  She  grew  pale  and  very  nervous,  and  her 
reply  was  incoherent. 

*Mr.  Verney's  glove,  my  dear!  Oh,  no!  it  must 
be  mine — or  Mrs.  Haynes's,  or — I  do  n't  know  how 
things  come  here.  Just  give  it  to  me;  I  may  have 
brought  it  away  by  mistake ;  I  was  calling  at  Stor- 
mont  last  week.' 

*But  I  saw  him  with  both  gloves  on  yesterday,* 
said  Myra,  curiosity  leading  her  to  an  absence  of  tact 
and  consideration,  for  which  conscience  the  next 
moment  reproached  her. 

^  He  may  have  a  good  many  pairs ;  I  do  n't  know— > 
I  can't  understand!'  Poor  Miss  Medley  was  per- 
plexed to  the  very  verge  of  untruthfulness.  She 
paused,  and  then,  with  the  impulse  to  relieve  herself^ 
said:  *Myra!  I  know  you  are  to  be  trusted;  Mrs, 
Patty  always  tells  me  so.  You  won't  say  to  anyone 
that  Mr.  Verney  was  here  just  now?' 

*0h,  no!  certainly  not;  if  you  wish  it  to  be  a 
secret.' 

*  But  I  do  n't  wish  it  to  be  a  secret  1  I  do  n't  care  I 
Oh,  Myra!  never  have  anything  to  do  with  men  — • 
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never,  never  I'    Miss  Medley's  voice  was  pathetic  in 
its  earnestness. 

Mjra  was  not  a  child  when  she  saw  another  person 
failing  in  self-controL  The  sight  roused  her  latent 
powers  of  judgement,  and  now,  quietly  and  with  some 
dignity,  she  said :  *  I  should  never  repeat  anything 
which  I  was  asked  not  to  repeat.  Tou  may  be  quite 
sure  I  shall  say  nothing  about  Mr.  Vemey.' 

*  Not  at  home  ■ —  to  your  father,  or  your  mother — 
not  to  anyone ;  you  are  quite  sure  ?' 

*  Quite,*  replied  Myra,  rather  shortly. 

*Then,  my  dear,  just  sit  down,  and  don't  trouble 
yourself  about  me ;  don  't  think  anything  about  it  at 
all,  but  just  forget  it.  Mr.  Verney  came  to  see  me 
on  a  little  business — a  little  private  business,  nothing 
of  consequence,  and  —  But  here  are  Juliet  and  An- 
nette.* 

Miss  Medley  hurried  to  the  door  with  most  unmis- 
takeable  satisfaction,  yet,  before  opening  it,  she  re- 
turned to  repeat,  *  I  may  quite  trust  you  ;  I  know  I 
may?'  To  which  Myra  could  only  answer,  *  Yes ;  of 
course.'  And,  being  certain  that  Miss  Medley  would 
not  be  thoroughly  happy  till  she  was  out  of  the  house, 
she  followed  her,  and  met  her  sisters  in  the  passage. 

Miss  Medley's  hospitable  temper  struggled  with 
her  nervousness  as  she  entreated  them  all  to  wait  a 
little  longer  with  her ;  but  Myra  was  decided :  and 
Juliet  added  her  assurance  that  *  the  threatening  of 
rain  had  passed  away  for  the  present ;  indeed,  Mr. 
Verney,  whom  they  had  met,  had  assured  them  it 
was  likely  to  be  fine  all  the  afternoon.  He  felt  so 
sure  of  it  himself  that  he  was  going  up  to  the  Hall 
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to  ask  if  Rosamond  and  Godfrey,  or  Edmund,  would 
go  out  riding.' 

*  I  do  n't  believe  it  is  going  to  be  fine.  Tell  her 
not  to  go ;  she  will  be  sure  to  get  wet/  said  Miss 
Medley.  Juliet  laughed,  and  turned  away.  *Tell 
her  I  said  so ;  beg  her  not  to  go/  called  out  Miss 
Medley,  in  her  shrillest  tones  ;  but  her  warning  fell 
on  very  heedless  ears ;  and  only  Myra  looked  back 
and  said  :  *  Yes,  we  will  tell  her.  Good-bye,  Miss 
Medley  ;  and  thank  you  very  much  for  the  shelter.' 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

'  A  ND  Bosamond  is  going  to  London  with  the 
JlV.    Vernejs  ?  '  said  Mrs.  Patty,  taking  her  seat  bj 
Mrs.  Cameron's  sofa,  about  ten  days  after  Mjra's  visit 
to  Miss  Medley. 

*  So  I  hear,'  was  the  reply  ;  and,  as  Mrs.  Patty 
looked  surprised,  Mrs.  Cameron  added :  ^  Young 
people,  in  these  days,  order  things  very  much  as 
they  choose,  my  dear  Miss  Kingsbury  ;  and  Rosa- 
mond is  of  an  age  to  judge  for  herself  as  to  her  own 
movements.' 

Mrs.  Patty's  face  expressed  dissent,  which  she  re- 
frained from  uttering.  Mrs.  Cameron  continued  : 
*The  Verneys  are  very  kind,  and  press  it;  and 
really  I  do  n't  know  what  objection  to  make.  This 
place  is  dull ;  and  my  health  prevents  my  going  out, 
and,  indeed,  interferes  with  my  doing  half  that  I 
wish  for  Rosamond.  She  ought  to  see  the  world ; 
she  ought  to  have  opportunities—' 

*  Of  marrying?'  asked  Mrs.  Patty,  simply. 

*  Well !  yes  ;  I  suppose  there  is  no  harm  in  ac- 
knowledging it.  Rosamond  is,  of  course,  a  charge  to 
me,  different  from  one  of  my  own  children.     I  should 
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never  think  as  much  about  Mjra^s  marrying  ;  I  can't 
tell  why/ 

^  Perhaps  because  she  is  less  likely  to  think  about 
it  herself/  said  Mrs.  Patty. 

*  Perhaps  so.  Myra  is  much  improved  lately,  and 
is  becoming  a  pleasant  companion;  and  she  waits 
upon  me  a  good  deaL  I  feel  no  inclination  to  part 
with  her  just  yet ;  and,  happily,  there  is  no  necessity. 
But  Mrs.  Yemey  has  talked  to  me  a  good  deal  about 
Rosamond.  She  says  —  and  I  am^  afraid  it  is  true  — 
that  I  have  failed  to  develope  her  properly  ;  that  she 
has  the  germs  of  genius,  but  that  they  are  likely  to 
be  dwarfed  for  want  of  culture  ;  and  she  thinks  that 
London  society  may  do  a  good  deal  for  her.' 

'  Then  she  is  to  go  out,  and  to  have  what  people 
call  a  season  in  London?'  said  Mrs.  Patty. 

'Not  exactly  that.  Rosamond's  position  scarcely 
entitles  her  to  mix  in  very  fashionable  life.' 

*  What  a  blessing  ! '  ejaculated  Mrs.  Patty. 

'I  dare  say  it  is.  Mrs.  Vemey  disapproves  of 
such  society,  quite  as  much  as  you  or  I  should ;  but 
literary  and  intellectual  society  must  be  good  for  a 
young  girl ;  and  wherever  Mr.  Verney  is,  there  will 
be  society  of  that  kind.' 

*But,'  and  Mrs.  Patty's  eyes  opened  widely,  *I 
don't  quite  understand.  Is  Rosamond  going  to 
London  for  the  sake  of  being  with  Mr.  Verney  ?  be- 
cause— perhaps  I  ought  not  to  say  it  —  but  that 
strikes  me  as  just  a  little  odd.' 

'  Dear  Mrs.  Patty,  you  are  so  matter  of  fact.  Mr. 
Yemey  is  nothing  to  Rosamond,  and  Rosamond  is 
nothing  to  him.     He  is  a  worn-out  Indian  invalid  ; 
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and  she  is  a  young  girl  just  entering  life.  He  is  quite 
a  tutor  to  her.* 

*  But  tutors  fall  in  love/  persisted  Mrs.  Patty. 

'  Oh  I  yes,  at  times,  under  certain  circumstances  ; 
but  you  need  not  trouble  yourself  now.  It  is  all 
quite  safe  ;  they  have  not  the  slightest  thought  of 
each  other ;  and,  in  fact,  if  they  had,  nothing  would 
be  more  desirable  than  to  put  Rosamond  in  the  way 
of  seeing  some  one  else.  Here  they  are  necessarily 
thrown  together  continually.* 

There  was  just  enough  truth  in  this  statement  to 
satisfy  Mrs.  Cameron's  conscience,  that  she  was  not 
making  a  mistake  in  sending  Kosamond  away  from 
her ;  but  it  failed  to  satisfy  Mrs.  Patty. 

*  If  there  is  no  objection  to  the  marriage,  supposing 
they  should  happen  to  like  each  other,'  she  continued, 

♦  then,  of  course,  it  is  all  right.* 

'  But  I  did  not  say  that ;  there  would  be  great  ob- 
jection ;  it  could  not  be ;  Mr.  Cameron  would  not  hear 
of  it,'  exclaimed   Mrs.  Cameron,  growing  excited ; 

*  and,  in  fact  —  But  we  are  troubling  ourselves  quite 
unnecessarily,  for  Mr.  Verney  will  only  be  in  London 
occasionally  while  Rosamond  is  there.  He  has  visits 
to  pay ;  Mrs.  Verney  told  me  that.  I  could  not  re- 
fuse Rosamond's  going  when  everyone  wished  it  so 
much.  I  could  not  put  Mr.  Verney  as  an  objection, 
when  she  sees  him  here  every  day ;  and  when  — 
But,  dear  Mrs.  Patty,  there  is  nothing  in  it — nothing; 
if  you  only  would  not  talk  of  it.' 

*  Certainly  I  won't,  if  you  wish  me  not  to  do  it,' 
was  the  reply;  *  and  you  must  forgive  me  if  I  said 
anything  which  may  have  seemed  interfering.     The 
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Doctor  tells  me  I  am  too  apt  to  speak  what  is  in  my 
mind,  without  proper  consideration.' 

*  No  forgiveness  is  required,'  dear  Mrs.  Patty.  *  I 
am  quite  sure  it  is  only  the  interest  you  have  in  my 
children.  And  now,  shall  we  talk  about  the  Idiot 
Asylum?' 

Mrs.  Fatty  was  but  little  given  to  satirical  remarks 
generally ;  but  a  question  did  arise  in  her  mind  then 
* — ^which  must  occur  to  many  of  us  as  we  go  on  in 
life — whether  there  were  not  as  many  idiots  without 
the  walls  of  the  asylum  as  within  it ;  whether  com- 
mon sense — the  ordinary  sense  given  to  rational 
beings — ^might  not  have  proved  to  Mrs.  Cameron, 
that  if  there  were  strong  objectioas  against  Rosa- 
mond's marrying  Mr.  Verney,  it  was  unwise  to  throw 
her  constantly  in  his  society. 

But  Mrs.  Patty  was  conscious  of  prejudice.  She 
disliked  Mr.  Verney,  and  could  give  no  particular 
reason  for  her  dislike.  That  was  a  very  disagreeable 
consciousness  for  a  person  naturally  so  charitable, 
and,  with  the  strict  self-discipline  which  was 
habitual  to  her,  she  was  inclined  to  take  herself  to 
task  for  the  feeling,  and  strive  hard  against  it. 
It  was  not  softened,  however,  by  the  sight  of  Mr. 
Verney  pacing  the  gravel  terrace  in  front  of  the 
house,  in  earnest  conversation  with  Myra.  Falling  in 
love  was  out  of  the  question  there.  Myra  was  only 
a  child,  and  by  no  means  attractive ;  but  what  busi- 
ness had  he  to  take  any  notice  of  her  ?  What  good 
could  his  society  do  her?  Her  eyes  followed  them 
as  they  passed  the  window  ;  and  Mrs.  Cameron 
seized  upon  the  incident  as  a  kind  of  apology  for  the 
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weakness  of  which,  in  her  heart,  she  was  fuUj  con- 
scious. 

*  You  see,  dear  Mrs.  Patty,  I  was  right ;  Mr. 
Vemej  is  quite  the  old  man,  quite  paternal ;  it  is 
Mjra  in  whom  he  interests  himself.  I  dare  say  they 
are  talking  upon  some  deep  subject  now.  Myra  is 
so  strange,  and  reads  such  curious  old  books  ;  he  is 
immensely  amused  with  her.  He  told  me,  the  other 
day,  that  her  mind  was  a  complete  study  to  him.' 

*  But  that  might  not  be  good  for  her,'  observed 
Mrs.  Patty  ;  *  it  would  be  a  pity  for  Myra  to  learn  to 
think  much  of  herself.' 

'  She  is  not  likely  to  do  that.  He  is  so  wonder- 
fully clever;  she  looks  up  to  him  as  to  a  superior 
being.' 

*  To  Mr.  Verney  ! '  exclaimed  Mrs.  Patty,  in  a 
tone  of  unfeigned  surprise. 

'  Yes,  intellectually — only  intellectually.  Of  course, 
not  morally  or  religiously;  Dr.  Kingsbury  has  no 
rival  with  Myra  there.' 

*  I  wish  I  could  understand  better,'  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Patty,  speaking  rather  to  herself  than  to  Mrs. 
Cameron ;  *  I  do  n't  know  what  superior  beings 
without  morals  or  religion  can  be  like.' 

Mrs.  Cameron  laughed  :  *  You  do  manage  to  ac- 
cept one's  words  so  literally,  dear  Mrs.  Patty.  I 
had  no  intention  of  taking  away  our  good  friend's 
character,  and  saying  he  has  no  morals  or  religion  ; 
I  only  meant  that  they  are  not  his  strong  points  ; 
at  least,  not  to  the  same  extent  as  they  are  Dr 
Kingsbury's.' 

At  that  moment  Mr.  Verney  and  Myra  happened 
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to  pass  the  window  again.  Mrs.  Pattj  rose  from  hei* 
seat  '  I  must  go,  Mrs.  Cameron  ;  I  never  meant  to 
stay  so  long.' 

*  But  the  Idiot  Asylum — is  the  canvass  to  begin  at 
once  ?    Will  you  send  me  the  cards  ? ' 

*  Yes,  thank  you,  directly  ;  this  afternoon.  Good- 
bye!' 

Just  as  the  door  closed,  Mrs.  Cameron  called  out : 

*  K  you  should  see  Myra,  will  you  tell  her  to  come  in 
and  write  some  canvassing  notes  for  me  ?  ' 

Myra  had  been  walking  up  and  down  the  terrace 
for  nearly  half-an-hour.  The  time  had  seemed  to 
her  not  more  than  five  minutes.  She  had  been 
reading  Dante  with  Mr.  Vemey ;  and  the  reading 
had  naturally  led  to  conversation  —  poetical,  his- 
torical,  and   then  religious.      Myra  had  read   the 

*  Inferno'  by  herself,  with  difficulty,  and  she  had 
been  unable  to  appreciate  it.  When  Mr.  Verney 
discussed  it  with  her,  it  became  a  revelation  of  the 
great  poet's  mind — his  principles,  prejudices,  aims ; 
his  hopes,  and  his  despair.  There  was  great  plea- 
sure in  this;  but  a  more  present  interest — one  to 
which  it  was  impossible  to  be  insensible — lay  in  the 
allusions,  passing  yet  betraying  deep  feeling,  which 
from  time  to  time  the  speaker  made  to  himself. 

*  Lasciate  ogni  speranza  voi  cK  entrate,^  he  re- 
peated,-as  he  closed  the  canto  in  which  the  words 
occur;  and,  pushing  the  book  aside,  he  added 
abruptly  :  *  One  needs  fresh  air  and  clear  skies  after 
that.     Won't  you  come  out  with  me  ? ' 

So  they  went  out  upon  the  terrace  ;  Myra  feeling 
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very  timid,  not  at  all  understanding  ber  compa- 
nion's mind,  but  longing  intensely  to  be  able  to 
do  so. 

*  Tbose  words  were  written  from  the  heart,  if  any 
ever  were,'  continued  Mr.  Verney.  *  They  are  as- 
sociated with  the  Inferno,  but  in  Dante's  own  mind 
they  belong  to  earth.' 

*  To  give  up  hope !'  said  Myra ; '  but  we  must  hope 
whilst  we  live  ! ' 

'  So  young  things  fancy,'  was  the  reply ;  *  and  I 
dare  say  there  are  some  who  can  do  so.  I  believe 
I  was  bom  without  hope.  Do  you  know  anything  of 
phrenology,  Myra?' 

'Nothing,  but  what  I  have  learnt  from  hearing 
people  talk  about  it.  I  know  where  the  bump  of 
self-esteem  lies,  because '  She  paused  and  blushed 

'Well,  why?  I  like  to  know  how  you  pick  up 
your  knowledge.' 

'  Because,'  said  Myra,  *  it  was  pointed  out  to  me 
one  day.' 

*  On  the  head  of  some  particular  person  who  was 
set  down  immediately  as  a  conceited  booby.' 

*  Oh  no,  not  that ! '  exclaimed  Myra,  eagerly.  *  It 
was  a  very  clever  person  — a  person  whom  we 
all '    Again  there  was  a  sudden  pause. 

*  Whom  you  all  admired  ? ' 

*  Yes,  a  little,  in  a  way ;  that  is,  I  do  n't  think  he 
is  conceited.' 

'  That  is  right,'  said  Mr.  Verney.  *  Do  n't  let  your- 
self be  drawn  away  by  such  folly,  Myra.  Self- 
esteem,  as  it  is  the  fashion  to  call  it,  is  as  good  as 
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any  other  quality  in  its  time  and  place.     A  man  is 
worth  nothing  without  it.* 

'  So  I  thought,'  replied  Myra,  *  and  T  said  it,  but 
they  laughed  at  me.' 

*  They — meaning  whom  ?' 

'  Oh  !  a  good  many  people.  Elise,  and  Rosamond, 
and  Juliet,  and  everyone.* 

'Hold  your  own  ground,  my  child,  and  learn  to 
judge  and  think  for  yourself;  and  especially,  do  n't 
condemn  other  people  because  they  are  not  exactly 
formed  after  your  own  model.* 

*I  have  no  model,*  said  Myra,  'except  —  we  must 
all  know  what  we  ought  to  be.* 

Mr.  Verney  laughed.  '  Must  we  ?  That  is  pre- 
cisely what  I  should  doubt.  Do  you  think  your 
notions  of  goodness  and  Dante's  would  have  agreed?* 

*  Yes,*  replied  Myra,  decidedly. 

*You  will  have  fo  do  penance  for  conceit,  after 
all.  So  you  are  the  great  poet's  equal  in  moral 
philosophy.' 

*I  think  Dante  was  religious,'  said  Myra,  timidly. 

'  Oh  !  yes,  religious.  But  I  am  not  talking  of 
religion  now ;  we  will  put  that  aside.' 

*  I  do  n't  comprehend/  said  Myra.  *  Is  there  any 
goodness  without  religion  ? ' 

*  Socrates,  Plato,  Seneca ;  a  host  of  others.  What 
do  you  say  to  them  ?* 

*  They  were  religious  as  far  as  they  knew.' 

*  That  is  to  say,  they  were  philosophers,  but  they 
were  not  Christians.* 

Myra  looked  puzzled.  Mr.  Verney  watched  her 
compassionately.     *  My  dear  little  girl,  I  do  n't  want 


A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WOBLDr  153 

to  upset  your  pretty  nursery  notions.  They  are  very 
good  and  useful;  keep  them  as  long  as  you  can. 
Perhaps,'  and  he  sighed,  ^  it  might  be  better  for  many 
of  us  if  we  could  keep  them  longer  ;  but  don't  let 
them  render  you  narrow-minded.  You  think  one 
thing  good,  I  think  another  good.  Do  n't  condemn 
me,  and  I  won't  condemn  you.' 

^But  there  is  something  good,  something  apart 
by  itself,  true,*  said  Myra. 

Mr.  Vemey  shrugged  his  shoulders.  *  Chi  sa  ? 
That  is,'  and  he  spoke  more  cautiously  as  he 
noticed  Myra's  look  of  distress,  *  no  doubt  there 
does  exist  something  good,  as  you  say,  apart  by 
itself;  but  whether  we  are  able  to  understand  it  is 
quite  another  question.  And  there  your  idol  Dante 
would  be  as  much  at  variance  with  you  as  I  am.' 

'Are  you  at  variance  with  me ?'  asked  Myra. 

Mr.  Vemey  was  tenderly  kind  in  the  tone  of  his 
reply.  *No,  not  at  variance,  dear  child.  I  used  a 
wrong  word.  But  a  worn  disappointed  man,  who 
has  learnt  from  experience  to  disbelieve  in  abstract 
goodness,  can  scarcely  be  expected  to  look  at  his 
fellow-creatures  as  a  young  thing  like  yourself 
naturally  does.  Dante  placed  his  great  sinners  in 
Inferno,  and  his  great  saints  in  Paradise.  I  am 
much  more  inclined  to  put  them  all  in  Purgatorio.' 

*  And  not  to  believe  in  anything  absolutely  great 
and  good  ? '  exclaimed  Myra. 

*0n  the  other  hand,  not  to  believe  in  anything 
absolutely  bad  —  what  you  would  call  sinful,'  replied 
Mr.  Verney.  *  You  see,  it  comes  to  the  same  thing 
in  the  end.* 
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Mjra  was  silent,  and  it  was  just  then  that  Mrs. 
Patty  appeared  at  the  end  of  the  terrace. 

'  An  excellent  old  ladj,  but  marvellouslj  quaint,' 
was  Mr.  Vemey's  comment.  *  I  wish  she  would  have 
done  us  the  favour  to  leave  us  alone.' 

'  I  wish  so  too/  replied  Myra;  though  as  she  said  the 
words  a  feeling  of  relief  came  over  her,  as  if  she 
was  escaping  from  something  unreal.  Yet  she  could 
not  help  saying  to  Mr.  Verney:  *  Thank  you  very 
much  for  reading  with  me  and  talking.  It  is  very 
pleasant.' 

'Pleasant  to  me  too/  he  replied.  *I  don't  like 
talking  with  everyone.' 

Myra  went  back  to  her  mother  to  write  the  can- 
vassing letters  for  the  Idiot  Asylum.  Then  it  was 
luncheon-time.  And  after  luncheon  she  was  to  go 
for  a  drive,  and  pay  some  morning  visits.  She  had 
but  very  few  moments  for  thought  until  she  escaped 
to  her  own  room  after  the  late  dinner,  and  before  tea 
was  brought  in.  Yet  all  that  time  the  same  sense  of 
something  unreal  had  oppressed  her.  It  had  made 
her  feel  irritable,  and  very  much  inclined  to  be  dis- 
contented. Little  duties  seemed  so  very  little,  and 
great  duties  not  much  more  important.  But  for  that 
plodding,  habitual  temperament,  which  made  her 
always  anxious  to  do  what  she  had  been  accustomed 
to  do,  or  what  she  had  resolved  upon,  she  might 
have  been  much  more  unsettled.  And  Myra  was 
also  by  degrees  learning  to  discipline  herself;  not, 
indeed,  upon  any  recognised  principle,  or  because  she 
was  told  or  taught  that  she  ought  to  do  so  ;  but  from 
that  impulse  of  conscientiousness  which  doubtless  is. 


A   GLIMPSE   OP  THE  WORLD.  155 

however  we  may  fail  to  perceive  it,  the  working  of 
Grod's  Spirit.  The  higher  principles  which  had  been 
awakened  in  her  heart  by  Mrs.  Patty's  conversation 
during  her  short  illness,  had  not  been  suffered  to  eva- 
porate in  mere  sentiment.  Action  was  a  necessity  of 
Myra's  nature,  and  thus  the  feeling  of  religion  embodied 
itself  in  prayer,  and  prayer  settled  itself  into  a  regular 
habit  at  stated  times.  Myra  had  not  learnt  to  be  afraid 
of  forms.  She  had  never  felt  that  there  could  be  any 
danger  in  them.  What  she  needed  was  something 
definite  to  mark  her  day —  and  so  to  satisfy  her  con- 
science that  she  was  dedicating  it  to  God.  It  might 
not  have  been  the  highest  motive  for  prayer,  and  the 
petition  when  offered  might  have  been  less  earnest 
than  the  spontaneous  outpouring  of  a  heart  touched 
by  some  sudden  emotion ;  but  the  habit  was  a  support, 
a  reminder  :  it  recalled  her  when  she  had  been  going 
wrong,  it  spurred  her  on  when  she  desired  to  do 
right ;  and  who  could  venture  to  doubt  that  God*s 
blessing  would  be  vouchsafed  upon  such  an  effort  to 
realise  His  presence,  and  live  in  constant  remem- 
brance of  His  laws  ?  These  noon-day  prayers,  as 
Myra  called  them,  though  in  fact  they  were  often 
from  circumstances  delayed  to  a  later  hour,  were 
gradually  becoming  a  necessary  part  of  her  inward 
life.  She  felt  their  blessing  especially  on  this  day ; 
indeed  she  was  always  especially  soothed  by  them 
after  a  mornin'f  spent  with  Mr.  Verney.  For  she 
could  not  help  being  influenced  by  him,  still  less 
could  she  avoid  being  excited  by  the  interest  which 
he  so  evidently  took  in  her.  The  readings  and  con- 
versations with  him  were  looked  forward  to  as  the 
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greatest  pleasurea  which  just  then  were  granted  he^^ 
but  when  they  were  over  Myra  was  never  thoroaghl^^ 
satisfied  either  with  herself  or  with  him.  He  roosfr^^ 
her  vanity.  She  fouad  herself  singled  out  by  on « 
whom  everyone  was  admiring ;  petted  and  brought 
forward  in  a  way  which,  though  at  times  it  jarred 
upon  her  morbid  sensitiveness,  was  still  very  sootliing 
to  her  self-love,  and  to  that  latent  coosciouaness  of 
mental  power  which  had  been  her  perplexity  from 
childhood.  And,  in  consequence,  she  was  alwaya 
trying  to  please  him.  He  sometimes  joined  in  the 
laugh  at  her  untidiness,  or  was  gently  satirical  upon 
her  efforts  after  fashion  ;  and  Myra,  who  before  bad 
scoffed  at  him,  now  spent  many  half  hours  before  the 
looking-glass,  trying  to  arrange  her  hair  neatly,  and 
to  twist  into  shape  a  collar  which  was  never  made  to 
fit ;  and  the  unsuccessful  effort  (for  it  almost  always 
was  unsuccessful]  left  her  in  a  state  of  despairing 
self-conGciouaness,  which  was  not  to  be  endured. 
An  easy  mode  of  escaping  from  it,  iudeed,  was  by 
remembering  some  of  Mr.  Vemey's  pleasant  little 
speeches, — the  remarks  which  proved  that  he  did 
think  her  worth  more  than  bie  cousin  Elise  ;  but 
that  was  a  very  petty  satisfaction,  utterly  destruc- 
tive of  simplicity,  and  if  ever  Myra  gave  way  to  it^ 
she  bated  herself  more  than  ever. 

It  was  a  relief  not  to  be  told  in  words  to  turn 
from  all  this  introspection,  this  imagination  of  ft 
human  eye,  oontroUing  and  criticising,  and  lose  the 
it  of  8bI£  in  the  presence  of  Him  to  whom  aU 
Ktj  simple  minds  would  scftrcelj 
F  aueh  a  rest.     To  Myr^ 
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the  mere  attitude  of  kneeling  brought  quietness  and 
reality.  After  those  few  moments  of  prayer,  and  the 
clear  unshrinking  view  of  duty  which  accompanied 
them,  the  little  world  in  which  she  lived  appeared  in 
a  new  light.  Mr.  Vemey's  opinion  ceased  to  be  of 
consequence,  and  praise  or  blame  were  alike  in- 
different. With  one  aim  before  her,  one  hope  to 
cheer  her,  one  joy  to  sustain  her,  Myra's  eye  became 
single ;  and  the  complex,  bewildered,  self-conscious 
mind  grasped,  for  the  instant,  that  priceless  treasure 
of  simplicity  which  is  so  often  supposed  to  be  un- 
attainable, save  on  those  by  whom  God  has  been 
pleased  to  bestow  it  at  their  birth. 

And  it  was  then  that  Myra  fancied  herself  better 
able  to  understand  Mr.  Verney's  character.  Respect 
him  thoroughly  she  did  not.  He  was  far  removed 
from  any  standard  of  goodness  which  she  had  ever 
set  up.  He  agreed  with  no  hero  of  her  imagination, 
either  ancient  or  modern  ;  and  Myra  was  too  much 
of  a  child  in  all  her  feelings  and  thoughts  to  idealise 
and  fall  in  love  with  him.  She  only  desired  to  see 
him  truly,  and  to  explain  to  her  own  satisfaction 
what  there  was  in  him  which  puzzled  her.  She 
could  not  call  him  a  careless  man  of  the  world,  with- 
out principle,  because  he  had  such  an  appreciation  of 
all  things  high  and  noble.  Still  less  could  she  look 
upon  him  as  an  earnestly  religious  man.  He  ignored 
the  duty  of  going  to  church,  except  on  very  rare 
occasions,  and  seemed  to  consider  Christians,  Maho- 
metans, and  Hindoos,  as  very  much  upon  an  equality, 
except  as  regarded  civilisation.  Yet  he  shared  Myra*8 
delight  in  the  poetical  passages  of  Jeremy  Taylor, 
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expressed  all  due  reverence  for  Hooker,  and,  what 
was  still  more  astonishing,  raved  about  the  beauty  of 
Isaiah's  prophecies,  sighed  over  the  book  of  Ecclesi- 
astes,  and  acknowledged  that  the  sublimity  of  simple 
pathos  had  been  attained  in  the  Gospels.  What  did 
it  all  mean  ? 

Myra  was  so  true  herself  that  she  could  vnth  diffi- 
culty believe  in  untruthfulness  or  unreality  in  others. 
People  must  be  either  good  or  bad,  in  earnest  or  not 
in  earnest ;  such  was  her  theory,  though  it  was  per- 
petually meeting  with  exceptions  which  startled  her. 
Certainly  she  had  inconsistency  enough  in  her  own 
character,  but  then  she  looked  upon  herself  only  as  a 
child,  and  failed  to  perceive  that  in  this  respect  the 
majority  of  the  world  are  children  all  their  days.  As 
to  Mr.  Verney,  he  was  a  man,  a  very  clever  man,  ex- 
tremely kind  to  her,  and  sympathising  more  than  any 
one  she  had  yet  seen  with  her  peculiar  tastes.  It  was 
impossible  to  put  him  into  the  categoiy  of  the  false- 
hearted and  careless ;  and  Myra  at  length,  after  much 
thought,  found  a  place  for  him  apart. 

He  was,  she  felt  sure,  a  disappointed  man,  one  who 
had  endured  great  trials,  but  was  very  reserved  in 
talking  about  them.  He  felt  much  more  than  he  ex- 
pressed, because  he  detested  anything  like  show. 
His  admiration  of  the  Bible  proved  he  was  religious, 
and  his  singular  neglect  of  outward  forms  must  be 
the  result  of  his  long  residence  in  India,  in  a  very 
trying  climate,  and  at  a  distance  from  a  church.  But 
he  would  soon  come  round  after  he  had  lived  some 
time  in  England ;  and  in  the  meantime  it  was  much 
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more  really  trae  and  right  not  to  make  any  pretence, 
not  to  do  things  for  mere  show. 

And  so  Myra  indulged  her  dreams  of  Mr.  Verney, 
and  if  she  could  not  quite  put  him  on  a  level  with 
Dr.  Kingsbury,  found  a  place  for  him  in  the  prayers 
which  she  offered  for  those  who  were  her  best 
friends. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

ROSAMOND'S  visit  to  London  was  fixed  for  the 
twelfth  of  May.  The  Verneys  had  gone  up  on  the 
fourth,  and  were  impatient  for  her  to  join  them.  Myra 
felt  that  the  prospect  before  her  was  a  blank  one.  She 
was  scarcely  aware  how  much  Mr.  Verney  would  be 
missed  until  she  looked  forward  to  his  absence.  But 
as  yet  he  lingered  at  Stormont,  though  left  in  the 
house  alone,  and  without  the  society  of  gentlemen  at 
the  Hall ;  for  Godfrey  Cameron  had  returned  to  his 
work  in  London,  and  Edmund  avoided  rather  than 
sought  his  company.  Something  in  the  two  minds 
was  antagonistic,  and  this  was  a  vexation  to  Myra, 
who  was  very  fond  of  her  youngest  brother,  and 
always  liked  him  to  approve  her  choice  of  friends. 
His  evident  distaste  to  Mr.  Verney  would  have 
seemed  like  a  reproach  to  her  own  judgement,  if  she 
had  not  been  upheld  in  her  opinion  by  the  rest  of  her 
family.  But  Mrs.  Cameron  was  really  mournful  over 
the  breaking  up  of  their  pleasant  mornings ;  and  Mr. 
Cameron,  provokingly  cautious  though  he  generally 
was,  gave  it  out  as  an  oracular  decision  that  Charles 
Verney  might  be  a  leading  man  in  India  or  in  any 
country  if  he  would  only  take  the  trouble  to  exert 
himself. 
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The  day  previoas  to  Rosamond's  departure  was 
naturally  an  unsettled  one.  The  school-room  was  in 
confusion,  undergoing  the  ordeal  of  a  search  for  all 
articles  missing  or  possibly  to  be  wanted.  Rosamond 
in  her  very  quiet  way  upset  every  ordinary  arrange- 
ment at  her  will,  and  though  poor  Miss  Greaves, 
when  she  found  history,  French,  German,  and  geo- 
graphy alike  disregarded,  looked  despair,  she  never 
ventured  to  utter  it.  Myra  was  conscious  of  great 
irritability,  as  Rosamond  dragged  her  from  drawer  to 
drawer,  or  sent  her  from  room  to  room,  to  look  for 
things  which  common  sense  would  have  told  must  be 
of  very  little  use  even  if  found.  She  would  have 
rebelled,  but  Rosamond  was  accustomed  to  be  waited 
upon,  and  was  so  prettily  and  pleasantly  grateful  for 
the  trouble  she  gave  that  there  was  no  excuse  for 
being  out  of  humour,  or  disobedient  to  her  gentle 
tyranny.  She  and  Myra  were  looking  over  a  port- 
folio of  drawings ;  some  were  to  be  taken  to  London 
to  be  mounted  and  framed,  and  others  —  Rosamond 
did  not  exactly  state  why  she  thought  it  necessary  to 
burden  herself  with  them,  but  Juliet  said  for  her 
that  it  was  satisfactory  to  have  something  with  which 
to  make  a  show. 

*You  have  put  aside  this  one  by  mistake,  Rosa- 
mond,' said  Myra,  pointing  to  the  drawing  of  the 
Bridge  of  St.  Martin,  which  had  been  begun  by 
Annette. 

'  Oh  !  no ;  I  accept  it  as  mine  now,'  replied  Rosa- 
mond, carelessly  ;  ^  it  makes  up  the  set,  and  it  has 
done  its  duty  in  the  school-room.' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,'  observed  Juliet,  sharply  ;  *  it 
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has  done  no  duty  ;  it  made  Mr.  Brownlow  think 
Annette  could  draw  much,  better  than  she  could,  and 
it  gained  her  a  great  scolding  the  other  day.' 

*  My  dear  child,  how  you  exaggerate !  Gained 
Annette  a  scolding  ;  how  could  that  be  ?' 

^  But  it  did,  Rosamond,'  exclaimed  Annette, 
coming  forward,  and  speaking  in  an  injured  tone. 
*  You  know  you  have  been  so  busy  lately  you  have 
not  been  able  to  help  me  at  all,  and  so  Mr.  Brownlow 
is  quite  disappointed,  and  there  is  no  hope  of  my 
having  his  sketch  for  a  prize  now.' 

*  Poor  darling  !  that  is  grievous,'  said  Rosamond, 
still  turning  over  the  drawings. 

*  There  would  have  been  no  disappointment  if  you 
had  told  the  truth  at  first,  Annette,'  said  Myra, 
gravely. 

Annette's  face  flushed.  *  Told  truth,  Myra!  do  you 
mean  that  I  told  a  falsehood  ?  I  declare,  it  is  the 
most  unjust — it  is  cruel — dreadful — so  very  unkind !' 

Rosamond  laid  her  hand  on  her  sister's  shoulder, 
*Hush  !  hush!  my  dear!  It  shall  all  come  right, 
and  you  shall  have  a  much  prettier  drawing  than 
Mr.  Brownlow's  when  I  come  back  from  London. 
Myra,  why  do  you  always  make  **  Much  ado  about 
nothing?'" 

<  I  said  what  I  thought,'  replied  Myra. 

'  And  that  is  just  what  you  ought  not  to  do.  What 
would  become  of  us  all  if  we  said  what  we  thought — 
if  we  were  compelled  to  live  in  the  Palace  of  Truth  ? ' 

*  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  we  could  live  there,*  ex- 
claimed Juliet.  *  There  is  nothing  I  should  like  better 
^han  to  put  some  people  I  know  there.' 


A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WOBLD.  163 

*  But  it  has  been  tried,  dear  child,  and  failed,'  said 
Rosamond.  *  You  remember  Madame  de  Grenlis'  tale  ? 
Annette,  will  jou  be  so  very  kind  as  to  run  up  to 
my  room  and  bring  me  down  the  green  portfolio. 
You  will  find  it  behind  the  arm-chair.  I  can  put  up 
the  drawings  then,  and  we  shall  have  finished  the 
business.' 

Annette  obeyed.  Myra  remained  deep  in  thought. 
Presently  she  said,  earnestly,  ^  I  should  like  to  have 
my  mind  set  right  about  truth.  There  seems  to  me 
a  difference  between  saying  aU  one  thinks,  and  saying 
what  one  does  not  think.  Perhaps  I  was  wrong 
about  Annette  and  the  drawing.' 

*  Perhaps  you  were,  my  dear  ;  very  lil|:ely — I  may 
say  ;  but  we  won't  talk  anything  more  about  it.' 

*  We  can't,'  said  Juliet,  *  here  is  Mr.  Verney ;'  and 
just  then  Mr.  Verney  appeared  at  the  half-open 
window.  He  began  with  an  apology.  *  Am  I  very 
intrusive  ?  I  could  find  no  one  in  the  drawing-room, 
and  Mrs.  Cameron  is  not  in  the  boudoir,  and  I  thought 
I  might  just  be  allowed  to  leave  a  message  in  the 
school-room;  but  I  had  no  idea  of  interrupting  so 
much  business.' 

*  Pray,  come  in.'  Rosamond  threw  up  the  window, 
which  opened  from  the  ground,  and  Mr.  Verney  en- 
tered. The  drawings,  which  the  moment  before  were 
about  to  be  shut  up  in  the  portfolio,  were  now  left 
open,  and  Mr.  Verney  was  required  to  give  his 
opinion  as  to  the  best  mode  of  packing  them.  This 
led  to  an  inspection  of  them,  and  the  view  from  the 
Bridge  of  St.  Martin  was  particularly  admired. 
Rosamond  had  never  been  abroad,  and  Mr.  Verney 
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became  interested,  and  as  much  excited  as  was  possible 
for  him,  as  he  described  the  scenery  of  Chamouni 
and  Mont  Blanc. 

Mjra  sat  by,  silent^  and  evidently  not  listening,  as 
was  her  wont.  Mr.  Verney's  quick  eye  remarked 
this,  and  he  turned  to  her  and  asked  what  was  the 
matter. 

The  short  answer,  'Nothing,  thank  you,  only  I  was 
wishing  to  understand  something,'  made  everyone 
laugh;  and  then  poor  Myra  blushed,  and  felt  that  she 
had  been  very  foolish,  and  not  quite  simple.  When 
persons  are  thinking  of  anything  which  is  really  in- 
teresting to  them,  they  are  not  so  willing  to  let  those 
about  them  know  it.  She  was  punished  now,  for  no 
inquiry  was  made  as  to  the  subject  of  her  cogitations, 
and  Mr.  Verney  continued  to  give  his  attention  to 
Rosamond  and  the  drawings.  Perhaps  it  was  a  little 
latent  ill-humour  which  induced  Myra  to  watch  them 
so  much  and  so  critically.  When  we  are  vexed  with 
ourselves,  it  is  a  relief  to  vent  our  vexation  upon 
others.  Mr.  Verney  was  very  agreeable  in  his 
information,  and  Rosamond  very  sensible  in  her 
questions,  but  Myra  would  have  liked  better  to  listen 
if  they  had  talked  as  they  generally  did — lightly.  It 
seemed  unnatural  to  hear  them  say  anything  really  in 
earnest,  and  she  could  have  almost  accused  them  of 
pretence,  until  suddenly  a  thought  struck  her,  which, 
as  it  flashed  across  her  mind,  cleared  away  a  whole 
mist  of  perplexity  :  Mr.  Verney  and  Rosamond  were 
falling,  or  had  fallen  in  love  with  each  other.  That 
was  the  reason  why  Mr.  Verney  lingered  at  the  Hall, 
and  why  Rosamond  was  so  charmed  to  go  to  London. 
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In  one  moment  Myra  was  in  the  very  centre  of  a 
romance,  almost  as  exciting  as  if  she  had  been  the 
heroine  herself.  Yes,  it  was  all  true.'  All  that  she 
had  heard  and  read  of,  and  only  half  believed  in,  was 
being  acted  before  her.  There  could  be  no  mistake. 
Bosamond  was  so  much  more  shy  with  Mr.  Yerney 
than  with  anyone  else,  and  he  was  always  watching 
her,  though  he  talked  but  little  to  her.  That  was 
quite  the  right  way  of  falling  in  love,  and  now  Rosa- 
mond was  showing  herself  to  the  best  advantage,  and 
Mr.  Verney  was  drawing  her  out  as  he  would  draw 
anyone  out,  and  so  they  must  understand  each  other 
better  and  better. 

Mr.  Veruey  was  rather  old,  to  be  sure;  but  then  he 
was  infinitely  more  clever  and  pleasant  than  any 
young  man  she  had  ever  seen,  and  Eosamond  was  quite 
of  an  age  to  be  married.  Myra  did  not  exactly  feel 
that  she  should  like  to  marry  Mr.  Yerney  herself,  she 
should  be  so  much  afraid  of  him,  but  as  a  brother  he 
would  be  delightful. 

In  the  excitement  of  her  satisfaction  at  this,  the 
first  discovery  she  had  ever  made,  or  supposed  she 
had  made,  in  the  great  romance  of  life^  Myra  found 
herself  compelled  to  rush  away  and  calm  herself  by  a 
solitary  walk  on  the  terrace,  and  on  the  way  she 
encountered  Mrs.  Patty. 

A  rather  hurried  step  and  a  quick  utterance 
betokened  some  mental  disturbance,  as  the  question 
was  suddenly  put ;  *  My  dear,  are  you  sure  your 
papa  will  be  at  home  this  evening  ?' 

'  Oh  I  yes,  quite  sure;  at  least  I  think  so.    No  one 
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has  heard  the  contrary  that  I  know  of :  shall  I  go 
and  ask  mamma  ? ' 

*  No,  my  dear,  thank  you ;  I  can  ask  myself,  if  you 
are  m  doubt.' 

^  I  do  n't  think  I  am  in  doubt.  I  am  nearly  sure  I 
am  not'  Myra  spoke  as  though  certainty  upon  any 
point  was  at  that  instant  unattainable,  and  so,  in  her 
preoccupied  state  of  mind,  it  was.  Her  manner  tried 
Mrs.  Patty's  patience,  and  she  said  rather  sharply, 
'  My  dear,  you  will  never  get  through  the  world  if 
you  can't  tell '  yes '  from  '  no '  better  than  that.  What 
has  happened  to  you  this  morning  ? ' 

^  Nothing, — nothing  at  all.  I  was  only  going  to 
walk  up  and  down  the  terrace.  Indeed,  Mrs.  Patty,' 
and  Myra's  brain  became  rather  more  clear,  and  her 
manner  more  collected,  as  she  saw  her  friend's  eyes 
fixed  upon  her  inquiringly,  ^  Indeed,  there  is  nothing 
the  matter;  it  is  all  quite  natural.' 

*I  don't  understand  what  you  mean  by  quite 
natural,  my  dear.  Is  Miss  Greaves  in  the  school- 
room ? ' 

*  No.  She  went  home  early,  because  lessons  were 
rather  irregular  to-day.  You  know  Rosamond  is 
packing;  at  least,  she  was  packing  till  Mr.  Verney 
came.'  Myra,  as  she  said  this,  looked  painfully  con- 
scious, for  she  felt  as  if  she  was  betraying  a  secret. 
And  perhaps  she  was  awakening  a  suspicion,  for 
Mrs.  Patty  said,  shortly,  *  Has  Mr.  Verney  been  here 
all  the  morning,  then  ?  ' 

*  Oh,  no  ;  only  a  little  while.  He  came  to  leave  a 
message,  and  then  he  stayed.' 

*  As  he  always  stays/  murmured  Mrs.  Patty. 
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Mjra  read  in  Mrs.  Patty's  open  face  a  confirma- 
tion of  her  own  thoughts.  The  temptation  to  speak 
freely  was  too  great  to  be  resisted,  and  she  ex- 
claimed,  *  Oh!  Mrs.  Patty,  do  you  think  they  will  be 
married  ? ' 

'Married!'  and  there  was  a  pause.  'My  dear, 
do  n't  trouble  yourself  about  such  things.  If  they 
come  into  your  head,  turn  them  out.  They  are  not 
your  affair/ 

*  But  may  I  talk  to  you  ?  will  you  come  out  on  the 
terrace  with  me  ?  I  should  just  like  to  say  what  I 
think  to  some  one,'  said  Myra. 

Mrs.  Patty  assented  in  action,  though  she  was 
silent,  tiU  they  reached  the  terrace;  then  she  said, 
'  Myra,  who  put  that  fancy  into  your  head  ?  * 

*  No  one,'  replied  Myra.  *  It  came  of  its  own  accord, 
but  I  am  sure  it  is  true.' 

'  Then,  my  dear,  you  will  do  well  to  talk  it  out  to 
your  mamma,  but  to  no  one  else.  I  would  rather  not 
hear  about  it' 

*  But,  dear  Mrs.  Patty,  you  know  I  can't  say  any- 
thing to  mamma;  she  might  be  angry:  and  there  may 
be  nothing  in  it;  only  I  am  sure  of  it,  and  so  would 
you  be  if  I  might  only  talk  to  you  about  it.' 

Mrs.  Patty  was  sorely  perplexed.  She  had  very 
strict  notions  upon  many  subjects,  more  especially 
upon  the  confidence  which  ought  to  exist  between 
mothers  and  daughters,  and  the  idea  of  discussing 
with  Myra,  unknown  to  Mrs.  Cameron,  the  proba- 
bility of  such  an  event  as  Rosamond's  marriage,  was 
opposed  both  to  her  lady-like  sense  of  fitness,  and 
her  Christian  sense  of  duty.     The  reply  to  Myra's 
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remark  was  discouraging:   ^My  dear,  I  don't  like 
gossip,  and  the  Doctor  does  n*t  approve  of  it.' 

*  But  is  it  gossip  to  talk  about  one's  family  ?  I 
thought  gossip  only  concerned  other  persons  I' 

*  I  never  looked  for  the  meaning  in  the  dictionary,' 
replied  Mrs.  Patty;  ^but  it  strikes  me  that  any  such 
talk  about  things  which  do  n't  concern  one  must  be 
gossip.' 

*  And  must  I  never  be  free — never  say  anything  ? 
Must  I  be  shut  up  all  my  life  ? '  exclaimed  Myra, 
fretfully. 

^  My  dear,  I  am  not  quite  the  person  to  give  an 
opinion,  because  I  often  say  things  myself  which  I 
ought  not.  But  the  Doctor  declares  that  the  first 
thing  we  should  all  learn,  men  and  women  both,  is  to 
hold  our  tongues;  especially  about  this  little  matter  of 
falling  in  love.' 

*  But  it  is  not  a  little  matter.  It  is  the  great  thing 
in  life,'  said  Myra. 

'AH  the  more  reason  for  being  careful  what  we 
say  about  it.' 

*  Only  we  must  talk  of  it,'  persisted  Myra,  *  because 
it  comes  before  us,  and  we  can't  help  seeing  it.' 

'  We  can't  help  fancying  we  see  it  But,  my  dear, 
when  you  have  lived  as  long  as  1  have,  you  will 
understand  that  it  is  one  of  those  matters  about 
which  lookers-on  are  very  apt  to  blunder.  Half  the 
people  whom  I  thought  were  going  to  marry,  have 
turned  round  at  last  and  taken  to  somebody  else.' 

*  So  people  do  n't  marry  those  they  fall  in  love  with,' 
said  Myra.  'But' — and  she  thought  for  an  instant 
— '  they  do  generally  in  books,' 
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'That  is,  I  suppose,  my  dear,  because  the  book 
would  not  be  liked  if  they  did  not.  But  books  and 
life  are  different.' 

*  Then  Rosamond  won't  marry  Mr.  Vemey,  and  it 
will  be  what  is  called  a  hopeless  attachment,'  said 
Myra,  in  a  tone  of  sorrowful  satisfaction. 

*It  will  be  what  God  chooses  it  to  be,  my  dear; 
what  is  best  fitted  for  them  both  for  their  trial; 
since,  anyhow,  you  know,  Myra,  marriage  must  be  a 
trial.' 

*  Must  it  ? '  said  Myra;  *  I  thought  it  was  a  blessing.' 

*  Surely,  a  blessing,  but  a  trial  too.  All  blessings 
are  trials.  They  show  what  we  are  by  the  way  in 
which  we  take  them.' 

*  Yes,  trials  in  that  way,'  observed  Myra.  *  But 
when  a  woman  is  married  she  is  less  responsible  than 
when  she  is  not  married,  because  she  has  only  to 
obey  her  husband;  and,  Mrs.  Patty,  that  was  what  I 
thought  about  Rosamond,  that  she  would  have  nothing 
to  do  but'  to  follow  Mr.  Verney's  advice,  and  that 
then  she  would  be  quite  sure  always  to  do  right.' 

'  I  am  not  so  clear  upon  that  point,  my  dear.  I 
should  like  to  know  more  of  Mr.  Vemey  before  I 
quite  decided  that  his  advice  would  always  be  right. 
It  might  be;  but  then  again,  it  might  not.  And,  after 
all,  though  a  woman  is  a  wife,  she  has  a  soul  of  her 
own,  and  will  be  judged  according  to  her  own 
knowledge  and  conscience.  No  one  can  get  rid  of 
that  responsibility.' 

^  At  all  events,  Rosamond  would  find  it  easy  to 
obey,'  said  Myra,  *  for  everyone  must  feel  obliged  to 
obey  Mr.  Vemey.     That  is  what  I  should  like,  Mrs. 
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Patty.    I  should  bate  to  have  a  husband  who  was 
not  determined  to  have  his  own  way.' 

*  Very  good,  my  dear.  But  first  take  care  that  his 
way  is  a  right  way.' 

*  I  should  find  that  out  before  I  was  married/  said 
Myra.  *  I  could  never  marry  any  man  whom  I  did 
not  respect  more  than  anyone  else  in  all  the  world.' 

*  Quite  right,  my  dear,  but  that  is  not  the  way  of 
the  world ;  at  least,  if  one  may  judge  by  the  way  the 
young  ladies  go  on  in  the  present  day.  They  can't 
respect  the  men  they  flirt  with.' 

^  I  do  n't  think  I  quite  understand  what  flirting  is,' 
said  Myra.     '  I  mean,  T  could  n't  describe  it.' 

^But  you  can  feel  it  fast  enough,  my  dear,'  said 
Mrs.  Patty.  '  It  is  a  thing  much  better  felt  than 
described.  When  you  see  a  young  lady  chattering 
and  smiling  in  a  way  which  makes  you  long  to  take 
hold  of  her  and  shut  her  up  in  a  dark  closet,  you  may 
be  quite  sure  that  is  flirting.' 

*  But  gentlemen  flirt  too,  do  n't  they  ?  '  said  Myra. 

*  Certainly.  But  they  can't  unless  women  encou- 
rage them.  Remember,  Myra,  if  you  ever  flnd  even 
the  tone  of  a  man's  voice  freer  than  is  pleasant  to 
you,  you  may  be  tolerably  sure  you  have  yourself 
to  thank  for  it' 

^  But  it  must  be  very  difficult  to  keep  such  a  watch 
over  oneself,'  said  Myra,  ^  when  one  is  in  high  spirits, 
and  pretty,  and  admired,  like  Rosamond.' 

*  No  doubt  it  is,  my  dear.  And  as  I  never  was  pretty 
and  admired,  I  never  had  the  temptations  which  many 
have,  and  so  I  have  no  right  to  condemn  them. 
Indeed,  I  very  often  take  myself  to  task  for  feeling 
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as  I  do  about  flirting,  but  I  can't  be  patient  with  it. 
It  is  something  which  gives  me  a  kind  of  creeping 
shudder  of  distaste.  I  do  n't  say  it  is  right  to  feel  it. 
We  are  all  human,  and  very  vain  and  weak,  and  it 
is  a  long  time  since  I  was  a  girl.  I  dare  say  I  flirted 
in  my  way  then,  only  I  have  forgotten.'  ^ 

*  But  people  need  not  flirt  when  they  fall  in  love,* 
said  Myra. 

*  Certainly  not,  my  dear.  Falling  in  love  is  the 
reality,  and  flirting  is  the  sham;  that  is  why  it  is  so 
hatefuL' 

^Perhaps  Rosamond  is  flirting,'  said  Myra,  thought- 
fully; *  but  then ' —  she  paused  for  a  moment  — *  Mr. 
Vemey  would  not  flirt.' 

*Time  wiU  show,  my  dear.  Anyhow,  I  don't 
want  you  to  trouble  your  little  head  about  it.' 

And  that  was  aU  the  interest  or  sympathy  which 
Myra  could  get  from  Mrs.  Patty,  and  rather  hard  it 
seemed,  especially  as  the  few  observations  which  had 
been  made  tended  considerably  to  withdraw  the  veil  of 
romance  which  she  had  been  prepared  to  throw  over 
her  sister  and  Mr.  Vemey.  Flirting  could  under  no 
circumstances  be  romantic  or  exciting.  Little  as  Myra 
knew  about  it,  her  womanly  instinct  told  her  that  it 
was  alow,  selfish,  cold-hearted  amusement,  utterly  des- 
tructive of  every  high  and  noble  feeling.  The  suspi- 
cion of  blame,  however,  rested  entirely  on  Rosamond. 
Mr.  Vemey  was,  in  Myra's  eyes,  far  removed  as  a 
saint  from  any  such  possibility.  Perhaps  he  was 
really  attached  to  Rosamond,  and  perhaps  she  was 
trifling  with  him.  That  was  another  phase  of  the 
romance  of  love  of  which  she  had  read.     One  thing 


was  clear — for  Mrs.  Patty  had  betrayed  it  in  spite 
of  her  caution — ^Myra  had  a  foundation  for  her  sus- 
picions, and  she  felt  herself  suddenly  grown  older,  as 
she  saw  herself  thus  brought  face  to  face  with  a  pos- 
sibility which  up  to  this  time  she  had  been  taught 
to  coi}8ider  lying  in  the  distant  future. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

MR.  CAMERON  believed  himself  very  exact  in 
keeping  his  engagements.  He  had  his  chambers 
in  London,  and  often  slept  there  ;  but  he  always  took 
care  to  give  his  wife  notice  when  he  intended  to  do 
so.  He  rejoiced  in  telegraphic  despatches ;  there 
was  an  importance  about  them,  and  a  freedom  from 
any  plebeian  regard  for  money,  which  suited  his  dig- 
nity. But  they  kept  his  family  in  a  continual  fer- 
ment. Mrs.  Cameron  never  knew  till  the  last  London 
train  had  arrived  whether  the  alarming  official  docu- 
ment, containing  the  laconic  announcement  '  I  sleep 
in  London,'  might  not  be  put  into  her  hands,  bringing 
to  her,  in  spite  of  long  habit,  visions  of  sudden  illness, 
and  railway  accidents,  and  all  their  train  of  horrors. 

It  was  in  vain,  therefore,  for  Mrs.  Patty  to  ask 
for  any  certain  intelligence  of  Mr.  Cameron's  move- 
ments, and,  to  confess  the  truth,  she  knew  this  quite 
well;  but  the  peculiar  habit  of  mind  which  made  her 
always  look  forward,  and  settle  what  was  to  be  done, 
so,  as  she  said,  not  to  neglect  anything,  was  too 
strong  for  her  mental  conviction,  and,  like  many 
over-scrupulous  persons,  she  often  wasted  valuable 
moments  in  endeavouring  to  make  that  assurance 
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*  doubly  sure,'  which  in  reality  could  not  be  su^:^  / 
all.     Twice  that  day  she  stopped  at  the  Hall,  on  J&e^^ 
way  to  and  from  the  village,  to  enquire  whether  fti^^ 
message  had  been  received  from  Mr.  Cameron 
whether  it  was  quite  certain  that  he  would  be 
home  to  dinner;  and  each  time,  being  told  that  1^^ 
was  expected,  left  a  message  that  she  would  come  up 
in  the  evening  to  talk  to  him  about  a  little  business. 
Probably  Mr.  Cameron  was  not   particularly  well 
pleased  with  the  announcement,  when  he  thought 
that  his  day's  toil  was  over,  but  he  made  no  comment 
upon  it  when  it  was  communicated  to  him  by  his 
wife.     His  face  had  a  preoccupied  expression,  and, 
after  a  moment's  silence,  he  said, '  You  have  arranged, 
I  believe,  for  Rosamond's  visit  to-morrow?' 

*  Yes;  that  is,  if  you  quite  approve.  I  believe  I 
did  right;  you  said  that  she  might  go  up  with  you.' 

*  She  can't ;  I  have  an  engagement  out  of  town 
to-morrow.  I  shall  not  be  there  till  evening  ;  then 
I  shall  sleep  there.' 

*0h!  that  changes  everything.  What  would  you 
wish  to  have  done  ?' 

*  What  would  you  wish,  my  dear  ?  These  are 
matters  for  a  lady's  arrangement.' 

*  Conyers  might  go  up  with  her;  or — I  think  Mr. 
Vemey  is  going ;  he  might  take  care  of  her  for  such 
a  short  way.' 

Mr.  Cameron's  face  darkened.  'Cordelia!  you 
forget  the  opinion  of  the  world.  I  will  not  have  my 
daughter  travelling  about  with  Mr.  Verney.' 

*  Certainly  not,  my  dear  Mr.  Cameron.  (Mrs. 
Cameron  had  never   reached  the  familiarity  of  a 
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Christian  name.)     Anything   you  wish;    but  it  is 
such  a  very  little  distance,  I  thought  — ' 

*  My  dear  Cordelia,  you  think  in  the  wrong  place. 
When  thinking  would  be  of  some  use,  you  act  with- 
out it ;  when  it  can  be  of  no  use,  you  perplex  yourself 
with  it.  I  do  not  choose  that  Rosamond  should  go 
up  to  London  with  Mr.  Verney.' 

*0f  course,  it  will  be  just  as  you  wish,'  was  the 
reply. 

*  It  must  be  just  as  I  wish  for  the  future,  though 
it  has  not  been  for  the  past.  Eosamond  ought  never 
to  have  been  allowed  to  go  to  the  Verney s.' 

Poor  Mrs.  Cameron  I  It  was  as  if  a  thunderbolt 
had  fallen  at  her  feet.  Why,  the  visit  had  been  pro- 
posed, and  discussed,  and  settled,  all  with  her  hus- 
band's consent.  She  would  never  have  thought  of 
it  if  he  had  objected.  But  some  error  had  been 
committed,  it  was  evident,  and  the  masculine  charac- 
ter was  not  to  be  called  upon  to  bear  the  burden  of 
that  imputation. 

*It  ought  never  to  have  been,'  continued  Mr. 
Cameron  ;  '  Rosamond  is  too  young  to  go  into  society 
without  some  one  to  watch  her.' 

'But  I  am  so  unwell,  my  dear  Mr.  Cameron,  I 
can't  bear  late  hours;  and  Mr.  Verney  is  such  an 
old  friend,  and  so  very  fond  of  Rosamond.  Indeed, 
if  you  remember — ' 

*My  dear,  I  can  remember  nothing,  except  that 
you  have  been  guilty  of  a  blunder,  and  that  all  we 
can  do  is  to  make  the  best  of  it.  Why  do  n't  they 
send  up  dinner?' 

Mr.  Cameron  rang  the  bell ;  desired  that  the  cook 
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sliould  be  told  that  dinner  was  ten  minutes  behind 
time ;  declined  to  hear  any  explanation  as  to  the 
difference  of  clocks,  and  walked  out  of  the  room. 
His  wife  was  left  in  a  state  of  nervous  worry,  which 
exhibited  itself  in  a  tone  of  Toice  so  plaintive  that  * 
Mr.  Cameron,  after  bearing  with  it  as  well  as  he 
could  until  dessert  was  placed  on  the  table,  put  an 
end  to  it,  when  the  servants  were  gone,  by  saying, 
patronisingly,  *My  dear  Cordelia,  you  have  good 
intentions — most  women  have;  I  give  you  every 
credit  for  them.'  And  Mrs.  Cameron  sighed,  and 
smiled,  and  sighed,  and  was  ^  herself  again.' 

But  not  so  Mr.  Cameron.  Mrs.  Patty  perceived 
this  when,  on  her  arrival  at  the  Hall  after  dinner, 
she  was  ushered  into  the  library,  and  found  him 
ready  for  the  proposed  business  interview  —  ready, 
at  least,  so  far  as  a  seat  in  an  arm-chair,  and  a 
paper-knife  held  in  his  hand,  to  be  rapped  gently 
when  he  grew  impatient,  could  make  him  so.  But 
not  at  all  ready  if  any  judgement  could  be  formed 
from  his  face,  for  his  cold  grey  eyes  looked  out  from 
under  their  dark  eyelashes  with  a  glance  which  was 
all  the  more  alarming  to  Mrs.  Patty,  because  the 
irritability  it  betrayed  was  otherwise  so  outwardly 
controlled. 

But  Mrs.  Patty  was  bold  as  a  lion  when  she  had  to 
ask  for  another  ;  and  she  began  without  apology  or 
preface  :  *  Mr.  Cameron,  I  promised  Miss  Medley  I 
would  come  and  talk  to  you  about  a  little  business. 
She  is  too  nervous  to  come  herself;  and  I  said — 
indeed,  I  was  sure  you  would  feel  for  her  as  a  neigh- 
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bour.     As  the  Doctor  says,  it  is  a  great  bond,  living 
in  one  parish.' 

*  The  good  Doctor  says  what  is  very  true  ;  may  I 
ask  what  the  business  is  ? ' 

*  It  is  a  puzzling  business.  I  do  n't  know  that  I 
can  make  it  quite  clear.  I  am  not  so  young  as  I  was, 
Mr.  Cameron  ;  and  my  memory  is  not  like  yours.* 

Mr.  Cameron  bowed,  and  merely  repeated  in  a 
questioning  tone  :  *  And  the  business  ?  ' 

*  Yes,  the  business ;  let  me  see.  You  know, 
Mr.  Cameron,  that  Miss  Medley  has  a  nephew  in 
India  ? ' 

*  I  believe  I  have  heard  so.' 

*  Oh  !  but  you  must  know.  Her  nephew  ;  the  one 
she  brought  up  ;  the  last  of  her  sister's  family,  for 
whom  she  sacrificed  so  much.  He  went  to  India 
just  when  she  came  to  live  at  Yare.' 

*  Yes,  I  recall  the  circumstances  now,'  said  Mr. 
Cameron. 

'He  has  had  more  than  half  her  money  spent 
upon  him,  in  one  way  and  another,'  continued  Mrs. 
Patty.     *  She  spoilt  him,  no  doubt ;  and  — ' 

*  He  has  been  in  India  ever  since,  I  believe,'  politely 
interrupted  Mr.  Cameron. 

'  Yes,  for  five-and-twenty  years.  He  is  a  widower, 
and  has  one  daughter,  who  was  educated  in  England ; 
but  he  always  kept  her  away  from  his  aunt,  because 
she  was  not  grand  enough  for  him.  He  is  un- 
grateful, Mr.  Cameron ;  he  cares  for  nothing  but 
himself.' 

'  And  he  is  coming  home  ?  '  inquired  Mr.  Cameron. 

'  Not  yet ;  nothing  is  fixed.     In  fact,  my  belief  is 
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that  he  can't  afford  it ;  he  has  lived  in  such  style. 
His  daughter,  Charlotte,  has  been  indulged  like  a 
princess.     They  say  she  is  very  beautiful.' 

*  And  you  wish  to  have  my  advice  about  this  young 
lady?'  inquired  Mr.  Cameron,  as  he  gently  tapped  the 
paper-knife. 

*No,  not  about  the  young  lady,    but  about   her 
papa.     Gentlemen  are  more  difficult  to  deal  with  than 
young  ladies,  Mr.   Cameron  ;    at  least,   poor  Missv 
Medley  finds  it  so.      Mr.  Stuart,  I  fear,  may  be  an 
extravagant  man.' 

*  Perhaps  what  the  gentleman  is,  will  be  found  to 
be  of  more  consequence,  on  the  present  occasion,  than 
what  Mrs.  Patty  Kingsbury  fears  he  may  be,'  ob- 
served Mr.  Cameron,  in  a  tone  which  passed  like  a 
cold  blast  over  Mrs.  Patty's  nerves,  but  which  had  the 
desired  effect  of  bringing  her  to  the  point. 

*  You  want  me  to  ask  my  question  at  once,  Mr. 
Cameron  ;  but  if  I  do,  I  shall  have  to  go  back  after- 
wards. Mr.  Stuart  wants  Miss  Medley  to  lend  him 
some  more  money.' 

*  Precisely.' 

*  But  that  is  not  the  whole.  I  shall  have  a  diffi- 
culty in  explaining,  because  I  do  n't  know  everything 
myself.' 

Mr.  Cameron  stood  up  :  *  Excuse  me,  my  good 
Mrs.  Patty,  but  if  I  am  to  give  an  opinion,  do  me  the 
favour  to  refer  me  to  some  one  who  does  know  every- 
thing.' 

*But  I  can't,  Mr.  Cameron  ;  Miss  Medley  will  not 
tell  me.  But  the  question  of  security  is  what  I  wish 
to  know  about — what  the  Doctor  wishes,  rather.     I 
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told  him  what  Miss  Medley  told  me,  and  he  could  not 
understand — ' 

*  Indeed ! ' 

*  But  he  said  you  might ;  and  so  I  came.  This  is 
what  the  Doctor  wrote  down  about  it  He  is  not  at 
all  well  to-day  ;  but  he  took  a  great  deal  of  trouble 
to  make  it  clear,  for  he  is  very  anxious  that  Miss 
Medley  should  not  be  led  into  difficulties.' 

Mr.  Cameron  took  the  paper  which  Mrs.  Patty 
held  out  to  him  with  an  inclination  of  the  head, 
all  the  more  courteous,  because  he  allowed  himself, 
at  the  same  moment,  to  toss  the  paper-knife  on  the 
table. 

In  the  solemn  silence  wl^ch  ensued,  Mrs.  Patty 
might  have  heard  the  beating  of  her  own  heart,  but 
for  the  ticking  of  Mr.  Cameron's  admirable  time- 
piece, never  known  —  or,  which  did  just  as  well, 
never  acknowledged  —  to  lose  or  gain  in  the  course 
of  the  year. 

Mr.  Cameron  read  through  the  paper  carefully 
twice  ;  then,  laying  it  on  the  table,  said  :  *  Dr.  Kings- 
bury asks  a  difficult  question,  requiring  a  careful  legal 
answer.' 

*  No  doubt,'  replied  Mrs.  Patty ;  *  because,  you  see, 
Mr.  Cameron,  if  the  question  was  not  about  law,  he 
would  most  likely  have  been  able  to  answer  it  him- 
self 

'  Exactly  so  ;  I  think  it  may  be  better  for  me  to 
reply  to  it  in  writing.  Messages,  Mrs.  Patty,  are 
apt  to  create,  rather  than  to  lessen,  a  difficulty.' 

*  Very  true  ;  especially  when  they  are  sent  by  a 
person  who  has  a  bad  memory.' 

N  2 
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*  May  I  venture,  then,  to  detain  you  whilst  I  write 
a  note  ? ' 

*  Oh  !  I  can  wait  just  as  long  as  you  like  ;  but  the 
Doctor  said  I  might  ask  you  one  more  favour,  in 
order  to  carry  back  a  little  comfort  to  poor  Miss 
Medley.  She  is  very  anxious  to  see  some  one  who 
understands  law  matters  ;  and  she  thinks,  that  if  you 
would  kindly  undertake  to  hear  all  she  has  to  say, 
you  might  not  only  give  an  opinion  as  to  the  security, 
but  help  her  to  see  her  way  as  to  some  other  points. 
The  fact  is,  Mr.  Cameron — I  do  n't  wish  it  to  go 
farther — ^but  the  Doctor  thinks,  from  what  I  tell  him, 
that  the  poor  thing  is  being  worried  out  of  any  sense 
she  ever  possessed;  aiid  I  never  could  think  that 
much  since  I  found  her  so  bewitched  with  the 
globules.  Still,  talking  is  a  comfort  to  her  ;  and,  if 
you  could  see  her,  you  might  get  more  out  of  her 
than  anyone  else.' 

*  Dr.  Kingsbury  refers  to  this  wish  in  his  note,'  said 
Mr.  Cameron. 

*  Yes,  he  told  me  he  should  ask  you.  The  Doctor 
would  see  her  himself  if  he  were  able,  but  he  has 
symptoms  of  gout  again,  and  even  if  he  could  go,  lio 
says  he  should  not  have  the  same  influence.  The 
Doctor  is  very  good  at  a  sermon,  as  everyone  knows  ' 
(Mr.  Cameron  bowed  assent),  *  but  there  is  a  differ- 
ence, at  least  so  he  thinks,  between  that  and  law  — 
though  as  I  tell  him,  if  people  would  listen  to  sermons, 
they  would  not  go  to  law.' 

*Most  true;  and  if  people  would  listen  to  law,  they 
would  not  talk  so  much  nonsense  in  sermons,  Mrs. 
Patty;'  and  Mr.  Cameron  relaxed  into  a  smile.  *But 
that  is  beside  the  point.     If  you  and  Dr.  Kingsbury 
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really  believe  that  a  visit  from  me  would  be  any 
comfort  to  the  unhappy  lady,  it  would  of  course  be  my 
duty  to  go  to  her.' 

Mrs.  Patty  looked  and  felt  as  though  she  had 
gained  a  triumph,  and  she  was  right.  Her  simple 
kind-heartedness  had  without  any  direct  intention 
touched  Mr.  Cameron  upon  a  vulnerable  point.  He 
liked  to  be  consulted ;  he  desired  especially  to  be  the 
general  referee  in  his  own  parish ;  and  he  was  by 
no  means  insensible  to  the  wants  of  his  fellow-crea^ 
tures,  whether  moral  or  physical.  The  old  nursery 
rhyme  — 

Of  all  my  mother's  children  I  love  myself  the  best. 
And  when  I  am  proyided  for,  I  care  not  for  the  rest  — 

was  true  of  him,  as  it  is  of  a  vast  majority  of  persons, 
only  so  far  as  regarded  the  statement  in  the  first  line. 
He  wrote  his  note  to  Dr.  Kingsbury,  and  then  wished 
Mrs.  Patty  a  really  cordial  good-bye,  feeling  that  for 
once  she  had  assisted  him  to  recover  the  stately 
equanimity  which  alone  befitted  him.  In  the  con- 
templation of  his  importance  and  usefulness,  he  was 
able  to  forget  the  stupid  piece  of  gossip,  over- 
heard accidentally  at  the  railway-station,  which 
had  coupled  Rosamond's  name  with  Mr.  Verney's, 
and  asserted  that  she  must  be  engaged  to  him, 
because  she  was  going  to  stay  with  the  Verneys  in 
London.  Mr.  Cameron  despised  such  reports;  he 
knew  there  was  nothing  in  them ;  they  were  but  the 
rumour  of  a  day,  and  would  be  forgotten  to-morrow; 
and  the  idea  was  an  absurdity.  But  still  it  irritated 
him.  What  business  had  people  to  talk  of  him  or  his 
family  ?     It  was  so  impertinent  I 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 

IT  was  the  same  evening.  The  church-clock  had 
just  struck  half-past  seven,  and  the  chilliness 
which  lingers  in  the  air,  even  in  the  month  of  Maj, 
was  enough  to  serve  as  an  excuse  to  fidgety  invalids 
to  light  a  little  fire,  and  make  a  comfortable  sem- 
blance of  winter.  Mrs.  Hajnes  had  persuaded  Miss 
Medley  to  have  a  fire.  *  It  was  good  for  company,' 
she  said,  ^  as  well  as  for  warmth.'  And  the  advice 
was  taken,  though  not  without  evident  compunctions 
of  conscience  on  Miss  Medley's  part,  and  many  ex- 
pressions of  self-reproach  for  such  extravagance, 
*  Especially  now,  when  it  was  right — when  it  was 
necessary — when  indeed,  if  Mrs.  Haynes  did  but 
know,  she  might  say  very  differently.  But  it  was 
cold,  no  doubt;  people  could  not  live  without  warmth; 
it  was  part  of  the  principle  of  life,  so  Dr.  Medley 
had  often  said.  Caloric  was  a  vital  necessity,'  &c. 
Mrs.  Haynes  cut  short  the  scientific  disquisition  by 
putting  a  lighted  match  to  the  scraps  of  brown  paper 
and  fragments  of  damp  sticks  with  which  little  Miss 
Haynes  had  filled  the  grate  that  morning,  and  in 
a  few  seconds  after  Miss  Medley  was  in  the  middle 
of  smoke^  and  its  accompaniments —  an  open  window. 
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breeze-blown  curtains,  and  flickering  candles  :  and 
kneeling  before  the  fire,  forgot  for  the  time  her 
anxieties  and  her  sorrows,  in  the  eager  desire  to  fan 
dying  sparks  and  make  green  twigs  catch.  But  that 
little  excitement  was  over  now.  The  fire  was  burning 
well,  if  not  brightly,  and  Miss  Medley,  seated  in  the 
leathern  arm-chair,  was  listening  to  the  footsteps  which 
passed  down  the  village  street,  whilst  feeling  too 
nervously  expectant  to  be  able  to  attend  to  the  piece 
of  knitting  which,  as  a  matter  of  course,  had  been 
made  ready  for  the  evening's  employment. 

There  came  a  quick  rap  at  the  street-door,  and 
Miss  Medley  seized  her  knitting,  and  as  she  trem- 
blingly held  the  needles,  succeeded  in  letting  down 
two  stitches,  and  so  preparing  for  herself  occupation 
both  for  mind  and  fingers  in  the  work  of  taking  them 
up  again.  That  was  a  little  help  in  the  effort  made 
to  overcome  nervousness;  and  in  the  slight  delay 
which  occurred  before  the  door  was  opened,  and  Mr. 
Verney  announced,  Miss  Medley  was  able  so  far  to 
recover  herself  as  to  receive  her  visitor  with  the 
politeness  and  somewhat  of  the  cordiality  due  to  an 
intimate  acquaintance. 

Mr.  Verney,  on  his  part,  was  evidently  quite  at 
home ;  at  least,  so  far  as  regarded  making  himself 
comfortable.  He  merely  said,  *  Your  fire  is  pleasant, 
though  it  is  the  month  of  May;'  and  then  he  sat  down 
in  a  low  chair  calling  itself  easy,  and  stretched  himself 
out  in  a  languid  self-indulgent  posture,  only  permis- 
sible in  the  presence  of  a  friend. 

•Yes,  it  is  cold  to-night,'  was  the  reply;  *that  is, 
chilly;  that  is,  for  an  invalid.     I  have  been  sadly 


184  A   GLIMPSE  OF  THE  WORLD. 

good-for-nothing  to-day.     Writing  that  long  letter, 
yesterday,  tired  me  a  good  deal.* 

*  And  you  have  sent  it  ? '  he  inquired. 

*No' —  there  was  some  hesitation — *  I  waited,  and  I 
thought  I  might  have  something  to  add  at  the  last 
moment,  hut  I  wished  to  be  ready  for  the  maQ.  I 
have  a  great  objection  to  being  hurried,  Mr. 
Verney.* 

*  So  have  a  good  many  people,' replied  Mr.  Verney; 
'  but  if  you  ai'e  like  me.  Miss  Medley,  you  will  feel 
satisfied  now  that  the  thing  is  done,  and  not  vex 
yourself  any  further.  Vexation  and  worry  try  the 
nerves  far  more  than  hard  work.  May  I  be  per- 
mitted to  stir  your  fire  ?  I  know  it  is  taking  a  liberty, 
for  we  have  not  known  each  other  seven  years.' 

'  It  must  be  two  years  since  George  wrote  me  home 
word  that  he  had  found  a  friend,  who  was  likely  to 
join  him  in  a  successful  speculation,'  said  Miss 
Medley.  *  I  little  thought  you  were  that  friend  when 
we  met  the  other  night  at  the  Colonel's.  George 
keeps  his  business  very  secret  always.' 

*  He  was  mistaken  as  to  success,'  said  Mr.  Verney, 
in  a  tone  of  indifference.  *I  suppose  I  have  no  right 
to  complain,  but  George  Stuart  is  not  a  fortunate 
man.  If  I  had  known  that  at  the  time,  the  wisdom 
of  the  serpent  would  have  taught  me  to  avoid  him.* 

*It  might  have  been  well  if  you  had  mutually 
avoided  each  other,  Mr.  Verney,'  said  Miss  Medley, 
shortly ;  and  as  she  spoke,  she  had  recourse  to  her 
knitting-needles,  and  worked  them  so  diligently  that 
it  would  have  appeared  there  was  no  desire  to  con- 
tinue the  subject.     Mr.  Verney,  however,  was  proof 
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against  any  such  feminine  mode  of  testifying  disap- 
probation. He  sat  silent  for  a  few  seconds,  perhaps 
to  humour  his  companion's  whim,  and  presently 
taking  up  a  book,  said,  as  he  turned  over  the  pages — 

*  I  will  put  that  letter  into  the  post  for  you,  if  you 
like.  There  may  be  some  mistake,  otherwise,  about 
the  postage.' 

No  reply,  but  the  knitting  was  evidently  in  inex- 
tricable confusion. 

*  Shall  I  take  it  for  you  ? '  was  repeated. 

*  Thank  you,  no  ;  I  can  send  it  myself.'  And  then 
Miss  Medley's  candour  got  the  better  of  her  nervous- 
ness, and  she  looked  up  at  Mr.  Verney  —  her  little 
grey  eyes  glittering  with  excitement,  and  said  :  *  I 
do  n't  think  —  I  do  n't  mean  —  that  is,  I  feel  it  will  be 
better — indeed,  Mr.  Verney,  I  have  made  up  my  mind 
to  consult  Mr.  Cameron.' 

*  Mr.  Cameron  ! '  an  exclamation  escaped  Mr.  Ver- 
ney's  lips  which  the  next  instant  he  repented.  *  Ex- 
cuse me,  Miss  Medley,  but  really,  this  is  too  senseless. 
Consult  that  stiff  buckram  fool !  I  must  call  him  a 
fool,  let  him  be  never  so  much  your  friend.  A  man 
who  knows  no  more  about  India  than  I  do  about 
Kamtschatka !  Why,  it  is  monstrous  ! '  He  started 
up,  and  paced  up  and  down  the  room. 

Miss  Medley  sat  silent,  but  trembling  all  over. 

*  You  have  done  it ! '  he  exclaimed,  stopping  as  if  an 
idea  had  struck  him.  *  This  is  only  an  excuse  for  telling 
me  that  you  have  put  my  private  affairs  into  the  hands 
of  a  man  with  whom  I  have  no  concern,  and  who,  for 
aught  I  know,  may  do  me  the  greatest  injury.' 

*  Injury  !  Oh  no ;  Mr.Cameron  is  incapable  of  that. 
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And  joor  prhnte  afiEkirs  !  Mr.  Teme j,  I  ahoold  nerer 
mention  yoor  name.  I  haTe  given  mj  word:  yoa 
ooold  never  believe  me  capable  of  sach  meanness.' 

*  I  believe  what  I  see,  and  what  I  know,  madam/ 
replied  Mr.  Yemej,  hanghtilj;  'and  since  it  is 
necessary,  I  must  again  warn  you  that  joor  yoong 
niece's  happiness,  yoor  nephew*s  prosperity  —  I  say 
nothing  of  my  own  prospects — all  depend  upon  yoor 
keeping  these  family  arrangements  strictly  within  oor 
own  knowledge.' 

*  But  the  secnrity?'  said  Miss  Medley.  '  Dr.  Eings- 
bnry  coold  give  me  no  advice,  but  he  warned  me  — * 

< Madam  !  Dr.  Kingsbury ! — ask  his  opinion!  Then 
let  the  whole  thing  go.  Crood  evening  !  I  beg  pardon 
for  having  intruded  upon  you.'  He  turned  to  the 
door,  bent,  as  Miss  Medley  supposed,  upon  taking  his 
departure.  But  no  one  else  would  have  been  so  de- 
ceived. Mr.  Yemey  had  not  the  slightest  intention 
of  going;  and  when  Miss  Medley,  in  a  feeble  voice  of 
remonstrance  and  apology,  entreated  that  he  would 
allow  her  to  explain,  he  reseated  himself,  with  a 
patronising  and  forgiving  air,  which  had  the  desired 
effect  of  entirely  confirming  the  poor  lady's  previous 
suspicions  as  to  her  own  misdeeds. 

*I  would  only  wish  to  say,  Mr.  Vemev,'  she 
b^an  — 

'  Say  anything  you  please,  dear  madam.  I  shall 
be  only  too  glad  to  find  that  I  have  been  mistaken.' 

*  Bat  you  are  not  mistaken,  Mr.  Vernev.  Oh  dear ! 
it  makes  me  very  nervous  ;  and  I  have  forgotten  to 
take  my  camomilla  to-day ;  and  Mrs.  Haynes  broke  a 
bottle  —  but  never  mind.'    Mr.  Yemey  had  thrown 
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himself  back  in  his  chair  with  a  slight  groan.  ^  I 
have  not  mentioned  you,  Mr.  Verriey;  I  only  spoke  of 
George.  I  should  never  have  done  that,  but  Mrs. 
Fatty  came  in  and  found  me  crying.  I  had  been 
thinking  much  of  our  last  conversation ;  you  had  been 
very  pressing.' 

*  Pressing,  solely  with  a  view  to  your  niece's  hap- 
piness,' interrupted  Mr.  Verney. 

*  Yes,  poor  Charlotte  I  Though  I  have  seen  so 
little  of  her,  I  am  deeply  attached  to  her.  My  poor 
misguided  nephew's  only  daughter.  It  would  be 
grievous  to  have  the  engagement  broken  off.' 

^  As  it  must  be,  unless  her  father's  affairs  are  soon 
satisfactorily  settled,'  observed  Mr.  Verney.  *  I  have 
already  explained  how  much  I  have  done  to  save  him 
from  ruin  ;  and  now,  if  he  should  fail,  I  must  all  but 
fail  too.  At  least,  it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to 
think  of  marriage.  If  the  catastrophe  should  come, 
it  will  be  shipwreck  for  all.  But  so  let  it  be,  if  so 
it  is  ordered.'  The  tone  might  have  been  that  of  a 
humble  saint.  It  completely  subdued  Miss  Medley's 
heart,  and  her  tears  flowed  fast. 

*  Indeed,  Mr.  Verney,  you  do  me  injustice.  Of 
course  I  would  help.  Of  course  I  would  do  every- 
thing in  my  power.  Relations  have  great  claims,  and 
George  was  quite  my  own  child.  But  supposing 
your  plan  for  setting  things  right  should  fail  ?  ' 

*  My  dear  madam,  it  cannot.  I  feel  for  your  anx- 
iety, but  you  must  place  confidence  in  me,  and  I  tell 
you  that  it  cannot ;  a  little  ready  money  is  all  that  is 
needed.  However,  if  you  choose  to  doubt  my  word, 
you  must.     I  have  nothing  more  to  say,  and  I  am  not 
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responsible  for  the  consequences/ — which  evidently 
implied  that  Miss  Medley  was ;  and,  as  is  the  case  with 
many  nervous  middle-aged  ladies,  responsibility  was 
her  bugbear. 

*  Poor  Charlotte  ! '  she  murmured  to  herself. 

*  Poor  Charlotte,  indeed  !  *  echoed  Mr.  Vemey ; 
*  but  your  pity  for  her  will  not  be  long  needed,  Miss 
Medley ;  she  was  a  mere  shadow  when  I  left  India ' 
— a  deep  sigh  accompanied  the  words. 

*  I  am  very  sorry  for  you,  Mr.  Verney.  I  assure 
you  I  am,  though  you  won't  believe  it.* 

*  I  am  bound  to  believe  what  a  lady  tells  me,*  was 
the  sarcastic  angwer;  *but  your  pity  is  even  more 
wasted  upon  me  than  upon  your  niece.  Miss  Medley. 
I  have  faced  the  future  as  a  man  should  face  it, 
boldly.  I  am  prepared  for  my  desolate  life.  And 
for  her '  —  and  his  voice  slightly  faltered  —  *  sorrow 
will  soon  take  her  to  her  rest.' 

*It  is  very  sad,  very  dreadful;  if  I  only  knew  what 
to  do;  if  I  could  only  have  another  opinion  about  the 
security.  But  you  know,  Mr.  Verney,  I  have  spent 
such  sums  upon  my  nephew  already.' 

*  I  know  you  have,  my  dear  madam.  I  do  n't  say 
a  word  in  his  defence,  only  he  is  Charlotte's  father.' 

*  And  you  are  quite  certain  it  is  safe  ?  ' 

*  I  am  placing  my  own  fortune  in  the  same  risk,' 
was  the  reply. 

*And  you  don't  think  Mr.  Cameron  could  give 
me  a  good  opinion  ? ' 

*  You  may  as  well  ask  him  about  the  affairs  of  the 
inhabitants  of  the  moon,  if  there  are  any.  Mr.  Came- 
ron is  an  English  lawyer.     India  is  a  myth  to  him.' 
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*  And  Charlotte  and  you  would  marry  directly  if 
the  affairs  were  put  straight  ? '  inquired  Miss  Medley. 

*  We  parted  with  that  understanding.' 

*0h  dear!'  Miss  Medley's  sigh  came  from  the 
very  depths  of  her  heart.  At  that  moment  a  knock 
was  heard  at  the  front-door,  and  she  started  up. 

'  James,  from  the  Hall,  ma'am,  has  brought  a  note, 
and  waits  for  an  answer,'  said  Mrs.  Haynes,  allowing 
only  her  head  to  be  seen  in  the  doorway. 

*  Come  in.     Tell  James  to  wait.' 

Mr.  Verney  took  the  note  from  Mrs.  Haynes,  and 
retained  it  till  she  had  retired.  As  he  laid  it  before 
Miss  Medley,  he  remarked,  carelessly,  *That  stiff 
fool!    How  like  the  writing  is  to  himself.* 

The  few  lines  were  very  easily  deciphered. 

*Mr.  Cameron  will  come  and  see  me  to-morrow,' 
exclaimed  Miss  Medley. 

*As  you  will;'  and  Mr.  Verney  drew  near  the 
table.  *  The  letters  must  go  to-night  if  they  are  to 
be  in  time  for  the  Indian  mail,  and  the  post  closes  at 
half-past  eight.' 

*But,  indeed,  you  are  mistaken.  I  always  reck- 
oned upon  sending  the  letter  to-morrow.' 

'  Then  you  must  excuse  me  for  saying  you  reckoned 
wrongly.  Just  calculate,  and  you  will  see  I  am 
right.' 

Mr.  Verney  had  suggested  an  impossibility.  Miss 
Medley  was  far  too  nervous  and  confused  to  calculate 
anything.  She  could  but  lean  back  in  her  chair, 
with  Mr.  Cameron's  note  held  in  her  trembling 
fingers,  and  say,  *  Oh  dear!  oh  dear! ' 
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*  Is  the  answer  ready,  ma'am  ?  *  asked  impatient 
Mrs.  Hajnes,  appearing  again  at  the  door. 

*  In  a  moment — just  wait  a  moment ;  or  say  I  will 
send  an  answer  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.  Oh  ! 
Mr.  Verney,  is  it  quite  necessary  the  letter  should 
go  to-night  ?' 

*  A  quarter-past  eight.'  Mr.  Verney  took  out  his 
watch,  and  held  it  in  his  hand. 

*  Oh  dear !  oh  dear  !  You  say  it  won't  do  to 
wait  ?    Not  if  I  pay  extra  ?' 

^  Sixteen  minutes  past  eight,  and  it  will  take  ten 
minutes  to  walk  to  the  post-office.* 

Miss  Medley  opened  her  desk,  and  took  out  a 
letter,  directed  but  not  closed.  *  I  am  afraid  I  have 
promised  too  decidedly.  I  might  have  given  him 
hope  enough  to  keep  up  his  spirits,  and  nothing 
more.' 

*  Hope  and  ruin,'  was  the  quiet  reply ;  and  'Miss 
Medley  closed  the  letter  and  put  it  into  Mr.  Verney's 
hands. 

He  paused  one  moment  at  the  door.  *  Let  me 
remind  you,  secrecy  is  as  necessary  as  help.  Even 
now,  one  incautious  word  about  Charlotte,  about 
myself,  about  anything,  in  short,  and  you  may  ruin 
us  all.' 
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CHAPTER  XVni. 

MYRA  CAMERON'S  life  had  sunk  back  into 
dulness  greater  than  ordinary,  in  contrast  to 
her  recent  excitement.  She  missed  Godfrey  and 
Edmund  and  Rosamond,  but  more  than  all  she  missed 
the  stimulant  of  Mr.  Verney's  society.  It  was  a 
difficult  task  to  be  cheerful,  still  more  difficult  to  be 
obedient. 

Mrs.  Cameron  took  up  Myra's  time  by  giving  her 
a  number  of  petty  employments — dressing  flowers, 
writing  notes,  carrying  messages  backwards  and 
forwards  from  the  boudoir  to  the  school-room,  with 
an  occasional  interlude  of  novel  reading.  The  good 
of  such  occupations  was  not  clear,  and  Myra  attended 
to  them  listlessly,  and  was,  in  consequence,  found  fault 
with.  Then  came  the  old  evil  of  temper,  and  some- 
times disrespectful  words.  Myra  was  scolded  as  a 
child,  and,  in  consequence,  retired  in  disgust  to  her 
own  room  to  dream  over  past  pleasures,  and  contrast 
Mr.  Verney's  unobtrusive  flattery  of  her  highest 
tastes  with  the  wearisome  complaints  to  which  she 
was  now  subject. 

It  was  a  very  dangerous  state  of  mind,  for  vanity 
was  at  the  root  of  it,  and  just  that  kind  of  vanity 
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which  was  likely  to  disguise  itself  under  the  form  of 
high  aspirations,  longings  after  the  true,  the  real, 
the  useful,  such  as  often  take  the  place  of  obedience 
to  that  matter-of-fact  piece  of  advice,  heard  by  so 
many  English  girls,  and  appreciated  by  so  few,  to 
*  do  their  duty  in  that  state  of  life  to  which  Crod  has 
called  them.' 

Myra's  safeguard  was  her  truth  ;  the  instinct  which 
made  her  see  actions  in  their  true  light,  and  call  them 
by  their  true  names.  And  now  when  she  unex- 
pectedly made  the  discovery  that  she  was  constantly 
thinking  of  what  Mr.  Yemey  would  say  or  had  said 
of  her,  how  he  would  advise  her  and  talk  to  her, 
and  regret  the  interruption  of  her  studies  —  instead 
of  believing,  that  she  was  thirsting  for  intellectual 
companionship,  and  longing  for  guidance  and  direc- 
tion, she  simply  faced  the  fact  that  she  was  very 
vain,  and  that  vanity  was  a  degrading  fault,  and 
ought  to  be  struggled  with  and  conquered.  How? 
was  the  question;  and  it  was  one  which  sounded 
Myra's  conscience  to  its  very  depth.  For  it  is  a 
great  sacrifice  which  we  are  required  to  make  when 
we  are  called  upon  to  subdue  vanity.  No  half 
measures  will  succeed.  The  root  lies  so  deep  and 
spreads  so  wide  that  the  evil  which  to-day  we  believe 
to  be  dead,  will  to-morrow  exhibit  itself  in  a  form 
and  place  for  which  we  were  wholly  unprepared. 
And  the  fault  is  one  with  which  the  world  deals  very 
gently.  It  calls  it  by  soft  names.  It  talks  of  love 
of  approbation,  and  says  that  no  character  is  perfect 
without  such  love.  Myra  had  heard  this  often,  for 
it  was  a  favourite  axiom  with  Mr.  Verney,  who  was 
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indeed  always  as  lenient  towards  principles  as  he 
was  severe  upon  actions.  Now  and  then  she  had 
ventured  upon  arguments  with  him  on  the  subject, 
and,  as  was  naturally  to  be  expected,  had  always 
been  conquered.  But  only  for  the  time.  The  in- 
stinct of  her  young  honest  heart  was  stronger  than 
his  phrenology  and  metaphysics  ;  and  Myra  felt, 
though  she  could  never  have  told  why,  that  although 
love  of  approbation  might  be  innocent,  vanity  cer- 
tainly was  not.  Where  the  one  ended  and  the  other 
began  there  was  no  necessity  for  her  to  enquire.  She 
was  not  called  upon  to  write  a  book  of  moral  philo- 
sophy for  the  enlightenment  of  the  world,  but  to 
undertake  the  work  of  self-discipline.  And  now,  in 
the  solitude  of  her  own  room,  out  of  the  reach  of 
Mr.  Verney's  sophisms,  she  was  able  to  look  at  herself 
as  in  the  sight  of  God,  and,  in  the  consciousness  of 
that  Presence,  to  judge  herself  by  the  only  true 
standard. 

Strong  faults  of  natural  disposition  are  generally* 
considered  great  evils.  Yet,  paradoxical  though  it 
may  sound,  it  would  probably  be  found  upon  enquiry 
that  in  very  many  instances  they  are  great  blessings. 
Certainly  they  were  so  in  Myra's  case.  It  was  quite 
impossible  for  her  to  shut  her  eyes  to  her  own  moral 
deformity,  especially  since  she  had  really,  from  reli- 
gious feelings,  striven  to  improve.  The  temper, 
selfishness,  vanity,  of  which  she  had  been  accused 
from  childhood,  were  quite  evident  to  herself  now. 
It  might  be  very  humiliating  to  acknowledge  them, 
but  Myra  could  not  act  a  lie  upon  herself;  and  about 
a  week  after  Mr.  Verney's  departure,  the  result  of  a 
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display  of  temper  caused  hj  wounded  vanity,    -nr/ 
had  brought  upon  her  a  lecture  from  her  fathe!/> 
the  determination  to  take  out  her  faults,  as  it  w< 
one  by  one,  to  set  them  before  herself  as  a  whole, 
see  what  was  to  be  done  with  them. 

There  was  a  kind  of  stem  satisfaction  in  the 
solve,  such  as  one  might  imagine  Brutus  to  have  had 
when  he  sat  in  judgement  upon  his  son.  Myra  liked 
anything  strong  and  determined,  even  if  it  were  self- 
condemnation.  .  It  was  not  in  her  nature  to  tamper 
oither  with  good  or  evil ;  and  a  few  months  before 
there  might  have  been  somewhat  of  the  spirit  of 
stoicism  in  this  craving  for  self-discipline  ;  but  she 
had  learnt  to  think  very  differently  since  her  illness. 
If  she  longed  for  goodness  now,  it  was  not  as  it  once 
might  have  been,  because  goodness  was  strength  and 
sin  weakness ;  but  because  there  was  the  yearning, 
longing  desire  to  love  even  as  she  had  been  loved—* 
to  obey  because  obedience  was  the  test  of  love. 

And  this  evening,  as  she  sat  lonely  and  unhappy  in 
the  evening  twilight,  struggling  with  the  remains  of 
her  lately-roused  temper,  there  was  no  wounded  pride 
in  her  self-examination.  She  had  prayed  for  guidance 
with  as  sincere  a  desire  to  be  guided,  as  to  act^ 
when  guidance  should  be  granted ;  and  it  is  this 
sincerity  of  purpose  upon  which  the  blessing  of  God 
will  always  rest. 

Myra  thought,  and  prayed,  and  thought  again,  and 
called  her  faults  by  hard  names,  and  began  to  make 
special  little  schemes  for  circumventing  each  in  par- 
ticular, until  it  suddenly  struck  her,  that  the  sacrifice 
she  was  to  make  was  not  the  uprooting  of  any  one> 
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or  two,  or  three  faults,  but  of  the  root  of  all  faults 
— the  sacrifice  of  self.  Temper,  vanity,  self-indul- 
gence, were  but  different  symptoms  of  the  same 
disease  ;  and  hitherto,  as  one  had  died  away  another 
had  sprung  up.  The  consequence  of  this  failure  had 
been  a  want  of  fixedness  of  purpose.  What  was  re- 
quired was  the  renunciation  of  self  in  every  form — 
in  thought,  in  word,  and  in  deed.  Myra  did  not  de- 
ceive herself  as  to  what  this  renunciation  implied. 
Pleasant  memories  of  past  praise;  pleasant  dreams  of 
future  flattery;  pleasant  schemes  of  self-gratification ; 
pleasant  visions  of  self-aggrandisement — all  to  be 
crushed,  trampled  upon,  kept  down,  by  a  tread,  firm 
and  merciless ;  and  in  their  stead  a  life  to  be  lived 
for  others — to  be  lost,  as  it  were,  in  the  happiness  of 
others — with  a  spirit  of  self-sacrifice  which  should 
find  its  example  in  nothing  short  of  the  sacrifice  of 
Him  who  had  given  himself  for  her. 

No  marvel  that  the  frail  human  heart  should  sink 
at  such  a  prospect.  Myra's  heart  did  sink,  but  her 
resolve  did  not  therefore  waver.  There  were  some 
minutes  of  grave  thought,  and  then  she  knelt,  and 
with  an  intensity  of  desire,  before  which  all  former 
resolutions  melted  into  nothingness,  commended  her 
weakness  to  God's  strength,  praying  Him  to  accept 
her  will,  and  give  her  grace  to  fulfil  that  most 
earnest  purpose  of  her  soul. 

Such  seasons  are,  to  the  inward  life,  seasons  of 
growth.  Myra  felt  it  to  be  so.  From  that  evening 
she  was  conscious  of  having  made  a  start  into  some- 
thing more  than  womanhood — of  having  gained  a 
strength  of  principle,  which  was  something  more 
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powerful  than  any  human  stimulus.  And  yet  the 
days  which  followed  were  marked  by  nothing  except 
greater  quietness,  and  a  more  evenly-balanced  tem- 
perament. Only  one  thing  struck  Mrs.  Cameron. 
Myra,  rather  timidly,  said  to  her  in  the  course  of 
conversation,  that  she  thought  she  was  old  enough 
now  to  stay  at  church  on  Sunday.  This  was  her  way 
of  expressing  her  wish  to  attend  to  a  hitherto  omitted 
and  sacred  duty.  Mrs.  Cameron  made  no  objection ; 
only  she  warned  Myra  that  young  people  who  pro- 
fessed to  be  religious  should  not  give  way  to  temper 
and  be  perverse — a  remark  in  which  Myra  ac- 
quiesced ;  and  that  was  all  the  outward  help  she  had 
in  preparation  for  her  first  Communion.  Dr.  Kings- 
bury took  his  part  in  the  service  on  the  Sunday,  and 
shook  hands  with  her  very  kindly  when  they  met 
afterwards ;  but  the  young,  earnest,  striving  spirit 
was  an  enigma  to  him.  He  prayed  for  it,  but  he 
did  not  know  how  to  aid  it.  It  was  ordered  in 
God's  providence  that  its  hopes  and  disappoint- 
ments, its  struggles  and  its  victories,  should  alike 
be  endured  alone.  A  trial  came  on  the  following 
day. 

*  Myra,  my  dear,  I  want  to  talk  to  you.'  This  was 
Mrs.  Cameron's  usual  mode  of  beginning  a  conver- 
sation about  nothing ;  and  Myra  sat  down  by  her 
mother's  sofa. 

'  Shut  the  door,  my  love.  Are  you  sure  that  Juliet 
and  Annette  are  in  the  school-room  ?' 

No,  Myra  was  not  sure,  and  was  sent  to  make 
certain  of  the  fact.  She  returned,  and  again  took 
her  seat. 
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*  Is  it  anything  of  consequence  you  have  to  say, 
mamma  ?' 

*  Of  consequence  !  Yes,  my  dear  ;  all  things  which 
concern  my  children  are  of  consequence.' 

Mrs.  Cameron  spoke  more  earnestly  than  usual, 
and  Myra  asked  anxiously  if  anything  was  the 
matter. 

*  Nothing  the  matter,  my  dear;  only  I  do  so  dislike 
change.  But  your  father  thinks  it  necessary,  and 
Mrs.  Verney  agrees  with  him.' 

Myra  started  from  her  seat.  *  Mrs.  Verney,  mamma ! 
Why  does  she  interfere  ?    Am  I  to  be  sent  to  school  ?* 

*  My  love,  you  are  so  impetuous.  I  said  nothing 
about  your  going  to  school.  Pray,  sit  down  again. 
1  consider  your  education  finished.  But  the  two 
younger  ones  have  had  few  advantages,  and  Mrs. 
Verney  says  very  justly,  that  Miss  Greaves  is  not 
sufficient  for  them.  She  believes,  and  I  feel  she  is 
right,  that  with  proper  instruction  Annette  would  be 
equal  to  Rosamond;  and  Juliet,  though  so  clever, 
would  be  much  improved  if  she  could  be  somewhat 
softened.' 

Disliking  Mrs.  Verney,  Myra's  first  impulse  was  to 
suggest  every  possible  objection  to  the  plan. 

*  I  can't  think  school  will  be  good  for  Juliet, 
mamma.  Mrs.  Verney  can't  know  much  about  her. 
It  will  make  her  conceited.  And  Annette  is,  you 
know,  not  always  truthful;  and  if  she  should  be 
placed  with  bad  companions,  she  will  be  much 
worse.  Everyone  says  that  schools  are  dangerous 
for  girls  who  have  not  high  principles.  And  then, 
what  will  poor  Miss  Greaves  do  ?     She  has  nothing 
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else  to  look  to.'  This  last  assertion  brought  Myra  to 
the  consciousness  that  she  was  exaggerating.  Miss 
Greaves  was  by  no  means  likely  to  want  pupils,  even 
if  Annette  and  Juliet  were  taken  from  her.  After 
the  pause  of  a  second,  she  added,  ^  At  least,  I  do  n't 
think  Miss  Greaves  will  ever  have  any  pupils  she 
likes  as  welL' 

*  Myra,  you  are  so  tiresome.  As  your  father  says, 
you  were  born  with  a  "  no  "  in  your  mouth.  Why 
will  you  always  see  difficulties  ?' 

^  I  can't  help  it,  mamma.  That  is,  I  know  I  see 
difficulties  when  I  do  n't  like  a  thing.' 

*It  is  all  selfishness,  Myra.  You  are  so  very 
selfish.  You  never  can  think  of  what  is  good  for 
anyone  but  yourself.  You  must  try  and  get  over  the 
feeling,  my  dear.     It  is  a  great  fault.' 

If  Myra  had  been  selfish  before,  she  was  tempted 
to  give  way  to  a  fit  of  unrestrained  ill-temper  now. 
But  all  she  said  was,  *  I  suppose  I  am  afraid  of  being 
lonely.' 

*  My  love,  I  thought  of  that ;  but  you  must  learn 
to  be  Rosamond's  companion,  and  being  with  her 
more  will  be  of  use  to  you.  As  Mrs.  Verney  says, 
it  will  get  you  out  of  your  awkward  ways,  and  you 
won't  be  so  affected  in  society.' 

Poor  Myra !  This  was  the  most  trying  of  all  ac- 
cusations. *  Mamma!'  she  exclaimed,  'I  do  n't  care 
what  Mrs.  Verney  thinks,  but  if  you  will  only  tell 
me  yourself  what  you  mean  by  being  affected,  I 
should  be  so  very  much  obliged.  Is  it  any  one 
thing — ^walking,  or  talking  — or  what  is  it  ?  I  do  n't 
mean  to  be  affected,  but  I  know  I  am,  because  people 
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tell  me  so,  and  then  I  think  about  it,  and  try  not  to 
be,  and  that  makes  it  worse.  If  I  could  only  forget 
myself —  if  anyone  could  only  teach  me  what  to  do^ 
that  I  might  forget  myself ! ' 

*  How  silly,  my  love  I  To  forget  yourself,  means 
not  to  think  about  yourself;  there  is  nothing 
mysterious  in  it.  When  you  go  into  company,  or 
when  you  are  introduced  to  anyone,  just  put  all 
thought  of  yourself  aside,  and  be  natural.' 

*  But,  mamma,  please  listen  — please  try  and  under- 
stand. You  know  I  can't  dress  myself  properly;  I 
can't  make  my  hair  smooth,  or  put  on  my  things 
straight — ^I  never  could ;  and  when  I  am  dressing  for 
company,  Conyers,  and  Juliet,  and  you  yourself,  and 
even  Miss  Greaves,  if  she  happens  to  be  here,  all 
come  into  my  room  and  pull  me  about.  I  do  n't  mean 
to  be  disrespectful,  but  I  am  pulled  about  just  as  if 
I  was  a  doll;  and  then  I  am  told  that  I  have  an 
awkward  stoop,  and  that  nothing  ever  sits  properly 
upon  me.  And  perhaps  I  hear  you  sigh  quite  loudly; 
and  I  see  Rosamond  so  pretty — I  do  n't  envy  her  in 
the  least,  except  that  she  has  no  trouble  in  making 
herself  look  nice ;  but  after  all  this  I  am  sent  to 
the  drawing-room,  and  perhaps  at  the  very  last 
moment  stopped  again  to  be  set  to  rights,  and  told 
to  look  natural  and  forget  myself.  Mamma,  if  my 
life  depended  upon  it,  I  could  n't  do  it.' 

Mrs.  Cameron  looked  thunderstruck  at  the  bold 
avowal.  *  My  dear  Myra,  I  do  n't  understand  you. 
But  you  are  so  nervous  and  sensitive,  it  may  be 
better  not  to  talk  about  yourself.  Your  father  com- 
forts me  sometimes  by  saying,  that  when  you  have 
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seen  more  of  the  world  there  is  a  hope  you  may 
be  different;  and  so  he  and  I  are  both  agreed 
that  70U  shall  go  with  us  to  London  for  a  couple  of 
months* 

*  Anything  you  like,  mamma.' 

Myra  was  natural  even  to  indifference  then. 

*  My  dear,  your  father  and  I  do  everything  we  can 
to  please  you,  and  I  should  have  hoped  you  would 
have  accepted  the  idea  in  a  different  spirit.  But  I 
can  see  you  are  put  out  this  morning,  so  we  will  just 
turn  to  a  different  subject.  Did  Rosamond  say  any- 
thing in  her  note  to  you  about  how  long  Mrs.  Verney 
would  wish  her  to  stay?  * 

*  Nothing,  mamma,  except  that  they  all  seem  very 
glad  to  have  her,  and  that  they  have  engagements 
for  the  week  after  next,  when  Mr.  Verney  will  be 
with  them  again.' 

*  Oh  I     He  is  away  now,  I  believe.' 

*  He  goes  away  on  Friday  for  thtee  days,  Rosamond 
says.' 

*  Only  for  three  days  ?  Your  father  won't  like 
that.' 

*  But  I  thought  everyone  knew  Mr.  Verney  was  to 
be  there  all  the  time  Rosamond  was,'  observed 
Myra  ;  *  I  heard  him  make  the  arrangements.'  She 
looked  in  her  mother's  face  to  see  if  there  was  any 
mystery  to  be  read  there.' 

Yes,  there  was  some  mystery,  for  Mrs.  Canjeron 
inquired  in  a  disturbed  tone  :  *  When  did  you  hear  it, 
Myra?' 

*  Just  as  Mr.  Verney  was  saying  good-bye ;  the 
very  day  before  he  went  away,'  was  the  answer. 
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*  But  Rosamond  told'  me  he  would  be  in  York- 
shire.' 

*  Yes,  afterwards,  when  her  visit  is  over,  but  not 
now.' 

*My  love,  ring  the  bell  and  ask  if  my  coffee  is 
ready.' 

This  was  a  signal  that  the  conversation  was  to  be 
at  an  end. 


202 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

Tlf  IKA  wandered  out  into  the  shrubbery,  seeking 
iU.  the  most  solitary  and  hidden  path.  A  short 
conversation  it  had  been,  and  yet  how  it  had  ruffled 
her.  Myra  was  accustomed  to  her  mother's  mode  of 
alluding  to  her  temper  and  affectation,  and  could  bear 
it  better  than  many  girls  of  her  age  would  have 
done,  especially  now  with  the  purpose  which  lay  so 
deep  in  her  heart,  to  make,  in  every  form,  the  sacrifice 
of  self.  But  human  nature  is  human  nature  still, 
and  struggle,  even  though  it  end  in  victory,  must  be 
felt.  Myra  paced  the  straight  walk,  by  the  side  of 
the  field  opposite  the  Rectory  garden,  and  tried  to 
think  of  everything  which  might  enable  her  to  view 
her  annoyances  in  the  light  in  which  they  could  be 
best  borne,  and  as  she  uttered  the  few  words  of 
prayer  which  were  becoming  habitual  to  her  when- 
ever her  mind  was  disturbed,  felt  herself  recalled  to 
a  calmer,  clearer  atmosphere,  in  which  everything 
could  be  viewed  without  distortion. 

This  sudden  plan  for  her  sisters  might  or  might  not 
be  good,  but  the  fact  that  it  had  been  suggested  by 
Mrs.  Yemey  was  sufficient  to  make  it  unpalatable. 
To  think,  act,  blunder,  and  suffer  their  own  way  is 


A  GLIMPSE  OF  THE  WOKLD.  203 

in  most  cases  the  great  desire  of  the  young.    As  a 
general  rule,  they  prefer  to  starve  after  their  own 
fashion,  rather  than  to  live  in  luxury  after  the  fashion* 
of  their  elders.    An  influence  external  to  the  family 
is,  for  this  reason,  peculiarly  obnoxious  in  their  eyes. 
Let  it  be  exerted  never  so  sincerely  for  their  benefit, 
it  is  still  resented  as  an  interference,   and  Myra 
certainly  had  no  cause  to  look  with   favour  upon 
any  of  Mrs.  Verney's  suggestions  as  they  regarded 
herself.      Very  useful  they  often  were,   and   very 
necessary  ;  but  the  spirit  in  which  they  were  offered 
was  cold,  criticising,  and  worldly.     It  was  the  latter 
element  which  made  the  two  characters  antagonistic. 
Yet  the  suggestions  of  the  world  are  not  always 
to  be  set  aside  as  valueless.     Myra  had  too  much 
common  sense  to  thick  this,  and  being  aware  of  her 
prejudice  against  Mrs.  Verney,  she  tried  all  the  more 
to  view  the  proposed  plan  impartially.     Juliet  and 
Annette  at  school !     It  might  be  very  desirable  for 
them  in  many  ways ;  it  might  give  them  regularity, 
and  a  stimulus  which  would  make  them  work.    And 
the  unknown  evils — she  knew  nothing  about  them, 
and  had  expressed  all  her  fears  when  she  said  to  her 
mother  that  Annette  was  untruthful,  and  that  bad 
companions  might  make  her  worse.    Perhaps,  after 
all — it  was  the  conclusion  arrived  at  after  the  medi- 
tation of  a  quarter  of  an  hour — it  might  not  be  her 
business  to  trouble  herself  about  the  matter ;  perhaps 
this  habit  of  objecting,  this  perpetual  *no'  of  which 
her  mother  complained,  and  of  which  Myra  herself 
was  aware,  was  only  another  form  of  the  self  to  be 
kept  under.     It  might  be  that,  at  sixteen,  she  was 
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not  the  best  judge  as  to  how  her  sisters'  education 
should  be  conducted.  It  might  even  be  more  im- 
portant to  her  to  consider  how  she  should  conduct 
her  own  in  the  new  phase  of  domestic  affairs  which 
had  just  presented  itself.  K  thej  went  to  London, 
she  would  be  obliged  to  see  more  people,  and  there 
would  be  no  time  for  reading  or  drawing ;  it  would 
be  a  perpetual  round  of  sight-seeing  and  visitors — 
visitors  involving  dress,  dress  bringing  up  again  the 
dread  of  awkwardness  and  affectation.  The  only 
comfort  would  be  in  having  Mr.  Yemej  there.  If 
she  could  go  to  some  of  the  exhibitions  with  him,  it 
would  be  very  pleasant ;  and  perhaps  he  would  per- 
suade her  father  to  let  her  have  some  drawing  lessons; 
and  she  might  find  a  little  time  for  reading  before 
the  very  late  dinners  which  they  were  sure  to  have. 
After  all,  it  might  not  be  disagreeable. 

It  was  self  again — innocent,  simple-minded,  but 
nevertheless  undoubtedly  self;    and    again  Mjra's 
truth,  and  sense,  and  honesty  of  conscience  whis- 
pered to  her  that  there  was  something  higher  than 
this  reference  to    her  own  enjoyment  —  even  the 
thought  of  what  she  might  do  for  others ;  how  she 
might  accept  her  London  life  as  a  type  of  all  life, 
and  seek  to  fulfil  the  claims  which  each  day  brought ; 
— being  useful  to  her  father,  giving  sympathy  and 
attention  to  her  mother,  trying  to  share  Rosamond's 
pursuits,  overcoming  her  shyness  in  society,  endea- 
vouring to  be  pleasant  in  conversation ;  and,  putting 
aside  the  care  for  herself,  sacrifice  the  hermit  life 
which  was  her  taste,  whilst  living  the  life  of  the 
world,  if  need  be^  because  it  was  in  the  world  that 
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God  had  placed  her,  and  there  that  He  willed  her  to 
serve  Him. 

Myra  could  bear  the  prospect  of  London  with 
more  than  equanimity  when  she  looked  at  it  in  this 
light.  It  roused  her  energy — the  energy  of  self- 
discipline  and  self-sacrifice ;  and  without  this  energy 
the  most  varied  existence  will  become  vapid — with 
it,  the  most  monotonous  must  be  interesting. 

Myra  was  really  very  happy  when  she  knocked 
at  the  door  of  the  Rectory  parlour,  hoping  to  find 
Mrs.  Fatty,  and  talk  to  her  about  some  books  for  the 
Parish  Library,  which  she  had  undertaken  to  cover 
and  catalogue.  She  had  formed  a  little  plan  for 
persuading  her  mother  to  ask  the  old  Doctor  and  his 
sister  to  stay  with  them  for  a  few  days  in  London, 
and  consult  a  London  physician  about  the  Rector's. 
ailments;  but  this,  of  course,  was  only  a  scheme  in 
her  own  head  at  present.  She  might,  however,  just 
say  there  was  an  idea  of  going  to  London,  and  see 
what  remarks  Mrs.  Patty  would  make  upon  the  subject. 
But  she  was  disappointed ;  no  reply  was  made  to  her 
knock — Mrs.  Patty  was  out,  and  the  Doctor  might 
very  probably  be  tired,  and  resting.  Afraid  of  dis- 
turbing him,  she  found  her  way  to  the  kitchen, 
where  sat  Faith,  close  by  the  window,  with  a  screen 
between  her  and  the  fire,  employed  in  mending  the 
Doctor's  stockings. 

<  Such  a  great  hole!'  Myra  heard  her  say  to  Betsey, 
as  the  latter  stood  by,  gazing  with  a  kind  of  alarmed 
satisfaction  at  the  heap  of  clothes  to  be  mended, 
which  were  piled  up  in  the  basket  by  Faith's  chair. 
*  To  think,  now,  of  his  not  having  had  any  new 
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Btockings  for  three  years.  Would  anyone  believe 
it?  Why,  a  regiment  might  march  through!'  and 
her  large  thumb  appeared  filling  up  the  delinquent 
hole. 

*  He  would  dress  in  rags,  and  be  none  the  wiser, 
if  it  was  n't  for  Mrs.  Patty,'  replied  Betsey.  *  But — 
Why,  here  's  Miss  Myra,  to  be  sure!  Beg  your 
pardon,  Miss.     Do  you  want  anything  ? ' 

*Only  to  know  where  Mrs.  Patty  is,'  replied  Myra. 
•  Is  she  gone  out  ? ' 

*  About  half-an.hour  ago ;  down  to  Miss  Medley's,' 
s^id  Faith^  not  thinking  it  necessary  to  raise  her  eyes 
from  her  work,  seeing  she  had  known  Myra,  as  she 
always  said,  *  from  a  babby.' 

*  If  you  please  to  leave  a  message,  Miss,  we  can 
give  it,'  observed  Betsey,  more  respectfully. 

*  No,  thank  you ;  I  can  go  to  Miss  Medley's  after 
her.' 

*  Which  you  'd  better  not  do,  if  you  '11  take  my 
word.  Miss  Myra,'  said  Faith.  *  She's  not  to  be  seen 
by  everyone  to-day,  is  Miss  Medley.' 

*  Is  she  ill,  then  ?     What  is  the  matter  ? ' 

'Can't  say.  Miss  Myra ;  who  can,  when  people 
takes  to  pins'  heads  ?  But  she 's  been  very  bad  all 
night' 

*  Bad?    m?     Has  Mr.  Harrison  been  to  her?' 
*No  one  has  been;  not  a  Christian  soul  except 

Mrs.  Patty,  and  she  forgets  everything  when  there 's 
good  to  be  done.  But  it's  here,'  and  Faith  pointed 
to  her  forehead ;'  *  we  know  it,  do  n't  we,  Betsey  ? 
We  've  seen  it  coming  this  many  months.' 

*  It  will  be  better  not  to  go  to  Miss  Medley's,  then,' 
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said  Mjra,  perplexed  and  alarmed  at  these  vague 
hints. 

*  Not  unless  you  wish  to  find  yourself  very  much 
in  the  way,  Miss  Myra/  replied  Faith. 

*  But  here  is  Mrs.  Patty/  exclaimed  Betsey,  looking 
out  into  the  court.  *Dear  me  I  how  troubled  she  does 
seem ! '  * 

Mrs.  Patty  was  at  the  kitchen  door  before  Myra 
could  run  out  to  meet  her.  She  just  put  her  head  in, 
and  said,  *  Faith  I'  and  Faith  laid  down  her  work 
silently  and  mysteriously,  and  obeyed  the  summons. 
She  came  back  again  after  a  conference  of  a  few 
seconds.  *  You  had  better  just  go  and  say  your  say 
now,  Miss  Myra ;  you  may  n't  have  another  oppor- 
tunity.' 

Myra  hesitated.  *  It  was  nothing  of  consequence/ 
she  said ;  ^  only  about  some  parish  books.' 

*Mrs.  Patty  can  attend  to  you.  I  told  her  you 
were  here,*  repeated  Faith,  as  she  opened  the  door  of 
a  corner  cupboard,  and  began  to  search  amongst  a 
large  collection  of  keys. 

*  If  it 's  the  medicine  key  you  are  wanting,'  said 
Betsey,  *  you  will  find  it  in  the  cupboard  upstairs ; 
I  left  it  there  this  morning.  Is  Mrs.  Patty  going 
Jo  doctor  her  ? ' 

'  She  says  she  must  if  Mr.  Harrison  does  n't  come. 
She 's  quite  light-headed.' 

Myra  caught  the  words  as  she  was  leaving  the 
kitchen.  They  startled  her  so  that  she  forgot  her 
little  matter  of  business,  and  rushing  up  to  Mrs. 
Patty,  exclaimed  :  *  Is  poor  Miss  Medley  so  very  ill  ? 
Can't  anything  be  done  for  her  ? ' 
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*  We  must  try  what  we  can,  my  dear;  but  we  can't 
make  her  take  medicine  like  a  Christian,  and  she  is 
very  strange.  Oh!  Myra,  never  take  to  it,  my  dear, 
never.  It  is  cruelty  to  your  friends,  and  death  to 
yourself.' 

*  How  ?  What  ? '  exclaimed  Myra. 

*The  globules,  my  dear.  But  never  mind  now. 
She  has  quite  lost  her  senses,  poor  thing.  No  wonder! 
And  that  man  ! '  The  last  words  were  uttered  in  an 
under  tone. 

*  Has  Mr.  Harrison  neglected  her  ?  can  we  send  for 
him  ?  Dear  Mrs.  Patty,  mamma  would  be  so  glad 
to  help.' 

*Not  at  all,  my  dear.  Mr.  Harrison  will  come 
when  he  can.  But  just  go  up  to  the  Doctor,  Myra, 
and  cheer  him  a  little.  Poor  dear,  he  is  a  good 
deal  troubled.  He  always  thinks  he  ought  to  go 
where  there  is  illness,  and  he  can't.  He  never  could 
get  up  and  down  Mrs.  Haynes's  stairs.  Just  go  and 
talk  to  him,  Myra.' 

*  And  will  he  be  able  to  tell  me  about  the  books  ? ' 
enquired  Myra. 

'Yes,  about  anything  you  want,  my  dear.  Only 
turn  his  thoughts  if  you  can,  and  tell  him  that  if  Mr. 
Harrison  does  n't  come  soon,  I  shall  put  a  blister  on 
poor  Miss  Medley  myself.  There  can't  be  any  harm 
in  that — can  there,  Faith  ? ' 

*  None  at  all,  ma'am.  Blisters  are  blessings,  what- 
ever folks  may  say  to  the  contrary.' 

*  Very  true,  Faith,'  observed  Mrs.  Patty,  mournfully. 
*  I  confess  it  almost  sounds  profane  to  me  to  hear 
people  talk  against  them  as  they  do.' 
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*  Indeed  it  does,  ma'am.  A  well-risen  blister  is  a 
beautiful  sight  and  a  comforting,  and  I  hope  with  all 
my  heart  this  one  will  do  the  poor  lady  good.  Shall  I 
go  and  fetch  anything  for  you,  or  would  you  like  to 
go  to  the  medicine  chest  yourself? ' 

'I  will  go  myself,  thank  you.  Faith;  and  on  the 
way  I  can  just  look  in  upon  the  Doctor,  and  see  how 
he  is  getting  on.' 

*  And  your  dinner,  Mrs.  Patty  ?  You  have  n't  had 
a  morsel  to-day! '  exclaimed  Betsey. 

*  I  forgot  the  dinner,'  was  Mrs.  Patty's  simple  reply ; 
*but  now  you  remind  me  of  it,  you  shall  just  put  me 
up  a  sandwich,  and  I  will  eat  it  as  I  walk  back — 
never  mind  what  it  is;  and  Miss  Myra  will  stay  to 
keep  the  Doctor  company,  I  hope.  Remember  to 
have  the  lamb  thoroughly  roasted  for  him,  Betsey— 
rather  over-roasted  than  not  — and  some  asparagus  ; 
he  ate  a  few  yesterday,  and  seemed  to  enjoy  them.' 

*  There  is  no  cold  meat,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  for  a 
sandwich,  ma'am,'  said  Betsey. 

*  Then  a  little  bread  and  cheese — it  will  do  quite  as 
well.  Get  it  ready,  and  I  will  manage  to  eat  it 
somehow.  Now,  Myra.'  Mrs.  Patty  led  the  way  to  the 
Doctor's  study,  and  was  followed  by  Myra,  a  little 
alarmed  at  the  new  duties  which  she  saw  were  to  be 
thrust  upon  her. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

THAT  the  old  Doctor  required  comfort  was  evident. 
Mrs.  Patty  and  Myra  found  him  seated  by  the 
fire,  for  he  always  had  a  fire  in  his  study  even  on  the 
hottest  day,  and  leaning  back  in  his  arm-chair,  with 
St.  Augustine  pushed  to  one  side,  as  if  he  had  not 
the  heart  to  study. 

Mrs.  Patty  went  up  to  him  and  touched  him  on  the 
shoulder.  *  Doctor,  dear,  I  have  brought  you  a  little 
companion.  She  means  to  look  after  you  whilst  I  am 
away.  You  do  mean  it,  do  n't  you,  Myra  ?  And  you 
can  write  a  note  up  to  your  mamma,  and  tell  her 
where  you  are.  She  will  be  glad  to  know  you  can 
be  of  use.  And,  Doctor,  Mr.  Harrison  is  gone  out;  he 
has  been  called  away  for  the  day,  and  if  he  does  n't 
come  back  in  an  hour — for  we  have  sent  a  messenger 
for  him — I  mean  to  try  a  blister  myself,  which  is  a 
thing,  you  know,  that  won't  hurt  a  baby.' 

*  Does  she  know  anyone  ? '  asked  the  old  man, 
eagerly. 

*  She  did  n't  when  I  came  away,  so,  you  see,  you 
could  have  been  of  no  use.  Don't  think  about  it. 
Doctor,  dear.  Now,  good-bye!  Myra,  be  sure  you 
take  care  of  him.' 
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*  Might  I  read  to  you,  sir  ? '  said  Mjra,  timidly,  as 
the  door  closed  behind  Mrs.  Patty.  It  seemed  a  most 
presumptuous  proposition,  but  it  was  her  only  idea 
of  being  of  use. 

The  Doctor  took  her  hand  kindly.  *My  little 
girl,  I  shall  tire  you.  Patty  should  have  left  me  to 
myself.' 

*  Oh !  no,  sir.  I  would  do  anything  in  the  world 
I  could,  but  I  am  so  sorry  you  are  ill.' 

*Not  ill,  child;  only  troubled.  The  poor  lady,  good 
Miss  Medley,  is  ill.' 

'  If  she  is  good,  her  illness  does  n't  so  much  sig- 
nify, does  it  ? '  said  Myra. 

*Ah!  not  for  her;  but,  Myra,  we  should  do  our 
duty  wliilst  we  can.  "The  night  cometh  when  no 
man  can  work,"  and  that  is  the  case  with  me  now. 
I  cannot  go  to  her  though  I  would.' 

*But  if  you  would,  sir,  is  not  that  enough?' 

The  Doctor  repeated  the  word  *  enough,'  and  then 
rested  his  head  against  the  side  of  his  great  arm-chair, 
and  what  to  Myra  seemed  a  long  pause  followed. 

What  was  passing  in  the  old  man's  mind  she  could 
not  guess  ;  perhaps  if  she  had  known  she  would 
scarcely  have  understood  it.  Such  a  single-hearted, 
earnest,  and  outwardly  innocent  life  he  had  led;  so 
much  respect  he  had  gained,  so  much  good  done,  she 
could  little  have  imagined  with  what  self-reproach 
the  spirit  trembling  on  the  brink  of  the  grave  looked 
back  upon  those  bygone  years.  The  world  saw 
nothing  to  condemn  in  them.  Dr.  Kingsbury  had 
been  early  noted  as  a  scholar,  a  man  of  classical  re- 
search, a  good  theologian.    If  he  had  entered  upon 
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his  living  late,  and  in  consequence  pursued  his  studies 
somewhat  in  preference  to  his  parochial  duties,  it 
was  only  what  was  to  be  expected.     And  no  one 
could  say  that  he  neglected  his  parish;  the  worst 
complaint  that  was  ever  laid  against  him  was  that  he 
understood  ^K>oks  better  than  men.     He  had  always 
sought  for  good  curates,  and  given  them  a  large 
stipend ;  his  charities  had  been  profuse ;  his  sermons 
full  of  thought  and  earnestness ;  his  supervision  of 
his   schools  careful  and  continuous.     The  one  only 
point  in  which  he  failed  was  in  gaining  the  personal 
confidence  of  his  people.    In  years  past,  with  his 
thoughts  given  to  St.  Augustine  and  the  Fathers, 
Dr.  Kingsbury  had  not  seen  and  felt  this.    He  visited 
the  sick  when  they  sent  for  him,  and  trusted  to  his 
sister  to  tell  him  of  their  needs  when  they  did  not 
send,  and  so  his  conscience  was  satisfied.     But  it 
was  different  now.     The  souls  entrusted  to  him  came 
before  him  in  more  distinct  individuality;  it  was  a 
more  separate  responsibility  for  each  which  weighed 
upon  him.    He  would  fain  seek  rather  than  be  sought. 
He  longed  to  change  places  with  his  sister ;  to  know 
the  needs  of  his  poor  by  visiting  them  in  t^eir  own 
cottages  ;  to  know  the  temptations  of  the  young  by 
the  confidence  they  might  be  led  to  place  in  him. 
He  thought  less  of  sermons  and  more  of  conversation. 
But  he  was  helpless ;  confined  for  the  most  part  to 
his  study,  rarely  preaching,  and,  indeed,  taking  very 
little  part  in  the  public  service  beyond  assisting  in 
the  administration  of  the  Holy  Communion.     And 
not  only  helpless,  but,  from  habit  and  tone  of  mind, 
incompetent — that  was  the  most  painful  conscious- 
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ness.  If  all  his  energies  had  been  restored  to  him, 
he  would  still  have  felt  the  personal  individual  know- 
ledge of  his  parishioners  unattainable.  Myra  little 
knew,  as  she  sat,  leaning  her  elbow  on  the  arm  of 
her  old  friend's  chair,  how  soothing  to  the  sensitive- 
ness of  his  almost  morbid  conscience  was  the  fact 
that  any  young  thing  could  thus  come  to  him,  and  be 
in  a  measure  free  with  him.  He  did  not  know  how 
to  lead  her  on  to  be  more  free ;  but  he  felt  grateful 
to  her,  and,  in  the  simplicity  of  his  heart,  his  grati- 
tude showed  itself  by  unreserve. 

*  The  good  lady,  Miss  Medley,  has  been  failing  for 
some  time,  so  Patty  tells  me,'  he  said,  *and  Patty  thinks 
she  is  wrong  in  having  taken  to  homoeopathy;  but 
there  is  a  principle  in  homoeopathy — a  very  remark- 
able one  —  not  to  be  put  aside.  We  must  not  reject 
without  inquiry.  The  Jews  rejected  our  Lord  be- 
cause they  would  not  inquire.' 

*But  some  of  them  did  inquire,'  said  Myra,  and 
still  they  did  not  believe  in  Him.' 

•That  was  because  they  inquired  in  a  wrong  spirit, 
having  formed  a  previous  judgment.  All  inquiry, 
to  be  honest,  must  be  unbiassed.  My  little  girl,  keep 
your  heart  right  with  God,  and  then  your  judgment 
will  be  right  with  man.' 

*  I  thought  judgment  depended  upon  cleverness,* 

said  Myra. 

*Not  so,  child,  judgment  implies  weighing   one 

thing  against  another;  it  is  the  science  of  proportion. 

Clever  people  are  very  often  wanting  in  this  knowledge 

of  proportion ;  they  are  quicker  upon  one  point  than 

upon  another,  and  so  their  judgment  is  defective.' 
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'But  will  doing  right  help  one  to  decide  about 
homoeopathy?'  said  Myra.  There  was  a  little  sharp- 
ness in  her  tone,  which  the  Doctor's  grave  answer 
instantly  made  her  aware  of. 

*  My  little  Myra,  you  think  that  clever,  but  it  is 
only  superficial.  Whatever  helps  to  enlarge  the 
moral  powers,  strengthens  the  intellectual.  K  you 
accustom  yourself  to  weigh  evidence  as  a  duty,  and 
to  save  yourself  from  uncharitableness,  you  will  also 
learn  to  weigh  evidence  to  save  yourself  from  being  a 
fool.' 

*But  I  am  not  able  to  weigh  the  evidence  for 
homoeopathy  or  against  it,'  said  Myra. 

*  Then  do  not  form  a  judgment  about  it  till  you 
can.' 

*Only  I  hate  doubting,'  persisted  Myra.  She 
made  the  remark  more  for  the  purpose  of  carrying  on 
the  conversation,  which  she  saw  was  rather  drawing 
the  old  man's  thoughts  away  from  himself,  than  with 
any  other  object ;  and  it  had  the  desired  effect.  Dr. 
Kingsbury  never  knew  whether  he  was  talking  to  a 
child  or  a  philosopher,  and  this  was  a  charm  to  those 
who  understood  him,  though  it  often  proved  a  per- 
plexity to  his  poor  people, 

*  If  you  hate  doubt,'  he  said,  ^  you  hate  the  con- 
dition in  which  God  has  placed  you.  What  is  there 
which  is  not  open  to  doubt?  And  if  it  was  not, 
where  would  be  the  trial  of  faith  ?' 

*  But  faith  is  the  reverse  of  doubt,'  said  Myra. 

*  You  are  mistaken,  child.  Faith  is  the  certainty 
of  the  spiritual  faculties,  opposed  to  the  doubt  of  the 
material  senses;  but  without  doubt  there  could  be  no 
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faith.    Faith  will  not  exist  in  Heaven,  because  it  will 
there  be  swallowed  up  in  sight.' 

'  Then  doubt  is  not  a  sin,'  said  Myra. 

*  Not  in  itself;  it  is  a  necessity  of  our  condition.' 

'  But  heretics,  sceptics,  infidels,  are  all  guilty,'  said 
Myra. 

*More  or  less,  unquestionably;  though  God  only 
knows  what  amount  of  guilt  is  to  be  laid  to  the 
charge  of  each.' 

*  And  yet  you  say  they  were  bom  to  doubt?'  said 
Myra. 

*  Not  so;  they  were  bom  to  believe*  There  is  the 
strange  fact — the  startling  evidence  against  them,  that 
let  the  evidence  of  the  material  senses  be  never  so 
strong,  the  evidence  of  the  spiritual  senses  is  yet 
stronger.  What  demonstration  can  be  more  con- 
vincing to  the  senses  than  that  of  death?  yet  where  is 
the  nation,  I  might  almost  say  where  is  the  man,  to 
be  found  who  doubts  of  immortality?  But  I  forgot — 
you  asked  to  read  to  me,'  —  and  the  Doctor  turned  in 
his  chair,  and  twisted  his  wig,  waking  up  to  a  sud- 
den sense  of  having  been  carried  away  by  his  own 
earnestness. 

*  I  like  talking,  sir,  if  you  like  it,'  said  Myra. 

*  Ah  !  child,  yes,  I  like  it.  Perhaps  I  have  been 
too  fond  of  it  in  my  day.' 

*  But  you  must  always  have  liked  reading  better,' 
said  Myra,  *  you  have  read  so  much.' 

*  Yes,  a  good  deal.  But  much  study  is  a  weariness 
to  the  flesh.' 

*Not  study  of  St.  Augustine,'  said  Myra^  smiling, 
as  she  pointed  to  the  great  book. 
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*  The  study  of  the  living  might  have  been  better 
than  the  study  of  the  dead,'  murmured  the  old  man. 
*  Myra,  my  little  girl,  if  you  put  your  heart  into 
God's  duties,  your  whole  heart,  you  will  never  be 
tempted  to  carve  out  duties  for  yourself.' 

*  If  I  could  put  my  heart  into  them ! '  said  Myra ; 
and  she  drew  her  chair  nearer  as  she  added,  ^  but  I 
can  never  be  as  good  as  you,  sir.' 

*  God,  for  Christ's  sake,  grant  you  to  be  ten  thou- 
sand times  better  I '  and  the  trembling  withered  hand 
rested  tenderly  upon  Myra's  head.  *  I  would  say  a 
prayer  for  good  Miss  Medley,  Myra.  It  will  seem 
as  if  I  was  with  her ;  so  open  the  Prayer  Book  at  the 
service  for  the  Visitation  of  the  Sick.'  The  book 
was  laid  upon  the  table,  and  Myra  was  going  away, 
but  the  Doctor  motioned  to  her  to  remain.  *When 
two  or  three  join  together,'  he  said,  '  the  prayer  is 
surely  heard.  It  will  be  well  for  you,  my  child,  to 
learn  early  to  pray  for  others.' 

Myra  knelt  down,  partly  shy,  partly  awed;  but 
the  earnestness  of  the  old  man's  voice,  and  the 
solemnity  of  the  words,  heard  now  for  the  first  time 
as  one  of  the  appointed  services  of  the  Church,  and 
mingled  with  others  more  particularly  suited  to  the 
invalid's  case,  soon  carried  her  away  from  every 
thought  connected  with  herself.  She  felt  that  the 
prayers  were  only  too  soon  ended,  and  when  she 
stood  up  again,  said,  in  her  quiet  but  rather  abrupt 
way,  *  Thank  you,  sir ;  I  liked  that  very  much.  I 
hope  Miss  Medley  will  be  better  now.' 

*  That  will  be  according  as  God  may  see  best,'  was 
the  answer.     *I  think,  Myra,  now  I  could  work  a 
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little  at  St.  Augustine.    If  you  would  ring  for  Faith, 
she  would  wheel  my  chair  round.' 

It  was  late  before  Mrs.  Patty  came  back,  with  the 
information  that  Miss  Medley  was  quiet.  Mr.  Har- 
rison had  been  to  see  her,  and  Mrs.  Haynes  was 
going  to  sit  up  with  her.  She  found  Myra  gone,  the 
Doctor  having  insisted  that  she  should  return  home 
when  it  grew  late. 

*  The  little  girl  was  very  good  to  me,  Patty,'  he 
said,  when  his  sister  began  lamenting  that  he  had 
been  left  without  a  companion ;  ^  but  I  had  had  her 
with  me  a  long  time,  and  she  read  to  me  an  essay  out 
of  that  volume  which  Mr.  Vemey  lent  me,  and  we 
talked  about  it.  She  is  very  understanding  and 
companionable.' 

*  So  she  ought  to  be,'  observed  Mrs.  Patty,  *  seeing 
she  is  more  than  sixteen ;  but,  Doctor,  dear,  could 
you  find  nothing  better  for  her  to  read  than  a  book 
of  Mr.  Vemey 's  ?' 

*  Not  his  own,  Patty.  Mr.  Vemey  is  not  an  author ; 
but  if  he  were,  he  would  write  well.  He  has  much 
to  say  that  is  worth  listening  to  upon  all  subjects.' 

*  He  would  write  better  than  he  acts,  then,'  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Patty.  *  I  have  learnt  one  thing  this 
afternoon  —  that  somehow  or  other,  I  can't  tell  how 
or  why,  but  Mr.  Verney  is  at  the  bottom  of  poor 
Miss  Medley's  trouble.  She  does  nothing  but  talk 
about  him.' 

*  Very  likely,  Patty.  The  brain  is  in  a  diseased 
state  ;  but  its  aberrations  can  be  no  foundation  upon 
which  to  form  a  judgment,  much  less  one  that  is  un- 
charitable.* 
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*I  don't  know  about  foundation,'  replied  Mrs. 
Patty ;  *  but  I  felt  a  distrust  of  Mr.  Verney  the  very* 
first  time  I  saw  him,  when  he  was  talking  to  Rosa- 
mond Cameron  the  night  of  Colonel  Verney's  party ; 
and  Mrs.  Haynes  declares  that  every  time  he  has 
been  to  see  poor  Miss  Medley,  she  has  shaken  like  an 
aspen  leaf  afterwards.* 

*  But  Mr.  Verney  cannot  have  gone  to  see  her  so 
many  times,*  said  the  Doctor ;  *  he  was  only  a  com- 
mon acquaintance,  except  that  I  think  he  told  me  he 
had  known  something  of  her  nephew.* 

'  Never  mind  what  he  says,  Doctor ;  what  he  does 
is  the  question ;  and  he  was  at  Miss  Medley's  house 
every  other  day  the  week  before  last,  and  he  has 
actually  been  down  from  London  to  see  her  once 
this  week,  though  no  one  but  Mrs.  Haynes  knows 
it;  and  the  result  is,  the  poor  thing  has  a  brain 
fever.' 

'  I  do  not  see  so  plainly  the  working  of  cause  and 
effect  as  you  do,  Patty,'  replied  the  Doctor,  *  and  it 
is  a  peculiarity  of  the  feminine  intellect  to  put  them 
together  illogically.  Mr.  Verney  has  been  to  see 
Miss  Medley — Miss  Medley  has  brain  fever;  the 
two  facts  do  not  appear  to  me  to  have  a  necessary 
connection.' 

*  Not  to  you.  Doctor,  dear,  but  to  me.  I  do  n't  say 
that  I  should  have  brain  fever  if  Mr.  Verney  came 
to  talk  to  me  three  times  a  week,  but  I  know  I  should 
not  be  far  off  from  it;  I  can't  believe  him  to  be 
sincere.' 

*  I  think,  Patty,  we  will  read  the  thirteenth  chap- 
ter of  the  First  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians  to-night, 
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at  family  prayers,'  said  the  Doctor,  gravely  ;  *  it  will 
do  us  both  good.' 

*  Certainly,  if  you  like  it.  Doctor,  dear ;  and  no 
doubt  it  may  do  me  good,  for  I  need  it.  But  as  to 
you,  you  are  good  enough  already ;  and,  in  the  matter 
of  judgment  of  your  fellow-creatures,  it  can't  be 
doubted  you  are  like  most  men,  and  have  all  the 
reason  on  your  side;  but  still  I  can't  trust  Mr. 
Verney.' 

'Oh,  Patty,  Patty!'  The  Doctor  looked  really 
distressed. 

*But,  Doctor,  dear,  what  can  one  do?  How  can 
one  help  judging  from  what  one  sees  and  hears  ?  I 
only  tell  you  wbat  Mrs.  Haynes  told  me,  when  I  was 
wondering  what  had  brought  poor  Miss  Medley  to 
such  a  pass.  Globules  alone  would  not  have  done  it, 
though,  no  doubt,  they  are  a  sign  of  something  wrong. 
It  is  worry  of  mind— else  why  should  she  have 
talked  to  you,  and  wished  to  consult  Mr.  Cameron?' 

*  Yes,  money  anxieties,'  observed  the  Doctor ;  *  the 
cause  of  much  physical  as  well  as  moral  suffering.' 

*But  who  lAakes  the  money  anxieties?' persisted 
Mrs.  Patty.  *  They  are  not  human  beings ;  they 
do  n't  walk  into  a  house  of  themselves.' 

*  Very  true,  Patty ;  very  true.' 

*  Then,  if  they  do  n't  come  of  themselves,  and  if 
they  always  appear  just  after  Mr.  Verney's  visits,  no 
one  else  could  have  brought  them,'  said  Mrs.  Patty, 
rather  triumphantly.  *  Not  but  what  you  may  be 
quite  right,  Doctor,'  she  added,  correcting  herself 
the  next  instant ;  *  and  if  you  say  Mr.  Verney  is  a 
good  man,  it  is  not  for  me  to  say  he  is  a  bad  one.' 
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*I  say  nothing  about  him,  Patty;  I  judge  him 
only  by  what  I  see.' 

*  And  I  am  afraid  I  judge  him  by  what  I  feel,'  said 
Mrs.  Patty.  '  That  is  not  charity,  I  know ;  but, 
somehow,  I  can't  help  thinking  that  in  this  case  it 
may  be  truth.' 

*  Patty,  I  should  like  the  servants  to  be  called  in, 
and  for  us  to  have  prayers,'  said  the  Doctor. 

*  They  won't  be  quite  ready,*  said  Mrs.  Patty ;  *  it 
wants  five  minutes  to  half-past  nine.  Did  Myra  talk 
to  you  at  all  about  Mr.  Verney,  Doctor?' 

^  I  think  she  said  she  should  like  to  see  him  in 
London.' 

*  In  London  !  But  are  they  going  there  ?*  inquired 
Mrs.  Patty. 

*  Surely,  if  I  understood  Myra  rightly.  She  would 
have  persuaded  me,  Patty,  to  consult  a  London  phy- 
sician ;  but  I.  told  her  that  old  age  was  a  disease  for 
which  there  was  only  one  remedy,  and  that  was  sure 
to  come  sooner  or  later.' 

*  You  would  never  bear  the  noise,'  replied  Mrs. 
Patty ;  *  yet  it  might  do  you  good.  But  are  they  all 
going  ?     It  seems  a  very  sudden  move.' 

*  I  was  selfish,  and  wished  them  all  to  stay,'  said 
the  Doctor ;  *  but  Myra  has  set  her  little  heart  upon 
many  pleasant  things.' 

*  Seeing  Mr.  Verney  amongst  them,'  observed  Mrs. 
Patty. 

*  Which  will  be  a  very  safe  pleasure,'  replied  the 
Doctor,  *  for  she  is  but  a  child.' 

*  Safe  enough,  so  far  as  that  goes,'  replied  Mrs. 
Patty ;  'but  it  was  not  of  her  so  much  that  I  was 
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thinking.  I  should  like  to  find  out  what  made  Mr. 
Verney  leave  India — whether  it  was  anything  hesides 
his  health.' 

*  Patty,  my  dear,  we  should  remember  the  ninth 
commandment.' 

*Ah,  yes,  Doctor  dear!  You  are  quite  right; 
but  the  ninth  or  the  tenth,  they  are  all  alike  as  to  the 
difficulty  of  keeping  them.  I  went  through  them 
this  morning,  with  a  prayer  after  each,  but  I  forgot 
to  put  in  anything  about  Mr.  Verney — I  must  re- 
member to  do  it  to-morrow.  There  is  the  half-hour 
striking ;  so  we  can  ring  for  Faith  and  Betsey.' 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

r.  CAMERON'S  family  took  possession  for  two 
months  of  a  house  in  Chester  Square.  Colonel 
Vemey  was  in  Eaton  Place.  They  were  near  neigh- 
bours, and  Mrs.  Cameron  and  Mrs.  Vemey  could  meet 
and  talk  over  plans  for  pleasure  or  business  just  as  if 
they  were  in  the  country.  This  was  Mrs.  Cameron's 
unfailing  topic  of  congratulation.  Just  at  that  time, 
indeed,  she  particularly  required  all  the  support 
which  Mrs.  Verney's  advice  could  give.  She  was  left 
almost  for  the  first  time  to  decide  an  important  point 
for  herself.  Mr.  Cameron  had  agreed  that  Juliet  and 
Annette  should  be  sent  to  school ;  he  only  required 
to  have  a  vote  upon  the  subject.  He  would  not  have 
a  large  school,  and  he  desired  that  it  should  be  in  a 
healthy  situation;  on  all  other  points  he  begged  Mrs. 
Cameron  to  consult  Mrs.  Verney. 

*  That  is  just  like  himself/  said  Mrs.  Verney,  as  she 
took  her  seat  by  Mrs.  Cameron's  sofa,  spreading  out 
her  rich  silk  dress  so  as  to  preclude  any  approach 
within  the  distance  of  a  yard.  '  It  is  the  peculiarity 
of  Mr.  Cameron's  mind  that,  although  able  to  embrace 
the  smallest  minutiae,  it  soars  so  high  as  apparently 
to  be  indifferent  to  them ;  apparently  only  ;  great 
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minds  —  and  Mr.  Cameron's  certainly  verges  upon 
greatness — are  really  cognisant  of  all  matters  within 
the  range  of  their  influence  or  duty.  His  confidence, 
however,  increases  our  responsibility.  Of  course  the 
great  object  to  be  attained  is  the  growth,  moral  and 
intellectual,  of  those  dear  children's  minds.* 

*They  are  backward  now,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron, 
*  owing,  I  suspect,  in  a  great  measure,  to  my  ill- health ; 
and  they  neither  of  them  take  to  study  naturally,  as 
Myra  does.' 

*  Myra  is  remarkable.  There  is  an  inconsistency 
about  her  which,  I  confess,  perplexes  me.  As  my 
dear  nephew  says,  she  is  very  interesting,  but  I  con- 
fess I  begin  to  fear  that  she  will  not  easily  find  her 
sphere  in  life  ;  and  there  will  lie  the  difficulty  of 
making  her  powers  useful  to  the  utmost.  I  must 
watch  her  more  narrowly  before  I  can  determine  what 
her  career  is  likely  to  be ;  but  the  other  dear  girls 
have  less  complex  natures.' 

'  You  take  such  a  kind  interest  in  my  children,' 
murmured  Mrs.  Cameron  ;  *  it  is  really  a  great  com- 
fort, for  lately  I  have  been  feeling  so  unwell.  I  some- 
times think  I  may  never  live  to  see  their  entrance 
into  the  world.' 

'You  must  banish  those  fancies,  my  dear  friend; 
they  are  mere  depressions,  arising,  no  doubt,  from 
■weakness.' 

*  And  not  being  able  to  employ  myself  much,'  added 
Mrs.  Cameron  ;  '  my  eyes  are  so  weak,  that  I  cannot 
see  to  read  as  I  used  to  do,  and  I  am  obliged  to  make 
IMyra  read  to  me  a  good  deal.' 

'  An  excellent  occupation  for  her ;  comfort  yourself 
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* 

with  that  thought.  Mjra's  soaring  and  far-spreading 
mind  may  sometimes  be  the  better  for  restraint.  It 
does  not  require  the  impetus  which  your  little  An- 
nette's does.     It  has  an  innate  power  of  growth.' 

*  In  which  Annette  jou  think  is  deficient  ? ' 

'  Scarcely  deficient  —  that  is  not  the  exact  term. 
She  and  Juliet  are  both  sweet  girls,  but  the  soil  in 
which  their  individual  capabilities  have  been  planted 
is  not  perhaps  of  so  rich  a  quality,  and  will  therefore 
require  more  cultivation  than  Myra's  ;  and  it  is  this 
cultivation  which  I  hope  and  believe  will  be  attained 
by  the  new  plan  of  education  proposed  for  them.' 

*They  will  have  excellent  opportunities  for  im- 
provement, with  all  the  advantages  of  masters  which 
their  father  is  prepared  to  give  them,'  said  Mrs. 
Cameron.  *  He  really  is  very  good,  and  willing  to 
make  any  sacrifices  for  them.' 

*  A  pattern  parent ! '  sighed  Mrs.  Vemey  ;  *  I  trust 
they  will  repay  his  care.  I  have  not  yet  examined 
carefully  the  claims  of  the  different  establish- 
ments which  have  been  brought  before  my  notice, 
but  I  will  inquire  and  give  you  the  result  of  my  ob- 
servations. We  shall,  I  think,  be  agreed  in  the  wish 
to  mature  Juliet's  rapid  intuitions  into  ripe  judge- 
ment, without  checking  those  electric  sparkles  of  wit 
which  act  with  such  magical  attraction.  Your  dear 
Annette  will  require  a  more  invigorating  moral  atmo- 
sphere. The  stimulus  of  excitement  may,  I  think, 
be  judiciously  applied  to  her,  yet  not  to  the  marring 
of  that  graceful  gentleness  of  demeanour  which 
enhances  every  natural  gift.' 

'And  in  which  she  is  very  like  Rosamond,'  said 
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Mrs.  Cameron.  *  Speaking  of  Rosamond,  I  may 
mention  to  jou,  in  confidence,  a  circumstance  which 
is  likely  to  be  of  great  importance  to  her.  Her  aunt, 
Mrs.  Fitzgerald,  who  has  been  out  of  healtli  a  long 
time,  is  pronounced  hopelessly  ill,  and  if  she  should 
die,  the  whole  of  her  property  will  come  to  Rosamond. 
I^have  never  said  anything  about  such  a  possibility 
to  Rosamond,  neither  has  Mr.  Cameron.  Until  lately, 
we  have  both  felt  that  Mrs.  Fitzgerald  might  re- 
cover, and  marry  again  ;  and,  in  fact,  there  are  so 
many  chances  against  an  event  of  the  kind,  that  it 
was  very  undesirable.  Rosamond  has  a  share  of  her 
mother's  fortune,  which  would  be  sufficient  for  her 
under  any  circumstances,  but  if  Mrs.  Fitzgerald's 
should  come  to  her  she  will  really  be  an  heiress  in  a 
moderate  way.  The  fortune  can  be  scarcely  less  than 
two  thousand  a  year.' 

*A  very  pleasant  income  for  a  single  lady,'  ob- 
served Mrs.  Verney ;  *  and  a  very  pleasant  addition 
for  a  married  one.* 

*But  you  won't  say  anything  about  it,'  said  Mrs. 
Cameron  anxiously ; '  I  should  not  have  mentioned  it, 
only  that  we  were  talking  about  the  girls  and  their 
prospects.  It  seems  a  little  hard  to  me,  that  my  own 
children  should  have  so  much  more  of  a  struggle 
before  them  than  Rosamond — but  no  doubt  it  is  all 
right.' 

*  No  doubt ! '  echoed  Mrs.  Vemey  abstractedly. 
*  Two  thousand  a  year  did  you  say  ? ' 

*  About  that ;  I  can't  be  certain  exactly  ;  but 
pray,  pray  do  n't  talk  of  it.  Mr.  Cameron  would  be 
so  very  much  annoyed  with  me  for  mentioning  the 
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subject.  He  would  be  so  afraid  of  being  thought 
grasping.  Perhaps,  upon  the  whole,  it  will  be  better 
for  Rosamond  to  come  back  to  us  now,  because  she 
might  hear  things  in  conversation  which  would  put 
the  idea  into  her  head.' 

^  I  should  have  thought  that  more  likely  to  happen 
at  home  ; '  said  Mrs.  Verney,  decidedly. 

'  Why,  no  ;  she  might  hear  of  her  aunt's  illness  — 
of  course,  indeed,  she  would;  but  no  one  would  think 
of  talking  about  the  fortune.' 

*  Dear  Rosamond's  thoughts  are  not  bent  upon  that 
kind  of  worldly  advancement,'  observed  Mrs.  Ver- 
ney. '  She  is  devoting  herself  to  art,  and  Elise  is 
sharing  her  pleasure.  I  should  grieve  to  interrupt 
their  enjoyment.  They  are  spending  this  morning  at 
the  Royal  Academy.' 

*By  themselves?'  inquired  Mrs.  Cameron,  in  some 
surprise. 

*  Oh,  no  !  Charles  is  taking  care  of  them.  He  came 
up  from  Northamptonshire  last  night.' 

*  I  told  Mr.  Cameron  that  Mr.  Verney  was  gone 
out  of  town,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron. 

*  So  he  was ;  and  he  intended  to  remain  away,  but 
London  has  great  attractions  at  this  season.  I  dare 
say  you  will  see  him  some  time  in  the  course  of  the 
afternoon.' 

*  I  wish  Rosamond  would  come  back,'  was  Mrs. 
Cameron's  reply. 

*  She  shall  if  you  wish  it  ;  only  not  to-day.  Elise 
and  she  do  so  enjoy  this  picture-hunting.  You  must 
not  urge  the  matter  just  for  the  few  days  that  Charles 
is  with  us;  he  will  be  going  back  again  into  the 
country  almost  immediately.' 
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*  Are  you  quite  sure  ?* 

'  Quite  —  so  far  as  that  London  makes  him  ill ; 
and  if  he  should  not  go  of  his  own  accord,  the  physi- 
cians will  send  him  there.  Poor  fellow  !  He  is  a 
martyr  to  his  exertions  in  that  Indian  climate.' 

*He  must  have  a  great  deal  of  energy  of  mind/ 
said  Mrs.  Cameron,  *  in  spite  of  his  ill-health.' 

'  Immense !  and  such  high  aims  ;  such  a  sense  of 
the  responsibility  of  the  European  nations— of  Eng- 
land in  particular  —  with  regard  to  the  advancement 
of  universal  civilisation!  I  wish  you  could  have 
heard  him  talk  last  night  about  the  separate  vocation 
of  each  nation  ;  it  was  better  than  any  lecture. 
Being  so  clever,  I  feel  that  his  society  is  the  greatest 
possible  advantage  to  my  girls ;  and  I  am  sure  you 
will  feel  the  same  about  your  Rosamond,  and  be  con- 
tent to  leave  her  with  us.' 

*  I  might  be,  if  I  could  be  quite  sure  that  Mr. 
Cameron  would  approve.' 

*  Oh  !  leave  Mr.  Cameron  to  me.  I  shall  soon 
persuade  him.  I  mean  him  to  dine  with  us  to-mor- 
row, and  then  we  will  talk  about  it.  In  the  mean- 
time you  may  be  quite  sure  that  Rosamond  is  safe^ 
Now,  good-bye,  my  dear  ;  I  have  spent  a  great  deal 
more  time  here  than  I  can  afford,  with  my  whirl  of 
engagements  ;  but  you  know  that  your  children's 
interests  are  always  near  my  heart.' 

Mrs  .Verney  kissed  Mrs.  Cameron  on  both  cheeks, 
and  turned  towards  the  door,  but  came  back  again. 
*  I  forgot  the  dressmaker ;  shall  I  send  her  here  ? 
She  will  effect  a  complete  metamorphose  in  Myra's 
appearance.' 

Q2 
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^  I  suppose  it  is  necessary/  said  Mrs.  Cameron ; 
^bat  I  really  begin  to  despair  aboat  making  Myra  pre- 
sentable.' 

'  But  I  do  not.  Madame  Laget  has  a  most  won- 
derful genius,  and  she  really  is  not  at  all  expensive. 
I  have  such  faith  in  her  that  I  believe  she  could 
even  convert  Mrs.  Patty  Kingsbury  into  a  first-rate 
specimen  of  fashion.  And  she  has  such  a  power  of 
suiting  the  dress  to  the  wearer  ;  it  is  an  absolute 

gift.' 

*  Poor  Mrs.  Patty  I '  observed  Mrs.  Cameron. 
*  Speaking  of  her  reminds  me  that  Myra  had  a  letter 
from  her  this  morning,  full  of  lamentation  over  Miss 
Medley's  condition.  There  seems  really  a  doubt 
whether  the  poor  thing  will  ever  recover  mentally. 
Mrs.  Patty  says  that  the  fever  is  diminishing,  but 
that  she  is  as  confused  as  ever,  and  Mr.  Harrison 
thinks  unfavourably  of  her.* 

'  Alas  I  alas  !  The  poor  human  intellect !  So 
soon  rendered  useless  !'  sighed  Mrs.  Verney.  'It  is 
a  lesson  for  us  all ;  though  I  delight  in  talent  —  I 
can't  help  doing  so.  I  wish  you  could  be  with  us 
to-morrow.  We  shall  have  some  first-rate  men,  and  I 
quite  look  forward  to  hearing  the  conversation. 
Now,  really,  good-bye.  I  am  so  sorry  for  poor  Miss 
Medley,  and  for  Mrs.  Patty,  too;  do  tell  her  so; 
good-bye;'  and  Mrs.  Verney  sailed  out  of  the  room, 
steering  her  way  carefully  amongst  the  light  chairs 
and  fancy  tables,  and  when  arrived  safely  at  the  door 
turning  round  once  more  to  smile,  and  whisper  a 
French  *  Adieu,  au  revoir* 
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CHAPTER  XXn. 

MRS.  PATTY'S  letter  was  brought  to  Myra  at 
rather  an  unpropitious  moment  for  sympathy. 
London  was  very  exciting,  and  though  Myra  had 
thought  beforehand  that  she  should  dislike  it,  she  was 
beginning  to  feel  the  influence  of  the  engagements 
and  amusements  in  one  way  or  other  provided  for  her. 
On  leaving  home  it  had  seemed  that  nothing  could 
be  so  important  as  the  village,  the  school,  Miss 
Medley's  illness,  and  Johnnie  Ford's  admission  into 
the  Idiot  Asylum,  which  was  still  in  process  of 
attainment,  but  not  yet  secured ;  but  a  morning 
concert,  a  visit  to  the  Water-Colour  Gallery,  a  little 
shopping,  and  a  panorama,  had  given  quite  a  new 
turn  to  her  thoughts,  and  Mrs.  Patty's  letter  seemed 
to  belong  to  a  period  of  life,  and  a  state  of  existence, 
connected  with  years  rather  than  weeks  gone  by. 

It  was  very  useful  to  Myra  to  be  recalled,  though 
but  for  a  few  minutes,  to  the  quiet  study  at  the 
Rectory,  and  the  presence  of  the  good  old  man  who, 
busy  with  his  books,  was  steadfastly  preparing 
himself,  day  by  day,  for  the  hour  which  should  end  all 
learning  in  one  world,  and  open  to  him  all  knowledge 
in  another.     Still  better,  perhaps,  was  it  for  her  to 
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be  told  of  weariness,  and  watching,  and  the  attendant 
trials  of  an  illness  so  serious  that,  even  if  life  were 
spared,  it  could  scarcely  be  expected  to  end  favour- 
ably. The  letter,  in  its  quaint  simplicity,  took  her 
back  into  a  more  natural  and  healthy  moral  atmo- 
sphere than  that  in  which  she  was  living,  but  it  could 
not  entirely  counteract  the  influences  which  sur- 
rounded her. 

Myra  had  already  discovered  that  the  world  con- 
tains many  inner  worlds,  each  with  its  peculiar  laws, 
and  customs,  and  standard  of  propriety ;  and  she 
knew  that  all  these  lesser  worlds  could  not  be  equally 
right  in  the  sight  of  God  ;  but  she  was  unable  to 
separate  the  evil  which  they  contained  from  the  good, 
or  to  decide  how  much  that  was  valuable  in  each 
might  be  accepted  and  enjoyed,  whilst  the  rest  was 
rejected  ;  and  so  for  the  time  being  she  lived  in  her 
London  world  without  criticising  it,  though  with  the 
uncomfortable  sensation  that  it  did  not  harmonise 
with  that  which  she  had  lately  inhabited,  and  which 
she  still  deemed  better  and  happier. 

Mrs.  Patty's  letter  was  read  through  twice,  but 
though  the  facts  made  an  impression  upon  Mjrra,  the 
little  pieces  of  kindly  advice  with  which  it  was  in- 
terspersed were  thrown  away.  She  failed  to  un- 
derstand what  Mrs.  Patty  had  greatly  desired  she 
should  understand,  the  warnings  against  admiring 
clever  people  who  had  strange  religious  notions,  and 
neglected  going  to  church. 

Myra,  dining  with  strangers  nearly  every  day,  was 
in  the  habit  of  hearing  so  many  strange  opinions 
broached,  that  the  sense  of  novelty  and  falsity  in 
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them  was  wearing  awaj ;  and  as  for  going  to  church 
—  there  were  evidently,  in  London  households,  so 
manj  obstacles  in  the  waj  of  such  a  duty,  that  it 
was  only  charitable  to  believe  some  of  them  to  be 
real.  At  Yare,  Mr.  Cameron  was  regular  at  church, 
both  in  the  morning  and  afternoon — ^he  felt  it  necessary 
to  set  an  example  to  the  parish  :  in  London  he  never 
could  manage  more  than  the  morning  service,  whilst 
Mrs.  Cameron  required  a  drive,  and  liked  to  have 
one  of  her  children  with  her,  and  this  often  stood  in 
the  way  of  their  going  more  than  once  a-day.  Besides, 
it  was  considered  a  necessity  to  hear  every  celebrated 
preacher,  and  in  consequence  there  was  a  great  deal 
of  planning  with  the  Verneys  as  to  who  was  to  go 
with  whom;  and  a  large  portion  of  the  day  was 
often  spent  in  driving  to  some  distant  church,  and 
then  waiting  in  the  aisles  during  half  the  service, 
unable  to  sit  or  kneel,  and  with  the  thoughts  neces- 
sarily engaged  with  the  desire  to  find  a  seat  which 
would  make  seeing  and  hearing  as  possible  as 
resting. 

Dress,  too,  was  an  important  matter  in  London  on 
a  Sunday,  and  dress  was  still  Myra's  bugbear.  The 
moments  which  she  would  have  spent  in  quiet  reading, 
before  or  after  the  service,  were  devoted  as  a  matter 
of  duty  to  fastening  all  the  ribbons,  and  buttons,  and 
cuffs,  without  which  she  could  not  possibly  appear 
before  Mrs.  Verney,  and  then  running  from  room  to 
room  to  entreat  that  some  one  would  tell  her  that 
she  was  all  right,  so  that  she  might  escape  being 
grasped  in  the  carriage,  with  an  '  Allow  me,  my  dear 
Myra  ;'  or  *  Who  did  dress  you,  my  dear  ?'  or,  what 
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was  still  more  trying — a  quiet,  sarcastic  smile,  wliflst 
her  bonnet-strings  were  gently  untied,  and  tied  again, 
just  so  tight,  or  so  slack,  as  to  make  her  uncomfort- 
able for  the  whole  morning. 

A  late  dinner,  with  a  few  stray  gentlemen  friends, 
though  never  a  regular  party,  closed  the  day.  Sacred 
music  was  occasionally  proposed,  but  as  Rosamond 
was  away  it  was  not  very  successful,  and  Myra 
generally  spent  the  evening  with  a  volume  of  French 
sermons  before  her,  for,  with  her  usual  diversity  of 
taste  and  occupation,  she  had  lately  taken  to  a  dili- 
gent perusal  of  Masillon  and  Bourdaloue,  whilst  she 
kept  a  certain  portion  of  her  attention  for  conversa- 
tion ;  not  joining  in  it,  but  listening  whenever  a  word 
or  a  sentence  struck  her  as  indicating  anything  new 
or  entertaining. 

This  kind  of  life  was  certainly  little  likely  to  foster 
any  religious  feeling.  Much  might  be  said  in  its 
excuse,  but  there  was  undoubtedly  no  high  tone 
about  it,  whilst  there  was  a  good  deal  of  dangerous 
excitement.  Myra  had  no  safeguard  externally — ^no 
one  advised,  or  attempted  to  guide  her ;  and  no  one 
found  fault  with  her,  except  when  she  dressed  her- 
self badly.  She  was  left  apparently  to  herself — but 
it  was  only  apparently.  We  none  of  us  know  how 
our  characters  are  being  moulded,  until  after  they 
have  been  worked  into  shape.  Those  few  strong  re- 
solutions— the  result,  as  it  might  have  seemed,  of  tem- 
porary feeling — were  not  to  Myra  herself  as  evidently 
influential  now  as  they  were  when  she  first  experi- 
enced them.  But  they  were  genuine,  and  they  had 
been  acted  upon,  and,  as  a  result,  they  were  becoming 
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habits — habits  of  action,  habits  of  thought — the  latter 
the  less  obvious,  but  the  more  important  of  the  two. 
When  Mjra  found  herself  in  a  strange,  uncongenial 
atmosphere,  called  upon  to  do  things  which,  if  not 
absolutely  wrong,  were  still  unsatisfactory  to  her 
scrupulous  conscience — whilst  so  disturbed  by  the 
pressure  of  engagements,  that  feeling  was  almost 
dead  within  her,  she  was,  through  God's  help,  kept 
in  the  right  path  by  duty.  A  very  cold,  dead  guide 
that  may  seem  to  some — but  it  has  one  inestimable 
advantage,  that  it  is  wholly  independent  of  outward 
circumstances.  Myra  r.ead  the  Bible,  kept  to  her 
times  of  prayer,  checked  her  temper,  and  sternly 
battled  with  the  self  against  which  she  had  inwardly 
vowed  such  a  deadly  warfare,  because — she  scarcely 
could  have  told  why  at  the  moment,  but  she  felt  that 
she  must  do  it — that  obedience  was  necessary  to  her, 
and  the  sense  of  disobedience — the  consciousness  of 
being  out  of  God's  favour  —  so  oppressive  that  at 
any  sacrifice  it  must  be  avoided.  An  observant  per- 
son would  have  been  struck  by  the  effect  which  this 
unobtrusive  but  rigid  adherence  to  a  law  of  right 
insensibly  produced.  *  Myra  is  certain  to  do  this  or 
that ' — *  Myi'a  will  stay  at  home,  or  Myra  will  go ' — or 
*  Myra  has  undertaken  to  write  such  a  note,  or  to  pay 
such  a  visit,'  were  the  expressions  commonly  heard, 
and  yet  no  one  in  the  family  was  aware  why  Myra 
should  be  so  depended  upon.  It  was  certainly  not 
because  she  was  entirely  changed.  Her  peculiarities 
were  still  observable,  but  they  were  diminishing. 
She  was  every  day  gaining  a  respect  from  others 
which  reacted  upon  her  own  mind,  by  giving  her 
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confidence.  Knowing  that  she  meant  rightly,  and 
with  that  singular  sincerity  of  character  which  en- 
abled her  to  look  her  virtues  in  the  face,  as  well  as 
her  faults,  she  was  becoming  less  and  less  sensitive  to 
the  opinion  of  others,  and,  as  a  consequence,  more 
natural  and  unaffected.  And  thus  Myra's  difficulties 
were  converted  into  blessings.  Under  more  favour- 
able circumstances,  she  might  have  leaned  upon 
others  (for  the  bent  of  her  mind  was  to  lean  and  be 
guided),  and  have  lost  both  power  and  originality. 
But  left  alone,  without  sympathy,  in  the  midst  of 
temptation,  and  with  her  own  strong  natural  faults 
struggling  incessantly  to  regain  their  former  dominion, 
the  whole  energy  of  her  will  was  roused  ;  and  the 
will  of  man,  when  it  is.  one  with  the  Will  of  God, 
has  a  strength  which  none  on  earth,  or  under  the 
earth,  can  withstand. 

*  Rosamond  and  Elise  want  you  to  go  to  the  Royal 
Academy  this  morning,  Myra,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron, 
when  they  met  at  a  late  breakfast  the  day  after  Mr. 
Vemey's  visit ;  *  you  must  be  in  Eaton  Place  by 
twelve  o'clock.     Conyers  can  walk  there  with  you.' 

^  And  Annette  and  I,  mamma  ? '  said  Juliet. 

*  My  dear,  you  must  stay  at  home,  and  attend  to 
your  lessons.  If  you  have  so  many  holidays  you  will 
disgrace  yourselves  when  you  go  to  school.' 

*  Is  it  decided  about  school  ?'  asked  Annette,  mourn- 
fully. 

*  I  am  sure  it  is,'  exclaimed  Juliet,  without  waiting 
for  her  mother's  reply.  *  I  was  certain  when  Mrs. 
Verney  went  away  yesterday.     She  had  just   the 
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look  of  a  person  who  has  settled  the  world  to  her 
satisfaction.     Where  is  the  school,  mamma  ? ' 

'  Juliet/  said  Mr.  Cameron,  raising  his  eyes  from  a 
sheet  of  the  *  Times/  *  you  will  ask  no  questions  until 
your  mamma  chooses  to  give  you  permission.' 

*  I  only  wanted  to  know  in  order  to  be  prepared/ 
muttered  Juliet. 

*  Do  you  want  to  go  to  any  particular  school,  my 
dear  ? '  asked  Mrs.  Cameron,  desirous  of  averting  a 
storm. 

'I  should  like  to  go  to  that  one  at  which  Miss 
Greaves  was  teacher,  and  where  Catharine  Verney 
went  for  a  short  time,'  said  Juliet,  considerably  em- 
boldened by  her  mother's  enquiry ;  *  Mrs.  de  Lancey's, 
in  St.  John's  Wood.  Catharine  only  left  it  because 
it  was  too  expensive ;  she  was  very  happy  there. 
And  I  wrote  to  ask  her  about  it ;  and,  mamma,  here  is 
the  answer.' 

Mrs.  Camerdn  received  the  note,  and  laid  it  on  the 
table  ;  she  was  by  no  means  inclined  to  take  an 
active  part  in  a  task  which  had  been  placed  in  Mrs. 
Verney's  hands.  *We  will  see  about  it,  my  dear/ 
was  all  the  answer  Juliet  could  obtain  ;  and  a  few 
minutes  afterwards  breakfast  was  declared  ended,  and 
the  party  dispersed. 

Juliet  followed  Myra  into  the  hall.  *  Now,  Myra, 
this  is  so  provoking  of  mamma,  just  when  I  wanted 
to  talk  to  her ;  but  you  will  say  something,  won't 
you  ?  You  are  going  to  Mrs.  Verney's  to-day. 
Catharine  was  so  very  happy  at  Mrs.  de  Lancey's ; 
jind  Miss  Greaves  told  me  that  they  have  capital 
masters  there,   and  French  and  German  teachers  ; 
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and  they  go  out  to  concerts,  and  have  parties  at 
home;  and,  in  fact,  it  is  quite  delightful  Miss 
Greaves  says  that  she  and  Charlotte  Stuart  were 
never  happier  in  their  lives.' 

^  And  who  is  Charlotte  Stuart  ? '  enquired  Myra. 

^  Oh  I  the  daughter  of  a  Mr«  Stuart  in  India,  who 
is  immensely  rich.  I  don't  exactly  know  what 
position  he  holds  ;  I  think  he  must  be  a  merchant ; 
and  I  believe  he  is  a  relation  of  Miss  Medley's,  but  I 
never  asked  much  about  him.  I  only  cared  to  know 
what  Miss  Greaves  did.  She  was  a  kind  of  half 
pupil,  half  teacher ;  and  Charlotte  Stuart  was  only 
a  year  or  two  younger  than  herself,  and  they  were 
great  friends.' 

'And  Miss  Greaves  liked  Mrs.  de  Lancey,  did 
she?' 

^  Oh,  yes  I  extremely ;  and  Annette  and  I  have 
made  up  our  minds  that  we  must  go  there.  It  will 
be  such  fun  I  and  we  can  write  to  Catharine  all  about 
it.  Just  talk  to  mamma  and  Mrs.  Yerney,  won't 
you  ? '     ' 

*  I  will  if  I  can  ;  if  I  see  my  way  to  it.' 

*  But  make  a  way  ;  it  is  only  the  will  that  you 
want.' 

*  I  am  not  sure  that  I  have  the  will,'  replied  Myra. 
*  Anyhow,  Juliet,'  she  added,  observing  her  sister's 
face  of  disappointment,  *  I  won't  forget  it ;  but  I  may 
not  see  Mrs.  Verney  alone.' 

*  You  will  be  sure  to  do  that,  if  you  go  out  in  a 
party.  Mr.  Verney  and  Rosamond  will  be  together  ; 
and  you,  and  Mrs.  Verney,  and  Elise  will  walk  be- 
hind ;  and  Elise  is  nobody.' 
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*  Mr.  Verney ! '  exclaimed  Myra ;  *  he  is  not  come 
back?' 

*  Yes,  he  is.  Conyers  saw  him  yesterday  ;  and 
Myra' — Juliet  drew  quite  close  to  her  sister,  and 
spoke  nearly  in  a  whisper-^*  Conyers  says  everyone 
at  Colonel  Yerney's  is  talking  about  Rosamond's 
being  married  to  Mr.  Verney.  Do  you  think  she  will 
be?' 

Myra  could  have  laughed  at  the  suggestion,  so 
like  her  own,  and  made  almost  in  her  own  words ; 
but  Mrs.  Patty's  reserve  had  given  her  a  lesson  which 
she  had  profited  by,  and  she  answered,  with  grave 
propriety,  that  *  such  gossip  ought  not  to  be 
listened  to ; '  and  then  turned  away,  with  a  feeling 
of  greatly  increased  satisfaction  at  the  prospect  of 
the  morning's  engagement. 
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CHAPTER  XXni. 

THE  drawing-room  in  Eaton  Place  was  much  more 
attractive  than  the  drawing-room  in  Chester 
Square.  It  was  a  peculiar  gift  of  Mrs.  Verney's  to 
throw  an  air  of  refined  mystery  over  things  as  well 
as  persons.  When  she  spoke  of  her  furniture,  it  was 
always  in  terms  which  idealised  the  several  articles. 
Her  curtains  were  not  curtains,  but  draperies ;  they 
did  not  conceal  windows,  but  they  veiled  recesses. 
Her  sofas  were  couches ;  her  ornaments,  bijouterie  ; 
her  books,  the  breathings  of  talent ;  her  pictures, 
the  efforts  of  artistic  genius;  and,  to  a  certain  ex- 
tent, it  was  quite  true  that  the  every-day  articles  of 
comfort  or  luxury  which  Mrs.  Verney  collected  to- 
gether^ did,  by  some  peculiar  arrangement,  produce 
a  different  effect  in  her  drawing-room  from  that 
which  they  would  have  done  elsewhere.  Soft  pink 
was  the  prevailing  colour,  and  it  seemed  to  pervade 
the  atmosphere.  The  sunlight  never  glared  upon  it, 
and  the  clouds  scarcely  seemed  to  darken  it.  There 
were  all  appliances  for  reading,  writing,  and  needle- 
work, but  no  one  would  have  thought  of  study  or 
active  employment  in  Mrs.  Verney's  drawing-room. 
Poetry  might,  indeed,  be  read,  but  it  must  be  from 
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a  beautifully  bound  edition ;  and  notes  might  be 
written,  but  the  pen  must  be  gold,  and  the  paper 
must  be  embossed  and  scented;  and  for  needle- 
work, Mrs.  Verney's  exquisite  ivory  work-box 
always  lay  open,  but  the  implements  it  contained 
were  fit  for  nothing  but  some  very  delicate  piece  of 
embroidery.  The  room  was,  in  fact,  as  Mrs.  Verney 
declared,  devoted  to  the  interchange  of  thought, 
stimulated  and  refined  by  the  charms  of  elegance  and 
art. 

Rosamond  Cameron  was  a  fitting  goddess  for  such 
a  temple,  and  it  was  to  be  supposed  that  Mr.  Verney 
thought  so,  for  he  had  seated  himself  in  the  best 
position  for  admiring  her,  and  though  pretending  to 
read  a  review,  was  really  carrying  on  a  bantering 
conversation,  not  one  sentence  of  which  could  bear 
repetition,  but  which  yet  served  to  keep  them  mu- 
tually engrossed  with  each  other.  Myra's  appearance 
was  an  interruption,  and  evidently  not,  to  Hosamond, 
a  very  agreeable  one.  Mr.  Verney,  on  the  contrary, 
actually  roused  himself  to  go  forward  several  steps  to 
meet  her,  and  ask  how  she  was,  and  what  she  had 
been  doing  with  herself;  and  that  in  a  very  natural, 
hearty  manner,  which,  in  spite  of  his  rather  drawling 
tone,  showed  that  he  was  really  pleased  to  see  her. 

*  I  was  coming  to  you  this  afternoon,'  he  said,  *  if 
my  aunt  had  not  arranged  our  all  going  out  together 
this  morning.  I  suppose  Mrs.  Cameron  would  admit 
me.' 

*  Mamma  drives  out  generally  about  four,'  said 
Myra,  *  and  I  very  often  go  with  her.' 

*  Then  I  shall  come  before  four,  and  we  will  talk 
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over  the  things  to  be  seen  and  heard  in  London ;  not 
mere  sight-seeing,  but  lectures  and  curiosities/ 

'  Things  to  suit  Myra's  learned  *  tastes/  said  Bosa- 
mond  laughing,  though  a  little  sarcastically. 

*  I  don't  call  her  learned/  replied  Mr.  Verney.  *I 
hate  learned  women,  be  they  old  or  young/ 

'All  gentlemen  do,'  said  Rosamond.  'They  are 
afraid  of  the  discovery  of  their  own  ignorance/ 

'Possibly/  was  the  languid  reply,  as  Mr.  Verney 
threw  himself  back  in  an  arm-chair.  '  I  never  took 
the  trouble  to  enquire  into  the  origin  of  the  feeling. 
It  is  an  instinct  —  born  with  us.' 

'But  do  you  think  that  women  can  ever  be  as 
learned  as  men  ?'  asked  Myra. 

*  Oh  !  spare  us  that  discussion,  my  dear  child,'  ex- 
claimed Rosamond;  '  one  might  as  well  have  a  social 
science  meeting  at  once/ 

'Can  a  rose  ever  be  an  oak?'  asked  Mr.  Verney. 
'  Yet  who  does  not  prefer  the  rose  ?' 

'  Except  in  a  storm,  when  one  wants  shelter,*  said 
Myra,  lightly.  '  I  confess  I  should  like  to  be  more 
useful  than  a  rose.  I  doubt  if  it  might  not  even  be 
better  to  be  a  potato.' 

'  Eaten,  digested,  and  giving  nourishment,'  said 
Mr.  Verney.  'Well !  it  strikes  me  that  you  may  very 
possibly  obtain  that  amount  of  value,  but  I  wish,  for 
my  sake,  you  would  add  a  little  grace  and  beauty  to 
it.    Be  a  potato  in  blossom  at  any  rate/ 

'  If  I  could,'  said  Myra.  '  But  I  must  be  contented 
to  be  what  lam;'  and  then — as  a  reply,  which  con- 
tained a  little  of  that  unmeaning  flattery,  which  even 
the  most  sensible  men  are  apt  to  think  women  can 
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CDJoy,  rose  to  Mr.  Verney's  lips  —  he  was  stopped  bj 
Mjra's  suddenly  turning  to  a  totally  different  subject, 
and  saying  to  Bo^amond  :  '  I  have  had  a  letter  from 
Mrs.  Patty,  should  you  like  to  see  it  ?' 

^  Ca  deyend^  was  Rosamond's  answer.  '  Is  it 
legible?' 

*  Yes,  quite.' 
*Isit  interesting  ?' 
*Yes,  to  me.' 

*'  That  implies  a  doubt ;  what  do  you  say,  Mr. 
Vemey  ?' 

Mr.  Verney's  attention  had  been  wandering 
rather  uncivilly,  for  he  required  an  explanation. 
'  Mrs.  Patty  Kingsbury  were  you  talking  of  ?  Any 
communication  from  her  must  be  worthy  of  a  place  in 
the  archives  of  the  British  Museum.' 

*I  don't  wish  anyone  to  read  her  letter  who  would 
laugh  at  it,'  said  Myra. 

*  Laugh  !  who  could  laugh  at  Mrs.  Patty?'  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Verney.  '  I  have  the  profoundest  rever- 
ence for  her.' 

'  And  so  have  I,'  said  Rosamond.  '  She  taught  me 
to  walk  in  pattens,  and  I  have  never  lost  the  accom- 
plishment.' 

Myra  was  silent. 

*We  have  touched  a  sensitive  nerve,'  said  Rosa- 
mond ironically,  as  she  turned  to  Mr.  Verney. 

But  he  answered  in  a  different  tone :  *  I  do  re- 
verence her  really.' 

*  Everyone  must  who  knows  her,'  observed  Myra> 
*  she  is  so  very  good.' 

^  Too  good,'  said  Rosamond. 

B 
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<But  no  one  can  be  that/  answered  Mjra. 

*  Too  good  for  this  work-a-day  existence  though,' 
said  Rosamond.  ^  What  would  this  world  be  if  we 
were  all  like  her  ?  Fancy  a  continent,  a  kingdom, 
even  an  island  peopled  with  Mrs.  Patty  Kingsburys.' 

*  There  is  a  place  which  will  be  peopled  with 
beings  ¥ery  like  them,  I  suspect,'  said  Myra,  as  the 
colour  mounted  to  her  cheeks. 

'I  was  not  aware  that  Myra  could  be  so  enthu- 
siastic in  her  attachments,'  said  Bosamond ;  'were  you, 
Mr.  Vemey?' 

*  I  guessed  it/  was  his  reply ;  and  Myra  looked  at 
him  gratefully  and  said : 

<  Thank  you.  I  should  not  mind  showing  you 
Mrs.  Patty's  letter.'  He  held  out  his  hand  for  it,  but 
Myra,  when  taken  at  her  word,  felt  as  though  she 
might  be  about  to  commit  a  breach  of  confidence. 
Bosamond  playfully  caught  the  letter  from  her.  '  It 
was  offered  to  me  first,'  she  said,  'so  I  will  read  it 
out  for  the  benefit  of  the  company,  omitting  all  por- 
tions which  should  be  omitted.  Trust  me,  Myra,' 
she  added,  seeing  her  sister's  look  of  caution.  '  Now 
Mr.  Verney,  attend.' 

The  preamble  of  the  letter  contained  all  Mrs. 
Patty's  reasons,  social  and  domestic,  for  not  having 
written  before ;  but  the  first  was  conclusive.  She 
had  not  had  a  moment  of  time,  for  she  had  been 
waiting  night  and  day  upon  Miss  Medley,  who  was 
very  ill  indeed.  Mr.  Verney  was  holding  a  pencil- 
case  in  his  hand.  When  Rosamond  came  to  these 
words,  he  dropped  it  on  the  floor  suddenly.  Myra, 
who  was  looking  at  him,  thought  that  he  started;  but 
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it  could  oqIj  have  been  a  fancy — ^he  sat  so  still  daring 
the  remainder  of  the  letter,  with  his  ejes  fixed  upon 
the  ground,  and  listening. 

When  Eosamond  had  finished,  he  said  quietlj, 
<  Poor  Mrs.  Patty  seems  anxious  about  her  friend.' 

^And  she  has  reason  to  be,' said  Mjra.  ^Papa 
heard  from  some  one  else  that  it  is  feared  Miss 
Medley's  mind  will  never  be  right  again.' 

^  I  thought  it  never  was  right  before,'  said  Rosa* 
mond,  lightly.  'She  was  always  half  mad  about 
homoeopathy.' 

*Yes,  she  was  very  strange,*  said  Myra,  with  a 
sudden  recollection  of  the  day  when  she  had  bor- 
rowed the  umbrella,  and  Miss  Medley  had  been  so 
nervous  at  Mr.  Verney's  visit.  She  looked  at  Mr. 
Yemey  with  a  kind  of  vague  expectation  that  he 
would  make  some  allusion  to  his  acquaintance,  but,  on 
the  contrary,  he  began — as  if  Miss  Medley  was  almost 
a  stranger  to  him — asking  where  she  came  from,  how 
long  she  had  lived  at  Tare,  who  her  relations  were^ 
&c. 

Myra  was  puzzled.  She  said  presently,  *  But  you 
do  know  Miss  Medley,  Mr.  Verney.'  Her  decided 
tone  seemed  to  strike  him,  for  he  looked  up  and  their 
eyes  met.  'Yes,'  he  answered;  'that  is,  I  have  seen 
her,  as  I  have  everyone  in  Tare,  but  seeing  and 
knowing  are  very  different.  One  thing,  indeed,  I 
did  know — that  she  was  a  homoeopathist.' 

He  spoke  so  naturally  that  Myra  could  not  suspect 
any  mystery.  Perhaps  Miss  Medley's  strange  man^ 
ner  on  that  particular  day  might  have  been  the 
forerunner  of  disease.    She  was  almost  tempted  to 
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make  some  remark  which  might  bring  an  explanation, 
but  she  was  bound  bj  her  promise ;  and  in  reply  she 
merely  said  :  ^It  is  not  homoeopathy  which  has 
brought  on  her  sudden  illness  now ;  but  some  worry 
about  money,  so  Mrs.  Patty  says  in  a  note  written  to 
mamma.' 

*  To  Mrs.  Cameron? 'enquired  Mr.  Vemey.  *Doe8 
Mrs.  Patty  keep  up  such  a  very  vigorous  correspond- 
ence?' 

*0h!  no.  She  only  wrote  a  few  lines  about 
Johnnie  Ford * 

*  And  the  Idiot  Asylum,'  said  Bosamond ;  ^  I  am 
tired  of  hearing  about  it.  That  good  little  Mr. 
Baines  has  been  working  so  hard  for  it  merely  be- 
cause I  asked  him.  But  Mr.  Verney,  you  seem  quite 
subdued  by  Mrs.  Patty's  mournful  intelligence. 
Do  n't  you  think  your  spirits  would  be  revived  by 
the  Royal  Academy?  It  wants  only  five  minutes  to 
twelve,  and  the  carriage  will  be  here  directly ;  I 
think  I  shall  go  and  put  my  bonnet  on.' 

Rosamond  glided  gently  out  of  the  room,  watched 
by  Mr.  Verney  till  the  door  was  closed  behind  her, 
whilst  Myra  studied  Mrs.  Patty's  letter  again. 

When  Rosamond  was  gone,  Mr.  Vemey  said :  *  I 
do  n't  want  my  visits  to  Miss  Medley  to  be  talked 
about,  Myra.     You  are  to  be  trusted,  I  know.' 

*  I  hope  so,'  said  Myra,  taken  quite  by  surprise, 

*  Yes,  you  are  to  be  trusted.    I  trust  you.' 

*  I  am  glad  you  do.' 

^  And  I  mean  to  show  it.  You  must  let  me  know 
when  you  have  news  of  that  poor  thing.' 
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*  Of  Miss  Medley ! '  Mjra  could  not  conceal  her 
astonishment. 

*Yes;  never  mind  why;  only  bring  me  news  of 
her.  Let  me  know  as  often  as  possible  how  she  is, 
and  if  she  wants  for  anything.' 

It  struck  Myra  as  a  very  odd  request,  but  she  did 
not  exactly  see  why  she  was  to  refuse,  and  she  said : 
*Yes,  if  I  can.' 

^  Of  course  this  is  between  ourselves,'  added  Mr. 
Vemey. 

And  Myra  again  could  say  nothing  but  ^Yes.' 
Yet  a  little  weight  fell  upon  her  heart. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THEY  went  to  the  Royal  Academy,  and  Mr. 
Vemey  was  particularly  kind  to  Myra.  He 
took  her  to  the  best  pictures,  and  pointed  out  their 
beauties  and  their  defects.  She  had  quite  an  artisf  s 
lesson  from  him,  and  it  was  very  enjoyable.  But 
when  they  parted  afterwards,  in  Chester  Square,  he 
said,  in  a  low  voice,  *  I  shall  call  to-morrow,  to  know 
if  you  have  heard  anything  more;'  and  then  the 
weight  became  rather  heavier,  and  Myra  ran  upstairs 
to  her  own  room  without  going  to  her  mother,  be- 
cause she  wanted  just  to  be  alone,  and  think  what  it 
was  that  was  making  her  uncomfortable. 

Secresy !  It  was  that  which  she  disliked,  though 
she  could  not  feel  herself  responsible  for  it  Mjrra 
had  been  often  a  very  tiresome  playmate  in  her 
childhood,  because  she  never  could  be  made  to  under- 
stand the  pleasure  of  concealment.  Juliet  liked  it 
for  what  she  called  the  fun  of  it,  and  Annette  had  a 
natural  taste  for  it,  fostered  by  Rosamond's  influence ; 
but  Myra  was  provokingly  transparent.  Plots  and 
plans,  except  in  fiction,  were  odious  to  her,  and,  with 
her  small  experience  of  the  world,  she  was  inclined 
to  condemn  all  mystery,  without  distinction.     Now, 
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however,  she  was  brought  to  feel  that  mystery  might 
possibly  be  necessary.  If  it  were  not,  Mr.  Verney 
would  never  have  imposed  the  annoyance  upon  her, 
for  he  must  know  that  it  was  annoying.  It  was  one 
thing  to  be  told  not  to  talk  of  his  visits  to  Miss 
Medley — they  were  not  her  concern;  but  to  give 
private  messages  was  very  dififerent  Myra  said  to 
herself,  that  if  anyone  else  had  made  the  request  she 
would  have  refused;  but  Mr.  Verney  would  never 
ask  her  to  do  anything  that  was  wrong,  and  if  it 
was  not  wrong,  then  she  need  not  worry  herself 
about  it ;  and  so  she  went  downstairs  to  read  to  her 
mother. 

The  next  day  brought  Mr.  Verney  and  his  aunt, 
early — at  least  before  luncheon  time.  Mrs.  Verney 
came  to  talk  over  schools ;  Mr.  Verney  to  arrange  a 
party  for  a  morning  concert  the  next  week.  Myra 
was  uncomfortable  the  whole  time,  because  she  knew 
he  was  watching  to  speak  to  her  alone,  and  she  had 
to  manoeuvre  a  little  to  give  him  the  opportunity. 
After  all,  there  was  little  enough  to  be  said,  except 
that  Mr.  Cameron  had  heard  from  Dr.  Kingsbury, 
who  mentioned  in  a  postscript  that  Mrs.  Fatty  was 
still  in  attendance  upon  poor  Miss  Medley,  and 
that  change  of  air  was  recommended  for  her;  but 
there  seemed  a  difficulty  about  the  financial  arrange- 
ments. 

Myra  had  a  momentary  doubt  how  far  she  was 
justified  in  repeating  this  latter  sentence ;  but  then 
she  had  promised  to  tell  Mr.  Verney  what  she  knew, 
and  if  she  told  him  only  half,  she  would  not  be 
keeping  her  word.    He  was  so  grateful  to  her,  so 
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evidently  and  kindly  interested  in  Miss  Medley's 
condition,  that  she  liked  him  more  than  ever.  And 
there  was  the  flattered  vanity  also.  Trathful, 
earnest,  and  watchfol  as  Myra  was  becoming,  she 
was  not  quite  aware  yet  of  the  power  of  that 
most  insidious  of  all  influences.  Mr.  Vemey's  con- 
fidence was  very  pleasant  to  her,  and,  if  it  was 
purchased  at  the  price  of  a  little  mystery,  there  was 
nothing,  surely,  required  of  her  at  which  any  right 
conscience  could  fairly  take  alarm. 

So  matters  went  on  for  nearly  a  fortnight,  whilst 
Rosamond  still  showed  no  signs  of  intending  to 
return  home,  and  Mrs.  Cameron  always  talked  as 
if  she  must  and  would,  but  never  issued  her  com- 
mands upon  the  subject ;  for  Mrs.  Vemey  was  bent 
upon  keeping  her,  and  Mrs.  Vemey  governed  both 
households.  Not,  however,  with  Mr.  Cameron's 
knowledge ;  no  man  ever  more  fully  believed  himself 
to  be  lord  and  master  in  his  own  family.  And  had 
he  not  been  put  upon  his  guard  with  respect  to 
Rosamond  ?  Had  he  not  declared  that  the  report  was 
an  absurdity,  that  the  difference  of  age  was  an  in- 
surmountable objection,  that  he  detested  the  Stor- 
mont  politics,  and  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
them,  and,  if  people  talked  so  foolishly,  he  would 
never  let  his  daughter  go  near  the  Vemeys  again  ? 

Yes,  Mr.  Cameron  had  said  all  this,  and  a  great 
deal  like  it  besides,  on  the  day  when  he  insisted  to 
his  wife  that  Rosamond  should  not  go  up  to  London 
under  Mr.  Verney's  escort,  and  so  he  continued  to 
say;  but  not  one  whit  the  more  did  he  act  upon  his 
saying. 
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*  My  dear  Mr.  Cameron,  your  deep  penetrativeness 
fathoms  my  nephew's  character,'  said  Mrs.  Yemey. 
*  His  mind  is  given  to  schemes  of  philanthropy.  He 
feels  his  broken  health,  and,  under  such  a  trial, 
sympathy  is  a  necessity.  So  the  society  of  your  dear 
family  is  soothing  to  him,  and  to  us  alL  Tour  sweet 
Rosamond  is  a  sunbeam  in  our  household ;  she  and 
my  two  girls  make  such  a  charming  trio,  I  really 
cannot  part  with  them.  And  separate  action  is  so 
good  for  Myra ;  you  must  see  how  she  is  expanding, 
in  her  sister's  absence.  I  see  traits  which  remind 
me  of  your  own  noble  independence,  and  self-reliant 
energy.  Myra  will  gain  strength  daily  by  the  free- 
dom thus  given  her.  I  feel  for  your  parental  ten- 
derness, but  you  are  the  last  person  to  allow  feeling, 
even  the  strongest  and  purest,  to  predominate  over 
considerations  which  are  material  to  your  children's 
best  interests.' 

Certainly,  Mr.  Cameron  had  not  the  slightest  in- 
tention of  allowing  feeling  to  predominate  under  any 
circumstances ;  and,  moreover,  he  could  not  possibly 
contradict  a  lady  who  so  thoroughly  understood  him. 
Generally  speaking,  whenever  he  heard  what  was  said 
of  himself,  it  proved  to  be  something  disagreeable  — 
either  that  he  was  stiff,  or  unapproachable,  or  obstinate, 
or  selfish.  Most  unpleasant  remarks  of  this  kind 
had  at  times  been  made,  especially  after  elections 
and  public  meetings ;  but  such  testimony  to  his  virtues 
from  the  wife  of  his  political  adversary  was  incon- 
trovertible. And  as  Mrs.  Verney  could  thus  appre- 
ciate him,  she  would  naturally  appreciate  his  children, 
and  be  a  good  judge  of  what  was  desirable  for  them. 
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The  world*s  gossip  was,  no  doubt,  very  disagreeal^ 
but,  after  all,  it  might  be  well  to  rise  superior  to  it ; 
and  so  Mr.  Cameron  did  not  interfere. 

The  school  question  was  progressing  to  Jolief  s 
satisfaction.  Mrs.  Vernej  had  collected  reports  and 
prospectuses  of  the  chief  schools  in  and  near  London. 
She  had  carefully  balanced  their  merits  and  demerits; 
weighed  the  advantage  of  having  Mr.  A.  for  drawing 
against  the  disadvantage  of  losing  Signer  B.  for 
singing,  and  collected  the  names  of  the  young  ladies 
who  were  considered  the  best  specimens  of  the 
various  systems;  and,  after  thorough  enquiry,  Mrs. 
de  Lancey's  establishment  in  St.  John's  Wood  was 
fixed  upon,  as  being  upon  the  whole  preeminent  in 
principle,  accomplishments,  and  style.  And  it  was 
style  which  Juliet  and  Annette  decidedly  needed — 
Annette  perhaps  the  least;  but  Juliet,  though  she 
could  not  be  said  to  dress  badly,  was  unmistakeably 
a  country  girl  —  abrupt  in  manner,  loud  in  tone, 
dictatorial,  and  interfering.  Quiet  self-discipline 
might,  perhaps,  have  been  effectual  in  softening  these 
disagreeable  characteristics.  It  was  singular  to  re- 
mark how  much  more  gentle  and  pleasing  Myra  had 
become  since  she  had  learnt  to  watch  herself,  and 
prefer  the  wishes  of  others  to  her  own ;  but  then,  as 
Mrs.Verney  said,  it  was  so  excessively  difficult  to  give 
girls  of  thirteen  and  fourteen  any  idea  of  self-discipline* 
They  could  not  understand  it,  and  it  was  such  a  very 
tedious  process !  Give  them  the  habits  and  manners 
of  refined  society  first,  and  by  and  by  self-discipline 
would  follow  as  a  thing  of  course. 

'The  world  teaches  it,  my  dear/  she  observed. 
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when  Mrs.  Cameron  one  day  remarked  upon 
Mjra's  increasing  self-control,  and  expressed  a  wish 
that  her  two  younger  girls  might  imitate  it.  ^  The 
world  teaches  it,  and  school  is  a  little  world.  Girls 
quiz  one  another,  and  governesses  are  strict  and  sharp ; 
and  where  there  is  the  tone  of  good  society  —  call  it 
fashionable  society  if 'you  will — ^young  people  learn 
very  quickly  what  they  may,  and  what  they  may  not 
do.  Awkwardness  makes  them  feel  awkward,  and 
so  they  strive  against  it.  There  is  no  discipline  like 
it.' 

'But  Juliet  is  just  one  of  those  girls  who  might  be- 
come what  is  called  fast,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron,  *  and  I 
detest  fast  girls,  and  it  would  drive  her  father  frantic 
if  she  were  to  be  one.' 

'  You  need  have  no  fear,  my  dear,'  was  the  reply. 

*  The  young  people  at  Mrs.  de  Lancey's  are  just  the 
class  to  despise  vulgar  fastness,  they  are  above  it. 
If  there  are  little  eccentricities  and  freedoms,  they  are 
all  of  a  safe  kind.  As  far  as  I  can  learn,  and  I  really 
have  enquired  very  narrowly,  there  is  nothing  in  the  . 
school  in  the  least  approaching  to  bad  taste.  Mrs. 
de  Lancey's  young  people  are  never  noisy«  I  have 
never  heard  of  one  who  had  become  an  objectionable 
flirt.  Of  course,  all  girls  will  carry  on  a  little  inno- 
cent flirting  in  a  quiet  way,  but  that  one  must  shut 
one's  eyes  to.' 

*  I  suppose  so,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron,  with'  a  smile. 

*  I  have  heard  Rosamond  called  a  flirt.' 

*It  is  very  hard  upon  her,'  replied  Mrs.  Verney, 
'when  she  is  so  remarkably  subdued  and  sweet  in 
all  her  ways  —  so  prettily  unconscious  of  her  own 
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fascination.  But  I  can  understand  what  people  mean. 
She  does  manage  to  attract  men  without  appearing  to 
make  any  effort.  Even  old  Dr.  Kingsbury  is  be- 
witched with  her  ;  and  as  for  my  husband,  he  says  he 
really  cannot  give  up  the  pleasure  of  looking  at  her 
and  watching  her.' 

*  It  is  curious  how  tastes  differ/  said  Mrs.  Cameron. 
^  Rosamond  is  a  much  greater  favourite  with  gentle- 
men than  she  is  with  ladies.' 

^  Yes,  she  is  so  bright  and  graceful,  and  makes  such 
a  pretty  picture,  and  that  is  all  that  most  gentlemen 
care  for,  unless  they  happen  to  be  philosophers  like  my 
nephew,  or  have  grave  notions  about  marriage,  and 
compatibility  of  taste.  I  do  n't  mean  that  dear 
Rosamond  is  not  a  great  deal  more  than  pretty  to 
look,  at,  but  only  that  it  is  that  which  is  valuable  in 
society,  and  which  must,  of  course,  therefore,  be 
aimed  at.  Will  you  allow  me  to  enter  into  negotia- 
tions with  Mrs.  de  Lancey  ? ' 

'  I  must  speak  to  Mr.  Cameron  first,  but  I  should 
think  he  could  have  no  objection.  I  can't  help  wish- 
ing that  the  children  could  have  been  sent  to  her  at 
once.  It  would  be  so  much  more  convenient ;  for 
Mr.  Cameron  has  been  talking  of  going  abroad,  and  I 
do  n't  think  we  could  take  them  with  us.' 

*  Oh  !  do  n't  trouble  yourself  about  that  for  an  in- 
stant ;  they  should  be  under  my  charge  till  the  school 
re-opens  in  August.  I  should  be  charmed  to  have 
them  with  me.* 

<  How  kind  you  are,  you  obviate  all  difficulties ; 
and  really  I  am  feeling  so  very  unwell,  that  I  do  n't 
feel  at  all  equal  to  thought  about  anything.' 
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Mrs.  Verney  had  heard  this  said  so  often  that  the 
words  alone  would  have  had  no  effect  upon  her,  but 
she  happened  to  look  at  Mrs.  Cameron  at  the  same 
instant,  and  it  did  certainly  strike  her  that  there 
might  be  some  meaning  in  them.  Mrs.  Cameron  was 
very  thin,  and  just  now  appeared  much  older  than  her 
age,  and  there  was  a  dimness  about  her  eyes  which 
was  the  more  noticeable  because  her  only  claim  to 
anything  like  beauty  lay  in  the  upper  part  of  her 
face. 

*  I  am  afraid  you  are  very  unwell,  my  dear,'  she 
said ;  *  you  have  had  so  much  harass  in  coming  to 
London,  and  so  much  to  think  of  about  the  children. 
But  change  will,  I  trust,  restore  your  too  sensitive 
nature  to  its  vigour.   Where  do  you  think  of  going?' 

*  We  have  not  quite  made  up  our  minds  yet.  God- 
frey has  undertaken  to  mark  out  a  route  for  us.  I 
rather  dread  it ;  but  Mr.  Cameron  seems  bent  upon 
it,  and  I  suppose  it  may  be  as  well.  The  doctors  say 
that  if  I  get  my  strength  up  my  eyes  will  come  right 
again,  but  really  sometimes  I  begin  to  doubt.  I 
do  n't  know  what  I  should  do  without  Myra.' 

*  So  useful,  is  she  ?  I  feared  her  intellectual  facul- 
ties were  so  constantly  exercised,  that  she  might 
scarcely  be  able  to  understand  the  minutiae  of  life, 
and  I  should  have  thought  that  Juliet  would  have 
had  greater  Capacity  for  the  attendance  required  by 
an  invalid.' 

'  Juliet  is  very  capable,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron,  *  but 
she  wants  the  will.  What  I  find  in  Myra  is,  that 
when  she  tells  me  she  will  do  a  thing  she  does  it. 
You  can't  think  what  a  help  that  is,  in  this  London 
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life  especially.  And  then  Myra  reads  to  me,  and  I 
think  she  likes  it ;  at  least  she  makes  pleasant  bright 
remarks  about  the  book,  and  never  yawns  as  Juliet 
does.  I  should  be  glad  if  Mrs.  de  Lancey  could  do 
anything  in  the  way  of  making  Juliet  more  thought- 
ful for  others.' 

Mrs.  Vemey  smiled.  ^  We  must  take  one  lesson  at 
a  time.  Poor  Juliet  will  have  enough  to  do  to  think 
of  herself  at  first.  She  will  find  herself  so  unable  to 
meet  the  requirements  of  the  masters,  that  she  will 
be  compelled  to  devote  herself  to  the  one  object  of 
keeping  on  a  level  with  her  young  companions.  Com- 
petition wiU  be  her  stimulus,  and  for  the  present  I  fear 
you  must  be  prepared  to  sacrifice  everything  to  this. 
Afterwards,  no  doubt,  there  will  be  other  lessons  to 
learn.  Life  in  the  world,  as  you  and  I  know  fall  well, 
is  by  no  means  easy ;  and  young  people  are  taught 
amiability  by  discovering  how  disagreeable  they  are 
without  it.  Your  dear  little  Juliet  will  come  all  right 
by  and  by ;  only  have  patience  with  her.' 


255 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

MR.  VERNEY  dined  in  Chester  Square  the  next 
day,  but  he  seemed  very  unwell,  and  was 
thoroughly  out  of  spirits.  He  had  been  invited  to 
meet  Godfrey,  and  talk  over  the  projected  tour,  and 
his  cousins  Henrietta  and  Elise  were  to  accompany 
him.  It  was  to  be  quite  a  free,  sociable  party,  without 
any  strangers ;  and  as  Rosamond  was  really  at  last 
obliged  to  return  to  her  own  home,  in  order  to  pre- 
pare for  going  abroad,  it  would  be  a  pleasant  way  of 
breaking  ofif  her  visit. 

But  sociable  parties  require  that  everyone  should 
be  in  good  humour,  from  the  very  fact  that  they  are 
so  sociable  as  to  require  less  self-restraint.  Mr. 
Verney  was  sufficiently  at  home  with  the  Camerons 
to  feel  himself  released  from  the  necessity  of  making 
himself  agreeable.  Rosamond,  in  her  own  home,  and 
having  only  Henrietta  and  Elise  Verney  to  trouble 
her,  might  be  as  indifferent  to  the  general  comfort  as 
she  chose;  and  Godfrey — always  dissatisfied  when 
he  could  not  shine,  and  finding  his  efforts  at  wit  and 
cleverness  thrown  back,  like  a  gutta  percha  ball,  by 
Mr,  Verney's  sarcastic  remarks — became  more  pre- 
tentious and  dogmatic,  and  struck  all  the  harder 
because  he  felt  that  he  made  no  impression.    They 
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were  an  ill-assorted  company,  and  no  one  felt  it  more 
than  Mjra.  The  same  sensitiveness  which  made  her 
so  alive  to  her  own  failures  in  society,  gave  her  an 
insight  into  those  of  others.  Any  want  of  con- 
geniality, or  any  cloud  of  temper  or  depression, 
affected  her  like  an  east  wind ;  she  could  not  forget 
it.  The  very  instant  Mr.  Yerney  entered  the  room 
she  was  quite  sure  that  he  was  what  is  termed  *  out 
of  sorts ;'  and  the  tone  of  Rosamond's  voice  as  ahe 
said,  '  So  you  see,  Mamma,  I  am  come  hack  at  last^' 
showed  that  no  help  was  to  be  expected  from  her  in 
making  the  dinner  and  the  evening  pass  off  plea- 
santly. Myra  secretly  attributed  the  moodiness  of 
both  to  the  same  cause.  They  were  about  to  be 
separated,  and,  naturally  enough,  they  were  un- 
happy ;  for  Myra  had  now  established  their  mutual 
attachment  as  a  fact  in  her  own  mind.  She  very 
much  wished  to  be  sympathetic,  and  she  felt  very 
sorry  for  Mr.  Verney,  and  would  have  given  a  great 
deal  to  be  allowed  to  tell  him  so;  but  Rosamond 
was  selfish  when  she  was  unhappy,  and  to  sympathise 
with  selfishness  is  a  serious  difficulty,  if  not  an 
impossibility.  The  dinner  passed  stupidly.  There 
was  a  little  common-place  conversation,  carried  on 
chiefly  by  Godfrey  and  Henrietta  Verney,  but  Mr. 
Verney  scarcely  spoke.  Mrs.  Cameron  was  weary,  and 
retired  very  soon  after  dessert;  and  then,  when  they 
went  upstairs,  Juliet  carried  off  Henrietta  and  Elise 
to  show  them  some  illumination  which  she  and  An- 
nette had  been  attempting  for  the  first  time,  whilst 
Rosamond  lounged  in  an  easy-chair  with  a  novel, 
and  Myra  was  left  to  attend  to  her  mother. 
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^  I  think,  mamma^  you  would  do  better  to  lie  down 
in  the  inner  drawing-room  just  till  the  gentlemen 
come  up  :  do  n't  70U  think  so  ? '  she  said. 

^I  should  like  to  stay  here  for  the  present,  my 
dear,  and  Rosamond  will  tell  me  what  she  has  been 
doing.' 

*  I,  mamma  ? '  Rosamond  looked  up  from  her  book. 

*  Oh,  I  have  nothing  to  telL  My  life  has  been  just 
like  every  other  person's  life  in  London.' 

'Except  mine,'  said   Mrs.  Cameron  querulously. 

*  You  have  gone  out  to  parties,  which  I  have  not.'  • 

*  Oh,  yes,  parties,'  replied  Rosamond,  returning  to 
her  novel,  *  but  they  are  all  alike.' 

*  You  and  Mr.  Verney  were  laughing  about  one 
yesterday,  when  I  was  in  Baton  Place,'  said  Myra, 

*  and  I  thought  I  would  leave  it  to  you  to  tell  mamma 
about  it  for  fear  of  making  mistakes.  That  party,  I 
mean,  where  there  were  so  many  foreigners.' 

*  Oh,  yes,  that  one  I     It  was  very  amusing.' 

'  Were  they  French  ?  '  asked  Mrs.  Cameron,  in  a 
tone  of  interest. 

*  French,  and  Germans,  and  all  sorts ;  they  were 
very  absurd.' 

'  Do  tell  mamma  some  of  their  blunders  in  speaking 
English,'  said  Myra. 

*  I  can't  remember  them  exactly.  Do  you  know, 
Myra,  where  the  second  volume  of  this  book  is  ? ' 

*  It  may  be  in  mamma's  room,'  said  Myra. 

'  If  you  would  be  so  good  as  to  go  and  fetch  it  for 
me,  I  should  be  so  much  obliged.  When  one  is  once 
settled  in  an  easy-chair  it  is  next  to  impossible  to 
move.' 
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Mjra  could  not  but  go,  though  her  unwillingDess 
was  evident. 

^It  is  a  pity  Mjra  is  so  disobliging,'  was  Rosa- 
mond's remark  to  Mrs.  Cameron  in  her  absence. 
*  It  really  makes  one  quite  hesitate  to  ask  her  to  do 
anything.' 

*Myra  is  very  good  to  me,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron. 
f  What  a  long  visit  you  have  paid,  Rosamond  I ' 

*  Yes,  longer  a  great  deal  than  I  anticipated,  but 
we  have  had  such  endless  engagements.  Do  you 
know,  mamma,  Mr.  Yerney  says  he  thinks,  after  all, 
he  may  go  back  to  India  in  the  autumn?' 

*  Does  he?  We  shall  be  all  sorry  for  that.  But  I 
hope  his  health  will  stand  it.  Did  he  go  with  you 
to  all  your  parties,  Rosamond  ? ' 

*  Not  to  all.' 

*  Your  dinners  were  on  a  grand  scale  I  hear,'  said 
Mrs.  Cameron.  *  The  Verneys  are  certainly  extrava- 
gant.' 

*  They  give  handsome  dinners,*  replied  Rosamond. 
*I  don't  know  whether  they  can  be  called  extrava- 
gant.    Mrs.  Verney  thinks  them  necessary.' 

*  And  did  you  meet  many  celebrities  ? '  asked  Mrs. 
Cameron. 

*  One  or  two ;  at  least  they  were  pointed  out  to 
me.     I  seldom  talked  to  them.' 

Mrs.  Cameron  asked  no  more  questions,  but  retired 
to  the  inner  drawing-room,  lay  down  on  the  sofa  and 
closed  her  eyes.  Myra  returned  with  the  novel,  for 
which  Rosamond  was  graciously  grateful,  and  then  she 
also  took  a  book  and  seated  herself  near  her  mother. 

*  Presently  she  heard  Mr.  Verney  enter  the  outer 
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room,  and  say  to  Rosamond,  *  Your  father  and  God- 
frey are  looking  over  maps,  so  I  came  up  stairs.' 

*And  you  would  not  stay  to  help  them?'  said 
Eosamond. 

*  Why  should  I  ?  It  is  all  the  same  to  me,  as  I  am 
to  be  left  lonely.' 

*  But  you  will  follow  us,  as  you  have  promised  ? ' 

*  If  I  am  able.  You  know  how  willingly  I  would 
say  more.' 

Myra  coughed  then,  and  Mr.  Verney  came  into  the 
inner  room.  Myra  pointed  to  her  mother,  and  he 
smiled  and  drew  a  chair  near,  and  said  in  a  tone  of 
interest,  *  I  am  so  sorry  to  see  her  so  tired.  Do  you 
think  I  ought  to  go  away  ?  * 

*  Not  if  you  will  talk  low ;  she  does  not  mind 
you.' 

*  Then  I  may  have  a  little  quiet  conversation  with 
you  all  by  myself.  It  is  not  often  I  find  the  oppor- 
tunity.' 

*  This  is  the  last  we  shall  have,  I  am  afraid,'  said 
Myra,  'we  are  going  so  soon.  But,  Mr.  Verney, 
I  shall  never  forget  how  kind  you  have  been  to  me.' 

*  Not  kind,'  he  said,  *  if  kind  implies  an  effort  or  a 
sacrifice.  It  has  been  a  pleasure  to  me  to  do  any- 
thing for  you.' 

*  And  you  have  done  a  great  deal,'  continued  Myra. 
*  You  have  given  me  so  much  to  think  about.  I  owe 
half  my  enjoyment  in  London  to  you,' 

Mr.  Verney  sighed  deeply.  *  Ah,  Myra,'  he  said, 
'  you  do  n't  know  how  I  can  reciprocate  the  thanks  ; 
how  many  times  you  have  drawn  me  out  of  myself, 

s  2 
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and  made  me  forget.     There  is  the  one  longing  of 
life — forgetfulness.' 

<Is  it?'  asked  Mjra.  She  fixed  her  ejes  upon 
him  wonderingly. 

*  Tes,'  he  continued.  '  One  might  begin  a  new  Hfe 
if  one  could  only  forget  that  which  is  old.  But,  dear 
child,  that  is  all  a  riddle  to  jou.  You  will  go  abroad 
and  enjoy  yourself.  Tou  have  no  idea  of  the  excite- 
ment of  seeing  a  foreign  country  for  the  first  time.  I 
am  afraid  though  you  will  do  what  I  cannot  do,  and 
at  least  forget  me.' 

<  Excitement  will  not  make  me  do  so,'  said  Myra. 
*  When  any  person  has  got  into  one's  mind  and  helped 
one  on,  it  is  impossible  to  forget' 

*  You  are  attributing  to  me  a  good  deed  of  which  I 
was  quite  unconscious.  I  have  never  helped  anyone 
in  your  sense  of  the  word.* 

'  You  have  me,'  said  Myra. 

*  But  how  ?  • 

^  By  making  me  understand  better  how  people  may 
differ  and  yet  be  good,'  said  Myra. 

'  I  am  thankful  I  have  done  that.  It  is  a  great 
thing  to  learn.' 

*  Yet  I  can't  think  that  differences  are  of  no  con- 
sequence,'  said  Myra.  *  Dr.  Kingsbury  always  says 
they  are.' 

*  So  you  pit  me  against  the  old  Doctor.  Well  he 
is  a  worthy  antagonist.  But,  Myra,  when  do  you 
mean  to  think  for  yourself? ' 

*  When  I  have  learnt  and  seen  enough,'  said  Myra. 
'  One  can't  think  to  any  purpose  without  facts  as  a 
foundation.' 


A  GLIMPSE  OF  THE  WORLD.  261 

Mr.  Verney  seemed  amused.  *  I  wish  people  would 
remember  that,'  he  said.  *  They  confound  the  power 
of  thought  with  the  exercise  of  thought.  They  draw 
their  facts,  as  they  term  them,  from  their  own  minds, 
and  because  they  reason  cleverly  about  them  suppose 
they  have  arrived  at  truth.  You  are  right,  Myra. 
Study  the  world  well  before  you  arrive  at  your  con- 
clusions.' 

*  Or,  at  least,  before  I  confess  them,'  said  Myra. 
*  I  am  afraid  I  am  tempted  to  arrive  at  them  very 
rapidly.' 

'You  are  a  woman,   and  have   intuitions.     You 
may  be  thankful  for  them.' 
«MayI?' 

*  Yes.  They  save  you  trouble,  and  that  is  a  great 
thing  in  this  weary  world ;  and  they  are  just  as 
likely  to  be  right,  as  our  so-called  reasonable  judge- 
ments, which  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  are  worked 
out  by  prejudice  that  sees  only  one  side. —  Have  you 
heard  of  that  poor  thing  at  Yare  to-day  ? ' 

*  Not  to-day.     We  heard  yesterday.' 
'  And  she  was  going  on  well  ?  ' 

'  In  some  ways,  but  her  mind  is  still  confused,,  and 
Mrs.  Patty  thinks  she  must  have  some  one  to  take 
care  of  her,  only  it  will  be  very  expensive.' 

Mr.  Verney  began  a  sentence — stopped  in  the 
middle — and  turned  away  abruptly,  just  as  Mrs. 
Cameron  languidly  opening  her  eyes  said,  *  Myra,  my 
dear,  are  the  gentlemen  come  up  ? ' 

'  Only  Mr.  Verney,  mamma;  I  am  so  vexed  we  dis- 
turbed you,'  and  Myra  drew  near  the  sofa  to  arrange 
her  mother's  cushions. 
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Mr.  Yerney  went  to  the  outer  room,  and  sat  down 
near  the  folding-doors.  Rosamond's  attention  was 
instantly  disengaged  from  her  book,  and  she  said  to 
him  banteringly,  *  You  and  Myra  have  been  talking 
secrets  so  loudly,  that  you  have  disturbed  poor 
mamma.' 

'  Yes,  it  was  very  wrong  of  us ;  I  am  extremely 
sorry.' 

'  I  should  like  to  guess  what  the  secrets  were,'  con- 
tinued Rosamond. 

'  Should  you  ?'  and  he  smiled  ;  but  the  smile  had 
no  heart  in  it,  and  Rosamond  could  get  nothing  more 
from  him  till  coffee  was  brought  up,  and  the  rest  of 
the  party  reappeared,  then  he  joined  in  the  conversa- 
tion  about  the  journey,  and  seemed  himself  again. 

'  My  father  and  I  have  been  looking  at  maps,'  said 
Godfrey,  *  and  have  settled  everything  admirably.' 

*  Taking  in  Paris  of  course  ? '  said  Rosamond. 

^  Just  not  taking  it  in.  It  will  be  too  much  for 
my  mother  now ;  and  you  can  spend  a  day  or  two 
there  on  your  return  if  you  like  it.  Besides,  Rosa- 
mond, you  have  been  to  Paris.' 

'Precisely  the  reason  why  I  want  to  go  there 
again.     And  there  is  Myra  who  has  never  seen  it.' 

*  Do  n't  think  about  me,'  said  Myra,  who  was 
making  tea  at  a  distant  table,  '  I  shall  like  anything  ; 
and  in  fact  there  is  no  one  to  be  thought  about  but 
mamma.' 

'  A  consideration  which  at  once  simplifies  the 
question,'  observed  Mr.  Cameron.  *  We  will  have 
BO  discussions,  Rosamond ;  Paris  is  set  aside.' 
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Rosamond  did  not  look  sulky  or  frown,  but  shjB 
went  back  to  her  novel. 

'Then  where  are  you  going?'  enquired  Mr. 
Verney. 

*  To  the  Salzkammergut/  replied  Godfrey.  *  You 
know  it  of  course.  The  finest  part  of  the  Austrian 
Tyrol.   Ischl  is  a  charming  place  for  head-quarters.' 

*  Is  it  ?    I  was  never  there.' 

Godfrey's  countenance  brightened  immediately. 
'  Indeed  !  But  of  course  you  do  n't  know  Europe 
thoroughly.  A  splendid  country  it  is.  The  Dachstein 
is  magnificent.  We  were  seven  hours  in  reaching 
the  highest  peak.  Left  at  four  in  the  morning,  and 
were  back  at  Gosau  by  eight.' 

^But  poor  mamma  can't  ascend  the  Dachstein/ 
said  Myra. 

Godfrey  smiled  sarcastically.  ^  She  can  enjoy  the 
scenery  though,  and  she  will.  You  will  find  the 
change  work  wonders  for  her,  and  it  is  quite  within 
reach  now.  The  railway  is  open  nearly  to  Salzburg, 
so  the  journey  is  very  simple.  I  do  n't  think  there  is 
a  doubt  about  the  route  we  marked  out  being  the 
best  ? '  he  added,  turning  to  his  father. 

*  Not  if  we  decide  upon  going  to  Ischl,'  said  Mr. 
Cameron  ;  *  but  I  should  prefer  consulting  your 
mother's  wishes.' 

*  If  you  will  take  my  advice.  Sir,'  said  Godfrey,*  you 
won't  think  of  consulting  her.  An  invalid's  fancies 
are  endless.  Just  tell  her  where  she  is  going  and 
she  will  bring  her  mind  to  it.  There  is  not  a  greater 
mistake  made  than  that  of  asking  opinions  unneces- 
sarily.' 
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*  Perfectly  true  in  many  cases/  replied  Mr.  Cam- 
eron, *  not  in  all.' 

*  Discussions  do  worry  mamma^'  said  Myra.  *  She 
told  me  so  yesterday.' 

*  Myra  is  bewitched  with  the  idea  of  the  scenery,' 
observed  Rosamond,  looking  up  from  her  book. 
'  She  forgets  how  dull  mamma  will  be  in  that  out-of- 
the-way  part  of  the  world.' 

The  colour  rushed  to  Myra's  cheeks.  *I  hope  I 
do  n*t  think  of  myself,  Rosamond,'  she  began,  hastily ; 
but  she  caught  Mr.  Verney's  eye,  and  added  in  a 
different  tone,  *  Dr.  Richardson  recommended  moving 
about.' 

'  In  civilised  places,'  said  Rosamond  ;  ^  not  with 
the  risk  of  wretched  hotels  and  rough  roads.' 

*  There  is  a  capital  hotel  at  Ischl,'  said  Godfrey. 

^  And  what  medical  advice  ? '  suggested  Mr. 
Verney. 

That  was  a  serious  consideration  ;  and  for  the  time 
it  put  an  end  to  the  conversation  as  regarded  Mrs. 
Cameron.  But  Godfrey  was  not  willing  to  let  his 
acquaintance  with  the  Salzkammergut  prove  so 
utterly  useless. 

*  You  should  go  to  Hallstadt,'  he  continued,  ad- 
dressing Mr.  Verney.  *  The  salt  mines  are  wonderful 
—  immensely  interesting  to  a  geologist.  You  are  a 
geologist  of  course  ? ' 

*  By  no  means  of  course,'  was  the  reply.  *  Are  you 
one?' 

*I  don't  profess  to  be  so;  one  never  likes  to 
profess  in  these  days  ;  but  I  do  just  know  the 
rudiments  —  what  everyone  knows.     I  found  some 
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curious  fossils  at  Hallstadt,  and  studied  them  a  little, 
and  when  I  came  home  I  sketched  out  a  theory  which 
I  put  into  the  form  of  a  pamphlet,  and  the  Geological 
Society  took  it  up,  and  made  a  laudatory  fuss  about 
it.  But  it  was  a  mere  outline  —  a  suggestion  — 
nothing  to  what  I  could  have  done  if  I  had  given 
myself  to  the  subject.  You  know  one  can't  do 
everything,  and  my  time  was  really  given  to  sketch- 
ing. I  should  like  to  show  you  a  little  view  of 
the  Hallstadt  Lake.  Myra,  I  think  I  gave  it  to 
you?' 

'No,'  said  Myra,  *  it  was  to  Rosamond.  I  have 
seen  it  in  her  portfolio  since  we  came  to  London.' 

Myra  went  to  fetch  the  portfolio  from  the  inner 
room,  and  brought  back  another  with  it.  'Oh! 
Mr.  Verney,'  she  said,  *  this  is  yours.  You  left  it 
the  day  before  yesterday  when  you  were  showing 
mamma  those  views  of  Como.' 

*  I  want  to  see  Como,'  said  Mr.  Cameron.  *  I  have 
an  idea  that,  after  all,  the  north  of  Italy  may  be  better 
than  anything  else.' 

'  There  are  sketches  of  all  kinds,  taken  by  a  friend 
of  mine,'  said  Mr.  Verney.  *  We  were  a  month  or 
rather  longer  in  the  neighbourhood.' 

He  unfastened  the  portfolio  and  Mr.  Cameron 
looked  at  the  sketches.  He  was  pompous  in  his 
approval,  but  not  personally  conceited,  and  Mr. 
Verney  evidently  turned  to  him  as  a  relief  after 
Godfrey. 

'  This  is  not  Italian,  is  it  ?'  said  Mr.  Cameron, 
taking  up  a  drawing  with  the  view  of  a  bridge,  a 
river,  and  a   snow-mountain  in  the  distance.     He 
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examined  it  closely.     'Verj  pretty,  but  a  different 
style  from  the  rest, —  not  so  decided.' 

*  Yes,  it  is  different,'  said  Mr.  Verney,  carelessly. 

*  It  must  be  by  a  pupil  of  Mr.  Brownlow's,'  ob- 
served Godfrey,  laughing  ;  *  I  know  that  colouring 
so  well.' 

'  Oh  !  that  is  Rosamond's,*  exclaimed  Myra,  who 
happened  to  draw  near  the  table  at  that  moment. 

'Rosamond's I'  repeated  Mr.  Cameron.  His  tone 
was  chilling. 

*  It  is  Annette's,*  said  Rosamond,  quietly.  *  Mr. 
Verney  took  a  fancy  to  it  at  Tare,  and  so  it  was 
given  him.  That  is  why  it  resembles  Mr.  Brown- 
low's  style.  Myra^  you  recollect,  it  was  Annette's 
prize  drawing.' 

Yes,  Myra  recollected  that  fact  well  enough ;  but 
she  felt  very  uncomfortable  ;  almost  as  if  she  was 
sanctioning  a  falsehood.  She  murmured  an  answer 
which  was  not  very  intelligible. 

*  It  is  remarkably  good,'  said  Mr.  Cameron.  *  An- 
nette should  have  had  it  framed  if  I  had  seen  it. 
Not  that  I  grudge  it  you,'  he  added,  addressing  Mr. 
Verney,  with  a  stiff  courtesy  of  manner.  *  No  doubt 
Annette  was  only  too  proud  to  give  it  to  you.' 

*I  could  not  part  with  it  at  any  rate,'  said  Mr. 
Verney  ;  but  he  turned  it  over  quickly,  and  then 
shut  up  the  portfolio. 

Annette  just  then  came  in  from  the  inner  room, 
where  she  had  been  listening  to  a  conversation  carried 
on  between  her  mother  and  Henrietta  Verney  upon 
school  education*  Mr.  Cameron  was  going  to  speak 
to  her  about  the  drawing,  but  he  lost  the  opportunity. 
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for  before  she  approached  the  table,  Rosamond  went 
up  to  her,  and  said  something  in  a  low  voice,  and 
they  left  the  room  together.  Mjra  was  vexed  with 
herself  for  the  feeling  of  suspicion  which  lingered  in 
her  mind,  but  the  history  of  this  particular  drawing 
had  from  the  first  been  so  associated  with  what 
seemed  to  her  a  want  of  openness,  that  the  sight  of 
it,  especially  when  it  was  so  decidedly  pronounced  to 
be  Annette's,  annoyed  her.  It  was  Rosamond's 
drawing  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  and  Mr.  Yerney 
evidently  considered  it  as  such.  He  did  not  wish  to 
conceal  anything,  but  Myra  was  quite  sure  that 
Rosamond  did.  To  have  Annette  drawn  into  and 
encouraged  in  anything  underhand,  was  an  odious 
idea.  Myra  was  almost  inclined  to  talk  to  Mr.  Yerney 
about  the  matter,  but  a  dread  of  appearing  imper- 
tinent kept  her  back. 

She  had  great  ideas  of  the  privileges  accorded  to 
persons  in  love,  and  believed  that  many  little  signs 
of  private  understanding  were  to  be  permitted  to 
them,  which  were  not  admissible  in  the  case  of 
ordinary  mortals  ;  actual  deception  or  untruth  could, 
however,  under  no  circumstances,  be  placed  in 
this  permitted  category,  and  it  would  be  impossible 
for  Mr.  Yerney  to  be  a  sharer  in  anything  of  that 
nature.  Still  Myra  did  not  quite  like  to  ask  him 
who  had  really  given  him  the  drawing,  neither  did 
she  feel  quite  sure  of  having  a  sincere  answer  from 
Annette.  Like  many  other  persons  who  are  doubtful 
of  hearing  truth,  she  preferred  to  remain  in  igno- 
rance. 

When  Mr.  Yerney  bade  Myra  good  nighty  he  said, 
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^If  you  hear  anything  more  about  expenses  to  be 
incurred  for  that  poor  thing,  let  me  know ;  I  might  be 
able  to  help.' 

*  Would  you  !  Oh,  thank  you  !  Mrs.  Patly  will 
think  it  so  kind.' 

A  cloud  came  over  his  face.  Myra  fancied  he  did 
not  like  to  be  thanked  for  his  thoughtfulness. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

WHOEVER  has  read  LongfeUow's  'Hyperion/ 
has  heard  of  the  lovely  lake  of  St.  Wolfgang, 
and  the  attractions  of  the  little  town  of  St.  Gilgen. 
But  the  charm  with  which  genius  and  poetrj  invest 
any  particular  locality,  must  always  be,  in  a  certain 
degree,  dispelled  by  the  stern  experience  of  travelling. 
Fascinating  as  the  village  of  St.  Gilgen  and  its  sur-. 
rounding  scenery  would  undoubtedly  appear  to  a 
person,  strong  both  in  physical  and  moral  constitu- 
tion, it  was  anything  but  fascinating  to  the  two 
forlorn  ladies,  who  —  ensconced  in  the  interior  of  a 
shaky  and  dirty  vehicle,  capable  of  containing  only 
two  persons,  and  closed  as  a  protection  from  the 
deluges  of  July  in  amountainous  country — descended 
the  road  which  leads  to  the  shore  of  the  lake,  and, 
skirting  its  southern  bank,  conveys  the  traveller  to 
the  fashionable  Austrian  watering-place,  Ischl. 

The  elder  of  the  two  ladies  was  plain  in  face,  plain 
in  dress,  and  middle-aged.  She  looked  rather  care- 
worn ;  and,  if  departed  youth  had  left  her  any 
remnants  of  excitability,  they  were  exhibited  more 
in  the  form  of  anxiety  than  of  pleasure.  She  was 
very  anxious  at  that  moment,   no   one  could  have 
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doubted  it ;  and  few  who  looked  at  the  pale,  though 
very  beautiful,  face  of  her  young  companion,  would 
have  deemed  her  uneasiness  unreasonable.  To  be 
travelling  with  a  half-fainting  invalid,  late  in  the 
evening,  in  an  unknown  country,  seeing  an  indefinite 
distance  before,  and  having  traversed  a  weary  length 
of  way  behind ;  above  all,  finding  no  prospect  of 
accommodation,  but  that  which  can  be  afforded  by  the 
most  homely  of  what  in  England  would  be  termed 
public-houses,  is  not  exhilarating  to  the  spirits. 

Moreover,  the  lady  in  question  was  but  a  very  in- 
difierent  German  scholar,  and,  up  to  this  time^  had 
been  dependent  upon  her  young  friend  as  a  medium 
of  communication  with  landlords,  waiters,  and  pea- 
sants ;  but  there  was  no  hope  of  such  assistance  now. 
The  young  lady's  feeble  voice  could  only  just  be 
heard,  as  she  entreated  that  the  carriage  might  be 
stopped  ;  and  when  this  was  done,  she  leaned  back  as 
though  unable  to  say  more. 

*  Do  n't  you  think  I  might  bring  you  something  to 
eat,  Charlotte,  my  dear  ?  A  little  soup  ?  You  have 
had  nothing  all  day.' 

The  question  was  put  very  hesitatingly,  Mrs. 
Tracy  being  doubtful  upon  two  points  ;  first,  how 
she  should  manage  to  ask  for  the  soup  ;  and,  next^ 
what  it  would  be  like  when  she  obtained  it. 

*  If  you  would,  please.    It  might  be  as  well.' 
Mrs.  Tracy  left  the  rickety  carriage,  went  a  few 

steps  forward,  and  then  returned  :  *  The  German  for 
soup,  Charlotte,  my  dear  ?     I  can't  think  of  it.' 

*  ZuppCy  Aunt  Mary  ;  but  if  I  may  have  some 
water?' 
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*  Certainly,  my  love.  Wasser — Zuppe — that  is 
right,  is  it  not?  You  shall  have  some  directly. 
Wasser — Zuppe ;  ich  will  haben — '  and  she  proceeded 
on  her  way  towards  the  little  inn,  repeating  the 
words  as  she  went,  every  now  and  then  stopping  to 
look  hack  to  the  carriage,  apparently  with  a  faint 
hope,  that,  after  all,  her  niece  would  appear  to  help 
her,  as  she  had  often  done  before. 

The  open  archway  of  the  inn  was  crowded  with 
peasants.  They  had  placed  a  table  in  the  centre,  and 
were  sitting  round  it,  not  exactly  carousing,  like 
Englishmen  under  similar  circumstances,  but  im-* 
bibing  beer  and  smoke,  to  the  decided  deadening  of 
the  few  faculties  they  possessed  by  nature. 

Mrs.  Tracy  threaded  her  way  amongst  them^ 
gathering  her  garments  closely  together,  and  looking 
timidly  from  one  side  to  the  other,  whilst  she  sought 
for  some  one  to  whom  she  might  address  herself. 
Gazing  eyes  met  her ;  and  laughs,  by  no  means  me- 
lodious or  respectful,  followed  her ;  but  she  pressed 
forward  undauntedly  to  the  window  of  the  little  bar- 
room, opening  into  the  court,  where  stood  a  stout 
German  woman,  dealing  out  portions  of  thick  liquid, 
in  which  floated  balls  of  unknown  quality — ^possibly 
bread,  possibly  meat,  possibly — ^it  might  be  as  well 
not  to  enquire. 

*  Wasser^  Zuppe,  geben  sie  mir?  Mrs.  Tracy  felt 
quite  inspirited,  when  she  found  how  much  German 
she  could,  upon  an  emergency,  command;  and  some- 
thing in  her  appearance  gained  the  attention  of  the 
bar-maid,  who  motioned  to  the  rough  peasants  to 
stand  aside,  and  proceeded  to  ladle  out,  from  a  huge 
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receptacle  in  the  back-ground,  a  plateful  of  the 
thick  liquid,  dipping  into  it  a  wide  pewter  spoon,  and 
handing  with  her  fingers  a  piece  of  coarse  brown 
bread.  With  this,  and  the  glass  of  water,  Mrs,  Tracy 
hurried  back  to  the  carriage;  and,  placing  the  plate 
of  soup  in  her  niece*s  lap,  assured  her  that  it  looked 
excellent,  and  she  almost  thought  she  must  have 
some  herself.  *  Just  trj  it,  Charlotte,  dear,  if  only 
one  spoonful ;  remember,  we  have  a  long  way  to  go 
even  now.' 

*The  water,  please,  first.  Aunt  Mary.  I  am  so 
sorry  you  should  have  so  much  trouble.' 

*  No  trouble,  my  love,  if  you  would  only  eat ;  and 
if  I  understood  German  better.  It  must  be  a  long 
distance  to  Ischl  still;  so  pray  eat.' 

*  Aunt  Mary — *  and  the  young  girl  looked  eagerly 
in  her  aunt's  face — *  I  have  been  thinking — wishing. 
Can  we  not  go  at  once  to  St.  Wolfgang  ? ' 

*My  dear  child !  Impossible.  A  country  village? 
What  is  to  become  of  us  ?  and  no  doctor! ' 

*  But,  I  long  to  go.  I  want  to  see  friends — those 
friends  of  yours.  I  shall  hear  something  from  them ; 
and  I  can  rest  by  the  lake,  and  be  still.  There  will 
be  no  noise  there  —  no  people.  I  dread  Ischl,  Aunt 
Mary.* 

*My  friends  have  long  lived  out  of  England, 
Charlotte ;  they  will  not  be  able  to  tell  you  anything 
you  wish  to  know.  When  we  have  settled  ourselves 
at  Ischl,  and  you  are  better,  you  shall  drive  over 
there.* 

*  But  it  will  be  quiet ;  and  I  want  quiet.  They 
said,  at  Salzburg,  that  Ischl  was  fashionable.  Oh! 
Aunt  Mary,  I  am  so  tired ;  let  me  be  quiet.' 
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The  tone  was  that  of  a  weary  petted  child,  ad« 
mitting  of  no  contradiction.  Mrs.  Tracy  again  re- 
peated, that  a  good  hotel,  and  a  doctor,  were  to  be 
met  with  at  Ischl ;  whilst,  at  St.  Wolfgang,  they 
could  expect  only  the  kindness  of  friends,  who  could 
not  be  expected  to  take  them  into  their  house,  and 
who,  it  was  even  possible,  might  not  be  there  to 
greet  them.  The  invalid,  with  the  wilfulness  of  ill- 
ness, carried  her  point.  And  Mrs.  Tracy,  taking  the 
plate  and  the  glass  in  her  hand,  went  back  with 
them  to  the  inn,  leaving  her  niece  to  explain  to  the 
driver  the  change  in  their  plans. 

The  crowd  in  the  archway  had  rather  increased. 
Everyone  was  watching  the  strangers,  and,  as 
Mrs.  Tracy  approached,  a  sturdy  man  placed 
himself  in  her  way,  and  addressed  her  in  a  German 
patois,  to  which,  although  unable  to  comprehend  a 
word,  she  listened  with  an  air  of  polite  attention, 
until  the  countenances  of  the  peasants  round  the 
table,  and  the  tone  of  the  man  himself,  convinced  her 
that  the  beer  had  been  too  potent  for  him  ;  and  that 
h^  ignorance  of  the  German  language  was,  for  once, 
a  blessing.  The  poor  lady's  equanimity  was  com- 
pletely upset  by  the  discovery.  She  dared  not  at* 
tempt  to  pass  the  man,  so  as  to  lay  the  plate  and 
glass  on  the  table ;  she  could  not  appeal  for  assist- 
ance ;  and  she  was  upon  the  point  of  turning  back 
again  to  the  carriage,  when  a  gentleman  and  two 
ladies,  who  had  just  landed  from  the  lake,  appeared 
in  front  of  the  archway  ;  and  the  former,  seeing  her 
distress,  immediately  came  to  her  relief.  He  was 
English — a  stranger,  apparently,  like  herself — stiff  as 
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English  people  always  are ;  but  he  performed  his 
little  act  of  civility  courteously,  walked  back  with 
her  to  the  carriage,  and  made  the  remark  that  the 
weather  was  very  bad  ;  and  he  supposed  she  had 
come  from  Salzburg. 

*  Yes,  from  Salzburg ;  and  we  had  thought  of 
going  to  Ischl,  but  my  friend  prefers  St.  Wolfgang.' 

^You  will  have  indifferent  accommodation  there,  I 
am  afraid ;  at  least,  if  you  are  at  all  particular.' 

*My  young  friend  is  a  great  invalid,'  was  the 
reply;  *and  comfort  is  of  the  greatest  importance.* 

*  Then  by  all  means  go  to  Ischl ;  you  will  find 
Baur's  Hotel  expensive,  but  good.  Can  I  assist  yoa 
farther  ?  * 

*  Thank  you,  no.  I  am  greatly  obliged.'  And  the 
gentleman  took  off  his  hat^  and  the  lady  made  her 
curtsey;  and  though  they  had  not  said  that  they 
were  mutually  shy  of  new  acquaintances,  the  fact 
was  as  evident  as  though  the  words  had  been 
uttered. 

*  He  looks  like  an  English  officer,'  said  Mrs.  Tracy, 
as  she  related  the  little  adventure  to  her  niece.  '  They 
came,  I  suppose,  from  the  opposite  side.  That  must 
be  St.  Wolfgang  across  the  lake  ;  I  wonder  whether 
we  could  find  a  boat  to  take  us  there  instead  of  going 
round?' 

The  suggestion  was  delightful  to  the  weary  in* 
valid ;  but  the  driver  declared  it  impracticable. 
There  was  a  boat  to  be  had  sometimes — ^he  did  not 
believe  there  was  one  now;  he  could  not  enquire 
about  it,  the  weather  was  likely  to  be  bad  again ;  and 
it  would  make  very  little  difference,  the  road  was  not 
^ong;  and,  in  fact 


A  aUHPSB  or  THE  WOBLDw'  275 

'  *  He  mQgt  have  his  own  way.  Aunt  Mary/  said 
the  poor  girl,  in  a  hmgiiid  voice ;  '  only  tell  him  to 
go  quickly.  Perhaps  it  is  as  well  not  to  run  the 
risk  of  a  storm.  Just  say  ***$chneU**  to  him;  he 
will  understand.' 

But  though  **schneU*  might  have  produced  ait 
effect  upcgi  the  driver,  it  had  none  upon  his  horsei^ 
who  were  taking  their  evening  repast  as  deliberately 
as  if  they  had  been  settled  for^the  night  in  their 
stable,  and  of  course  a  German  driver  could  not 
hurry  his  animals. 

'  We  shall  never  get  there/  sighed  Mrs.  Tracy,  as 
she  looked  out  of  the  carriage  window ;  *  and  there 
are  our  friends  setting  off  again  in  their  boat.  How 
I  envy  them  I  But  there  are  two  gentlemen  now  —  I* 
wonder  where  the  other  came  from.' 

Charlotte  took  no  notice.    Mrs.  Tracy  continued 

her  remarks :  ^  He  is  very  tall ;  very  like 1  can't 

see  his  face,  and  it  is  impossible— -t' 

'Impossible!  what.  Aunt  Mary?' 

*  Nothing,  my  love.  They  are  waiting  for  the 
young  lady  who  is  gathering  flowers.' 

*  Come,  Myra,'  called  out  the  gentleman  who  had 
spoken  to  Mrs.  Tracy,  'we  shall  be  obliged  to  go 
without  you ;  there  will  be  another  shower  soon.' 

The  young  girl  ran  forward,  and,  on  her  vray, 
dropped  her  handkerchief.  Mrs.  Tracy  saw  it,  and, 
leaving  the  carriage,  followed  her  and  restored  it,  at 
the  same  time  gazing  earnestly  at  the  two  gentlemen, 
but  their  faces  were  turned  away,  and  she  could  not 
recognise  them.  A  few  seconds  afterwards  the  boat 
put  off  from  the  shore,  and  glided  across  the  lake  in 
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the  direction  of  the  white  cottages  and  the  tall  spire 
of  St.  Wolfgang. 

J£  beauty  of  scenery  could   have  diverted  the 
thoughts  of  anxiety,  or  soothed  the  sense  of  illness^ 
both  care  and  suffering  might  soon  have  been  for- 
gotten in  the  loveliness  of  that  evening  drive  along 
the  shore  of  the  still  lake,  shut  in  as  it  v^as  by  the 
mountains  of  Styria,  which,  though  in  one  part  ter- 
minating in  precipitous  cliffs,  in  another  descended 
gradually  to  the  shore,  leaving  space  for  the  green 
alps,  and  woods,  the  rocks,  and  chalets  which  rose 
above  the  village  of  St  Wolfgang.    The  clouds  were 
dispersing  gradually,  and  the  promise  of  the  morrow 
was  brighter  than  it  had  been  for  weeks.    In  the 
clear  evening  light  St.  Wolfgang  looked  quite  dose, 
but  a  few  minutes'  row  across  the  lake.  The  strangers' 
boat  could  be  seen,  drawing  nearer  and  nearer — not 
so  the  carriage.    Along  the  rough  road  the  horses 
soberly  trotted,  but  no  closer  were  they  to  the  wished- 
for  goal.    The  length  of  the  lake,  and  not  its  breadth, 
lay  between.     The  sick  girl's  face  grew  more  pale, 
if  that  were  possible.     She  could  no  longer  attempt 
to  sleep,  the  road  was  so  bad.    It  left  the  immediate 
bank  of  the  lake,  and  seemed  to  take  a  direction  in- 
land. That  was  quite  hopeless.  Mrs.  Tracy  suggested 
that  the  driver  had  lost  his  way;  but  it  is  not  so  easy 
to  lose  one's  way  where  there  is  only  one  road  to  be 
taken.     The  driver  knew  quite  well  where  he  was 
going,  seven  long  miles  at  least ;  any  person  might 
have  been  aware  of  that  who  had  taken  the  trouble 
to  calculate,  but  Mrs.   Tracy  had,  till  lately,  left 
calculations  to  her  niece. 
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They  turned  the  head  of  the  lake  at  last,  and  then 
once  more  hope  dawned  upon  them,  and  a  smile 
passed  over  the  face  of  the  weary  girL  But  the  goal 
was  still  beyond  ;  as  far  as  they  had  gone  beyond  St. 
Wolfgang,  so  far,  of  course,  they  must  go  back.  Mrs. 
Tracy  rested  her  niece's  head  on  her  shoulder,  and 
bathed  her  forehead  with  eau-de-cologne,  and  looked 
up  to  the  mighty  hills  and  the  darkening  sky;  and 
if  she  had  uttered  her  thoughts  aloud,  they  would 
surely  have  been  those  of  regret  for  the  task  she  had 
undertaken  —  the  endeavour  to  give  change  and 
pleasure  in  a  case  in  which  the  quiet  and  the  com- 
fort of  home  seemed  the  one  imperative  necessity. 

St.  Wolfgang  at  last !  The  carriage  descended  a 
steep,  though  short,  hill,  and  they  entered  a  scattered 
village — the  houses  of  a  tolerable  size,  but  decayed, 
and  fit  only  for  a  poor  population.  The  little  street 
through  which  they  drove  was  irregular  and  dirty ; 
there  were  gardens,  and  trees,  and  steep  lanes  leading 
to  the  green  uplands  on  the  mountain  side,  but  it 
was  decidedly  not  a  resting-place  for  an  invalid. 

The  driver  stopped  his  horses  in  front  of  a  mode- 
rate-sized hotel,  which  was  situated  in  an  open 
^  Place,'  having  the  church  and  a  flight  of  broad 
steps  on  one  side.  The  landlord,  a  man  of  unpre- 
possessing countenance,  and  with  a  disagreeably 
familiar  manner,  came  out  to  receive  them.  Mrs. 
Tracy  did  not  even  ask  if  they  could  have  comfort- 
able rooms — her  young  companion  was  so  entirely 
exhausted  that  accommodation  of  any  kind  must  be 
accepted.  They  were  taken  up  some  dirty  stairs, 
and  through  an  ante-room  with  several  apartments 
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opening  into  it — one  of  them  a  kind  of  public  salon, 
in  which  several  men  were  drinking.  The  invalid 
was  laid  upon  a  bed  in  a  cheerless  room,  with  deal 
famitare  and  no  carpet ;  the  only  attempt  at  comfort, 
a  rickety  sofa;  and  snch  a  noise  from  the  salon! 
Bat  there  was  no  alternative;  and  the  sick,  lonely, 
and  weary  travellers  were  left  to  find  what  rest  and 
comfort  they  could,  under  circumstances  which,  bat 
for  the  hope  of  having  friends  near,  would  have  been 
utterly  disheartening* 
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CHAPTER  XXVn. 

IT  was  the  hour  for  evening  service  at  St.  Wolf- 
gang. The  ehnrch  was  partially  filled  with 
kneeling  peasants,  and  the  organ  was  pealing  through 
the  building. 

Mjra  Cameron  crossed  the  open  Place,  and  stopped 
for  a  moment  to  listen  as  she  drew  near  the  church, 
then,  ascending  a  flight  of  steps  close  to  the  entrance, 
she  passed  along  a  covered  arcade  overhanging  the 
la£e,  and  opened  a  door  which  led  into  a  long  vaulted 
passage,  whitewashed,  but  decorated  with  twining 
creepers.  At  'the  end  of  this  passage  another  flight 
of  steps  conducted  her  into  a  long  corridor,  at  the 
extremity  of  which  was  a  dining-room,  large,  but 
low,  and  hung  with  pictures.  Within  was  a  drawing- 
room,  longer  and  narrower,  and  furnished  with  many 
English  comforts.  Still  beyond  were  other  rooms, 
some  almost  unfurnished.  Myra  hastened  through 
them,  till  at  length  unlocking  a  small  door,  opening 
from  a  room  evidently  uninhabited,  she  entered  a 
gallery  from  which  she  could  look  down  into  the 
grand  old  church  dedicated  to  the  memory  and  the 
miracles  of  St.  Wolfgang. 
,    Myra  did  not  understand  the  service  that  was 
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going  on,  it  did  bnt  strike  her  as  devotionaL  Pil- 
grims might  indeed  come  to  kiss  the  rock  on  which 
St.  Wolfgang  knelt,  and  hang  effigies  of  arms  and 
legs  around  his  shrine  in  thankfulness  for  his  miracu- 
lous cures;  but  the  absurd  legends  she  had  heard 
were  at  the  moment  forgotten,  and  alive  as  she 
always  was  to  external  impressions,  the  splendid 
church, — with  its  groined  roof,  its  Gk>thic  arches,  and 
richly-carved  altar-piece,  seen  in  the  dim  light, — ^was 
inexpressibly  solemn  to  her.  And  at  that  moment 
Myra  was  alone — singularly  alone  in  feeling  —  and 
the  luxury  of  pouring  out  her  heart  to  God  was  a 
relief  in  which  she  could  not  but  indulge.  So 
she  knelt,  and  prayed  long  and  earnestly,  whilst  the 
music  rose,  and  swelled,  and  died  away,  and  the  harsh 
voices  of  the  peasants-  mingled  with  the  deep 
tones  of  the  priest,  as  they  offered  their  evening 
petition  —  it  might  be  indeed  to  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
and  not  to  Christ,  but  of  this  Myra  did  not  think  ; 
she  felt  only  that  she,  like  them,  was  praying,  and 
that  Grod  could  understand  and  answer  her. 

Some  one  else  soMy  entered  the  gallery  whilst  she 
was  there.  Myra  heard  the  step,  and  with  the  shyness 
of  English  feeling  instantly  rose.  Mr.  Vemey  was 
standing  in  the  doorway.  He  made  a  sign  to  her 
not  to  move,  and  they  remained  for  several  minutes 
listening  to  the  conclusion  of  the  service,  and  when 
it  was  ended,  watching  the  peasants  as  the  greater 
number  left  the  church,  whilst  a  few  lingered  still 
behind  in  silent  prayer.  Myra  would  then  have 
tired  herself,  but  Mr.  Vemey  prevented  her. 
*  We  shall  not  disturb  them,'  he  said,  in  rather 
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low  voice,  as  Mjra  pointed  to  the  kneeling  figures 
below.  'They  can  say  what  they  have  to  say  without 
troubling  themselves  as  to  the  meaning.  That  you 
see,  Myra,'  he  added,  sarcastically,  'is  one  of  the 
great  advantages  of  Roman  Catholic  devotion.  But 
I  came  to  say  good-bye — I  must  go  back  to  Ischl 
to-night.' 

'  Must  you?'  exclaimed  Myra,  in  a  tone  of  great 
disappointment.  'I  hoped  you  would  stay  till  to- 
morrow. Though  I  know  they  will  want  you  there. 
Mamma  has  been  better  ever  since  you  have  been 
with  us,  and  you  have  managed  everything  so  nicely. 
All  has  gone  right  since  we  met  you  at  Munich. 
And  having  you  here  to-day  has  been  delightfuL' 

'  Yes.  That  row  on  the  lake  was  delicious.  But 
you  will  be  very  happy  here,  Myra.  You  have  a 
most  lovely  country  to  see,  and  your  friends  will  be 
very  kind  to  you.  You  mean  to  be  with  them  about 
a  week,  don't  you  ?' 

^  Perhaps  so.  I  do  n't  quite  know  how  long  mamma 
will  be  able  to  stay  at  Ischl.  Shall  we  go  now?* 
Myra  spoke  rather  abruptly ;  she  disliked  this  talking 
upon  ordinary  subjects  when  looking  down  upon  the 
church. 

Mr.  Vemey  changed  his  tone  instantly.  *  No,  we 
won't  go  just  yet.  It  is  not  often  that  we  can  have 
such  quiet  moments.  Should  you  like  to  be  a  Roman 
Catholic,  Myra  ?' 

*  No,'  was  Myra's  decided  answer. 

*I  think  I  should,  if  I  could  only  believe.  It 
would  be  a  very  resting  faith.* 

*  I  like  truth,'  said  Myra.  *  I  like  what  I  am  not 
afraid  to  look  into.' 
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Mr.  Verney  sighed,  and  answered  rather  ironically: 
^I  know  you  are  inclined  to  Rationalism,  so  am  I 
unfortunately.' 

^No/  exclaimed  Myra,  ^I  am  not  a  Kationalist, 
because  Rationalists  have  no  certain  truth.  Oh!  Mr. 
Verney,  it  would  be  miserable  not  to  believe  some- 
thing fixed  and  definite.' 

*  So  people  say,'  he  replied,  *  and  I  dare  say  tbey  are 
right :  though  when  one  has  long  ceased  to  know 
what  happiness  means,  it  is  difficult  to  understand 
how  any  mere  belief  could  give  it.' 

*I  wish  I  knew  how  to  make  you  happy,'  said 
Myra,  earnestly ;  *  you  have  been  so  very  kind  to  me.* 

*  One  thing  you  may  do  for  me,'  was  the  reply. 
*  Try  not  to  be  led  away  by  what  the  world  may  say 
of  me.' 

*  But  does  the  world  speak  ill  of  you  ? '  inquired 
Myra.     '  I  never  heard  anyone  do  so  yet.' 

Mr.  Verney  laughed.  *  Then  you  are  more  fortu- 
nate than  I  am  myself.  But  don't  distress  yourself; 
only,  if  people  ever  do  abuse  me,  just  try  to  take  mj 
part.  And  now  I  suppose  I  must  go.  What  shall  I 
say  to  your  mother  for  you  ?' 

*  Tell  her  to  keep  well,  and  beg  Rosamond  to  let  me 
hear  every  day  how  she  is.  And  please  say  I  am 
enjoying  myself  here.  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Hensman 
are  so  kind,  and  I  am  to  go  up  the  SchaflTberg  one 
day.     Are  you  sure  you  cannot  come  over  again?' 

Mr.  Verney  made  no  answer.  He  was  bending 
over  the  gallery.  A  lady  had  just  entered  the  church 
below,  who  was  gazing  about  her  with  an  air  Off 
Bungled  nervousness  and  curiosity.     Two  or  three 
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poor  people,  beggars  and  cripples,  were  still  in  the 
church,  and  one  of  them  came  up  and  asked  for 
alms,  and  then  the  ladj  turned,  and  her  face  was 
clearly  seen.  Mjrra  recognised  her  as  the  stranger 
at  St.  Gilgen,  and  pointed  her  out  to  Mr.  Vemey. 

*  Yes,'  he  said,  shortly,  *  it  is  the  same.' 

'She  looks  frightened  and  unhappy,'  whispered 
Myra,  *  and  see,  she  is  praying.' 

The  lady  knelt.  She  was  no  Roman  Catholic  accus- 
tomed to  devotion  in  public,  for  she  looked  round  her, 
evidently  fearing  remark. 

Myra  instinctively  drew  back  from  the  front  of 
the  gallery,  but  Mr.  Verney  remained  there ;  yet  he 
might  not  have  been  watching  the  stranger,  for  his 
face  was  hidden  by  his  hand,  but  when,  after  a  few 
seconds,  the  lady  rose  and  left  the  church,  he  also 
stood  up  and  again  said  good-bye  to  Myra.  His 
tone  was  then  so  strange,  hurried,  and  faltering, 
that  Myra  was  upon  the  point  of  asking  him  whether 
he  was  ill,  but  she  hesitated  for  an  instant,  and 
before  she  had  time  to  put  the  question  he  was  gone. 

Myra  was  very  sorry,  even  more  sorry,  than 
when  they  had  last  parted  in  England.  He 
had  been  with  them  now  for  more  than  a  fort- 
night, staying  with  them  at  Munich,  and  going 
through  the  galleries,  and  then  travelling  with  them 
to  the  lovely  Konig  See  and  Berchtesgaden  —  from 
thence  accompanying  them  to  Salzburg,  and  seeing 
them  fairly  settled  at  Ischl,  where  Edmund  was  to 
join  them,  and  they  were  to  make  excursions  in  the 
Salzkammergut.  So  far  all  had  been  welL  Mrs. 
Cameron's  health  was  improved,  though  her  eyesight 
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was  still  in  an  unsatisfactory  state,  and  Mr.  Camora 

was  pleased  at  being  the  manager  of  the  party,  n 

was  glad  to  have  Mjra  as  a  sensible  companioi 

Mr.  Yemey  had  met  them  accidentallj,  at  least  i 

everyone  thought.  He  had  remained  in  England  Im 

after  them,  and  then,  in  taking  a  little  summer  ezoii 

sion,  had  stumbled  upon  them,  and  arranged  to  jo 

them  just  for  two  or  three  weeks.     This  was  his  on 

account,  and  there  was,  of  course,  no  reason  to  doa 

it.    Myra  was  too  pleased  to  see  him  to  inquire  pi 

ticularly  why,  or  from  whence  he  came.    Her  cm 

impressions  about  Eosamond  would,   indeed,   ha' 

been  a  sufficient  reason  to  account  for  his  foUowii 

them,  but,  strange  to  say,  these  impressions  had  late 

been  much  shaken.    Rosamond  might  flirt  with  Id 

Vemey,  and  she  did  flirt  with  him,  every  day,  and  i 

day  long,  trying  all  kinds  of  wiles,  and  graces,  ai 

manoeuvres  to  attract  his  attention  ;  but  though 

responded,  as  he  always  did,  by  a  light  badinage  f 

the  moment,  he  had  long  fits  of  grave  abstractic 

and  even  depression,  from  which  no  effort  could  rai 

him.     Myra  was  very  sorry  for  him  ;  she  saw 

plainly  that  he  was  an  unhappy  man,  and  often, 

her  earnestness  and  simplicity,  she  said  things  whi 

seemed  to  touch  him,  but  if  ever  for  one  instant 

alluded  to  any  secret  care,  the  next  he  was  sure 

turn  off  what  he  had  said  into  something  which, 

not  a  joke,  had  a  tone  of  irony  in  it.    And  he  was 

restless  also,  always  advising  that  they  should  mc 

from  place  to  place  —  always  finding  some  reason  ^ 

a  change  of  plans  which  had  been  carefully  made,  a 

then,  after  a  discussion,  returning  to  them  again. 
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was  as  though  he  planned  merely  for  the  sake  of 
planning.    Mjra  did  not  exactly  dislike  all  this.    It 
excited  her  interest,  and  awakened  a  kind  of  romance 
in  her  own  mind.     She  fancied  that  perhaps  he  was 
doubtful  of  Bosamond's  feelings,  and  that  this  made 
him  unhappy ;   and  she  often  tried  to  divert  his 
thoughts,  by  talking  to  him  about  the  things  which 
interested  him,  art  especiallj.    Their  stay  in  Munich 
had  been  a  delightful  lesson  in  this  way.     They  had 
gone  regularly  every  day  to  the  gallery,  and  he  had 
pointed  out  the  pictures  which  she  had  so  often  heard 
him  describe,  and  showed  her  where  lay  their  beauties 
and  defects.     This  seemed  to  be  his  chief  enjoyment, 
and  it  was  very  flattering  to  Myra.     She  lived  in  the 
reflected  light  of  Mr.  Verney's  talent,  and  the  self- 
appreciation  in  which  originally  she  had  been  almost 
painfully  wanting,  was  fostered  so  as  to  give  her  ease 
and  confidence  in  society,  whilst  Mr.  Verney*s  remarks, 
with  her  own  comments,  enabled  her  to  be  agreeable 
in  the  family  party.    Myra  was  unconscious  of  the 
mode  in  which  she  was  being  educated,  but  she  felt 
the  results,  and  it  was  scarcely  possible,  under  such 
circumstances,  to  look  at  Mr.  Verney  with  unpre- 
judiced eyes.     And  of  late  he  had  been  careful  to  do 
nothing  which  could  in  any  way  shock  her  conscien- 
tiousness. Before  they  left  London  he  had  tried  to  make 
her  of  use  to  him,  to  employ  her  as  a  medium  for 
gaining  information  which  might  be  useful,  but  now 
he  asked  no  question  about  Yare,  he  never  referred  to 
Miss  Medley's  illness,  or  made  even  common  inquiries 
as   to  the  news  received  from  Mrs.  Patty  or  Dr. 
Kingsbury.    All  that  was  gone  by,  and,  as  it  seemed, 
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forgotten,  and  whatever  might  be  the  subject  of  his 
preoccupied  thought,  Mjra  was  in  no  way  made  a 
sharer  in  it. 

And  in  one  important  respect  Mr.  Yernej  was  an 
invaluable  assistance.  It  is  almost  a  proverb,  that 
nothing  brings  out  temper  and  disposition  like 
travelling,  and  Mjra  had  gained  a  considerable  ex- 
perience of  the  truth  of  the  saying  since  she  left 
England.  Rosamond  was  no  help  to  her  in  keeping 
up  her  father's  spirits,  or  in  waiting  upon  her  mother; 
she  was  always  either  *  awfully  tired,'  or  had  a  *  tre- 
mendous headache,'  when  they  reached  the  end  of  a 
long  journey,  and  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that 
she  should  have  a  quiet  room,  and  go  to  bed  soon. 
And  then,  in  the  morning,  she  was  so  'frightfully 
sleepy,'  that  it  was  impossible  to  be  up  in  time  to 
assist  anyone  ;  in  fact  she  required  all  the  aid  which 
could  be  spared  for  herself.  If  they  were  in  a  quiet 
place,  Rosamond  was  'bored  to  death,'  and  thought  the 
Germans  the  most  uninteresting  people  in  the  world, 
and  wondered  from  morning  till  night  why  anyone 
should  take  the  trouble  to  come  abroad.  If  they 
were  in  a  gay  place,  she  was  equally  '  bored '  with 
sight-seeing,  and  thought  every  moment  wasted 
which  was  not  spent  in  the  public  promenades. 
Rosamond,  in  fact,  was  Myra's  great  care.  Mrs. 
Cameron,  feeling  better  in  health,  was  willing  to 
eigoy  the  novelty,  and  was  much  less  fi-etful  than  she 
had  been  at  home  ;  but,  till  Mr.  Yerney  appeared, 
Rosamond's  discontent  had  been  a  canker-worm 
to  the  pleasure  of  the  party, 

Now,  however,  all  was  sunshine.   They  had  settled 
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themselves  at  Ischl  for  a  week,  possibly  a  fortnight, 
for   Godfrey  had  pertinaciously   insisted  upon  the 
necessity  of  seeing  thS   Salzkammergut ;   and  Mr. 
Cameron,  determined  and  self-dependent  when  brought 
in  contact  with  ordinary  people,  always  succumbed  to 
the  will  of  his  elder  son,  as  being  the  reflection  of  his 
own  superiority.     Ischl  was  likely  to  prove  by  no 
means  a  bad  choice,  or  at  least  it  would  not  be  so  if 
only  the  weather  would  be  favourable.    But  the  fate 
of  travellers  in  mountainous  countries  seemed  likely  to 
follow  them,  and  they  were  waiting  now,  day  after  day, 
in  the  hope  that  a  clear  sky  would  admit  of  an  expedi- 
tion to  Aussee,  Gosau,  and  Hallstadt.    In  the  mean- 
time Myra  had  been  carried  off  by  some  old  friends 
of  Mr.  Cameron's,  who  had  taken  a  house  for  three 
months  on  the  Lake  of  St.  Wolfgang,  and  the  novelty 
alone  would  have  been  delightful  to  her.    But  the 
house  at  St.  Wolfgang  had  a  charm  peculiar  to  itself. 
It  had  once  formed  part  of  the  convent,  and  was  built 
upon  the  very   edge  of  the   lake,   and  the  water 
washed  the  walls  of  the  building.     The  garden  ex- 
tended along  a  steep  ridge  at  the  foot  of  the  moun- 
tain, and  in  the  short  summer  months  was  filled  with 
the  rarest  and  richest  flowers  and  shrubs  of  a  southern 
land ;  the  mighty  walls,  the  rocks,  forests,  and  alps 
of  the  Schaffberg,  forming  its  background ;  and  the 
blue  lake,   the  white    hamlets,   and  the  encircling 
mountains,  with  their  deep  glens  and  recesses — creat- 
ing an  ever-changing  view  around  it.     To  Myra  it 
was  a  Paradise,  and  for  one  day  Mr.  Verney  had 
been  there  to  enjoy  it  with  her.     For  one  day  only. 
Rosamond's  face  when  he  accepted  Colonel  Hensman's 
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invitation  was  sufficient,  so  Mjra  thought,  to  pre- 
vent him  from  staying  longer.  Probably  Mr.  Verney 
was  flattered  by  it,  at  any  rate  he  immediately  as- 
sured Mrs.  Cameron  that  he  should  go  over  only  for 
one  day,  and  Rosamond  was  bright  and  gracious  as 
his  reward. 

Myra  had  watched  this  little  scene  as  she  watched 
many,  making  her  own  comments  upon  them,  and 
drawing  from  them  her  own  conclusions.  But  she 
had  no  one  to  show  her  whether  those  conclusions 
were  right.  She  had  read  of  love  in  books,  and  had 
formed  an  ideal  of  it  in  her  own  mind.  What  she 
now  saw  was  very  unlike  what  she  had  fancied,  and 
at  times  it  sorely  perplexed  her ;  but  it  did  not  shake 
her  conviction.  Unless  Rosamond  cared  for  Mr. 
Verney  she  could  not  make  such  direct  effi)rts  to 
attract  him.  Unless  Mr.  Verney  cared  for  Rosamond 
he  would  not  be  so  marked  in  his  attentions,  and  so 
desirous  to  meet  her  wishes.  These  were  to  Myra 
self-evident  facts.  She  was  herself  so  essentially 
sincere  in  every  word  and  action,  whether  good  or 
bad,  that  a  mockery  of  feeling  was  something  utterly 
beyond  her  powers  of  comprehension ;  whilst  her 
vivid  imagination  intensified  every  indication  of 
interest,  and  deepened  every  expression  of  pleasure, 
till  Rosamond  felt  as  she  would  have  felt,  and  Mr. 
Verney  loved  as  she  would  wish  to  be  loved.  Why 
then  should  there  be  any  delay  ?  Why  any  mystery 
or  doubt  ?  Above  all,  why  were  her  father  and 
mother  so  blind  to  what  was  passing  before  them  ? 
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CHAPTER  XXVin. 

TI7HEN  Mr.  Verney  left  Myra,  he  crossed  the  open 
' '  square  by  the  church,  and  lingered  in  front  of 
the  inn. 

Fart  of  the  strangers'  luggage  was  still  in  the 
entrance,  and  he  carelessly  examined  it,  asking  at 
the  same  time  a  few  questions  of  the  landlord,  who, 
with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  was  standing  by,  giving 
orders  for  its  removal. 

They  were  very  short  questions,  and  put  with  a 
haughty  nonchalance  which  had  the  effect  of  checking 
any  familiarity  on  the  part  of  the  landlord  ;  but 
Mr.  Verney  learnt  from  them  that  the  strangers  were 
travelling  alone,  and  were  likely  to  remain  at  St. 
Wolfgang  for  several  days.  They  had  ordered 
dinner,  and  one  of  the  ladies  had  been  out,  but  was 
just  returned  ;  the  other  was  too  ill  to  see  anyone. 

Mr.  Verney  replied  to  this  hint  by  taking  out  a 
card,  writing  a  few  words  upon  the  back,  and  desiring 
that  it  might  be  given  to  Mrs.  Tracy  instantly,  and 
as  the  man  rather  sulkily  obeyed,  he  followed  him  up 
the  stairs  to  the  ante-room. 

The  public  salon  was  silent,  for  the  party  who  had 
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been  dining  in  it  had  betaken  themselves  to  the  open 
air,  and  their  noisy  voices  might  be  heard  as  thej 
shouted  and  sang  in  the  garden  at  the  back  of  the 
house.  The  room  smelt  of  smoke;  plates,  dishes, 
and  drinking  cups  were  left  upon  the  table.  There 
could  have  been  no  place  less  agreeable  for  a  private 
interview,  but  it  was  Mr,  Verney's  only  resource ; 
and  after  hearing  the  answer  brought  back  to  his 
note  —  that  the  lady  would  see  him  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible —  he  sat  down  on  a  wooden  bench  waiting  her 
arrival. 

The  dreamy,  indifferent  look  was  gone  from  his 
face  now,  and  in  its  stead  there  was  an  expression  of 
struggling  feeling  which  seemed  to  make  the  delay 
even  of  those  few  moments  almost  intolerable  to  him. 
He  rose  at  last,  and  went  to  the  door,  as  if  deter- 
mined to  go  without  having  attained  the  interview 
he  had  requested ;  but  just  then  Mrs.  Tracy  appeared 
from  the  opposite  side  of  the  ante-room,  and  Mr. 
Verney,  recovering  himself,  went  forward  to  meet 
her,  with  the  cool,  easy,  rather  languid  manner,  which 
never  forsook  him  in  the  presence  of  others. 

They  met  as  old  and  intimate  friends,  or  perhaps 
not  really  friends  ;  Mrs.  Tracy's  face  was  much  more 
expressive  of  her  feelings  than  Mr.  Verney's,  and  no  one 
who  looked  at  her  could  suppose  that  she  was  pleased 
to  see  him.  Surprised  and  excited  she  evidently  was, 
and  her  first  words  were  those  common  to  all  persons 
under  such  circumstances :  *  Where  did  you  come 
from  ?    How  did  you  know  we  were  here  ?' 

Mr.  Verney's  reply  was  short  and  matter-of-fact. 
*I  have  been  travelling  with  some  friends.     I  did 
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not  expect  you  here,  but  I  thought  I  saw  70U  at  St. 
Gilgen.' 

*  Then  you  have  not  come  purposely  to  meet  us  ?' 
was  Mrs.  Tracy's  disappointed  question. 

*  Purposely  ?  not  exactly.  But  you  say  nothing  of 
Charlotte.' 

*  She  is  very  ill — worse.'  They  sat  down,  and 
there  was  a  pause. 

Mr.  Verney  bent  his  eyes  upon  the  ground,  and 
said,  '  How  long  has  she  been  worse  ?' 

*  For  about  a  fortnight.  The  voyage  did  her  good, 
and  when  we  landed  at  Trieste  I  was  hopeful  about 
her.  There  we  had  your  letter  saying  that  it  was 
better  we  should  not  go  to  England,  and  since  then 
she  has  failed  rapidly.' 

*  I  said  what  was  best  for  her,'  he  replied ;  and  his 
voice  somewhat  faltered.  *  She  needs  amusement ; 
in  England  she  would  only  have  care.' 

*  Charlotte  does  not  dread  care,'  said  Mrs.  Tracy, 
drily. 

*  Still  it  is  better  she  should  delay.  You  must 
travel  during  the  summer  months,  and  then  go  to 
Italy.' 

*  And  you  will  be  with  us  ?' 

Mr.  Verney  looked  up  suddenly.  *  I  thought  I  had 
explained  everything  in  my  letter.  You  heard  from 
me  at  Vienna  ?  ' 

*  Our  only  letters  have  been  those  which  we  found 
at  Trieste.  I  took  Charlotte  from  thence  to  Venice. 
It  was  the  only  place  in  which  she  was  interested ; 
and  we  have  travelled  by  Milan  and  Innsbruck.' 

Mr.  Verney     looked    excessively     annoyed.      *I 
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reckoned  upon  jour  going  at  once  to  Vienna,'  he  said  ; 
*  I  wrote  there  and  told  you  everything.* 

*  Everything  !  And  what  is  everything,  Mr.  Ver- 
ney?'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Tracy,  indignantly.  ^Be  so 
good  as  to  let  me  hear  as  quickly  as  possible ;  Char- 
lotte is  very  ill,  and  does  not  know  why  I  have  left 
her,  and  I  must  return"  to  her  immediately.' 

*  My  dear  madam,  calm  yourself.  It  is  a  long  story, 
but  I  will  endeavour  to  shorten  it.  Whatever  I  may 
say,  one  thing  you  cannot  doubt,  that  my  affection  ii9 
unaltered.' 

*  Mr.  Verney,  I  do  doubt  it,'  was  the  reply.  *  No 
man  with  true  love  in  his  heart  could  trifle  as  you 
have  trifled  with  that  poor  child  for  the  last  twelve- 
months. I  have  said  it  to  my  brother-in-law,  again 
and  again,  and  now  I  say  it  to  you.' 

*  Then  you  do  me  a  grievous  injustice,  Mrs.  Tracy, 
As  there  is  a  God  in  Heaven,  I  love  your  niece  better 
than  I  have  ever  loved,  or  ever  could  love,  any 
woman.' 

*  And  why  is  she  not  your  wife  ?' 

*  Answer  the  question  for  yourself,'  he  exclaimed. 
*You  know  all  the  difficulties,  the  obstacles  which 
have  been  put  in  our  way.  You  know  the  condition 
of  your  brother-in-law's  affairs — -the  risks  I  have 
run  to  help  him,  and  the  shattered  condition  of  my 
health,  which,  independent  of  business,  necessitated 
a  return  to  England.' 

*But  you  have  been  in  England  now  several 
months,  and  my  brother's  affairs — ' 

*Are  in  a  worse  condition  than  ever,'  interrupted 
Mr.  Verney,  moodily. 
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*  Be  it  80,*  was  the  answer.  *  Then  see  Charlotte 
yourself,  and  tell  her  the  truth.' 

*  I  cannot,'  he  exclaimed ;  *  I  should  kill  her.' 

*  You  are  killing  her  now ;  yes,  Mr.  Verney,  killing 
her,  as  surely  as  ever  man  killed  woman,  by  suspense 
and  disappointment.  You  urged  her  leaving  India, 
on  the  plea  that  when  once  in  England  together,  and 
the  health  of  both  re-established,  you  might  jointly 
consult  and  arrange  for  your  marriage.  That  was 
the  pretence — I  repeat  it,  the  pretence — it  could 
have  been  no  reality;  your  present  conduct  proved 
it.  She  obeyed,  and  now  she  is  told  to  travel  during 
the  summer,  and  to  spend  the  winter  in  Italy.  Mr. 
Verney,  what  does  it  mean  ?  As  you  are  a  man  of 
honour,  and  a  gentleman,  I  insist  upon  receiving  an 
explanation.' 

*  As  you  will,  dear  Mrs.  Tracy.  This  excitement 
distresses  me ;  indeed,  it  is  uncalled  for.  You  will 
see  it  when  I  have  explained  myself.' 

*  God  grant  that  I  may  I '  was  the  muttered  reply, 
and  Mr.  Verney  continued — 

*You  know  that  I  came  to  England  partly  for 
health,  partly  that  I  might  look  after  your  brother-in- 
law's  affairs,  in  which  my  own  were  unfortunately  in- 
volved. I  made  no  mystery  of  the  matter  to  you, 
but  I  did  not  wish  it  talked  of  to  others ;  neither  did 
I  desire  my  engagement  with  Charlotte  to  be  gene- 
rally known.  There  were  family  reasons  for  this; 
the  marriage  would  be  uncongenial  to  my  own  rela- 
tions. I  told  Charlotte  so,  and  she  understood  it. 
They  are  proud ;  they  would  have  put  obstacles  ill 
my  path.    I  hoped  to  see  my  way  quickly  and  clearly, 
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but  I  was  disappointed.  Stuart  mismanaged  bis 
business  grievously — tbat  I  need  scarcely  say  to 
you.  His  affairs  became  more  and  more  desperate. 
He  wrote  to  me  to  raise  money,  and  I  knew  no  way 
of  doing  it,  except  as  be  bimself  bad  suggested,  by 
applying  to  his  aunt.  It  was  entirely  contrary  to  my 
wishes,  but  I  had  no  alternative ;  I  did  apply  to  her ; 
I  suppose  you  know  the  result?' 

*  I  know  nothing,'  replied  Mrs.  Tracy.  *  We  left 
India  before  we  could  have  beard  anything,  even  if 
my  brother-in-law  bad  chosen  to  be  coomiunicative^ 
which  be  never  does  choose.' 

*  The  poor  old  lady  has  become  imbecile,  or  worse,* 
continued  Mr.  Vemey.  *  She  had  a  severe  illness, 
which  fell  on  the  brain.  She  may  live  for  years, 
but  she  cannot  recover.  Thus  the  assistance  which 
I  thought  would  be  forthcoming  is  unattainable. 
Stuart  is  by  this  time  a  ruined  man.' 

'He  has  long  been  so,'  was  Mrs.  Tracy's  quiet 
reply. 

Mr.  Vemey  looked  at  her  in  astonishment.  Then 
be  said  as  quietly :  '  So  you  may  have  thought,  and 
so  I  may  have  thought,  but  so  the  world  has  not 
thought — and  tbat  makes  all  the  difference.' 

*The  difference  as  to  your  marriage  with  his 
daughter,'  said  Mrs.  Tracy,  bitterly. 

*You  are  hard  upon  me,'  he  replied.  *It  is  a 
question  of  possibility ;  our  marriage  at  the  present 
moment  would  be  madness.' 

*  Mr.  Vemey,  I  am  not  hard  upon  you,'  said  Mrs. 
Tracy.  *  I  see  your  difficulties,  and  I  feel  for  you  — 
or,  I  could  fed  for  you  if  you  would  be  open.     You 
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say  all  this  to  me — why  do  70a  not  saj  it  to  Char- 
lotte?' 

'In  her  state  it  would  be  cruel;  but  time  will 
help  us.' 

'  Time  will  not  help  us,  and  God  will  not  help  us, 
if  we  do  not  help  ourselves,'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Tracj, 
indignantly.  '  I  teU  you,  Mr.  Vemey — and  it  is  the 
result  of  a  bitter  experience — that  if  there  is  one 
wrong  greater  than  another  of  which  men  are  guilty 
towards  the  women  whom  they  profess  to  love — be 
they  mothers,  sisters,  or  wives,  it  is  that  of  shrinking 
from  inflicting  necessary  pam.  TeU  us  the  worst,  and 
we  can  bear  it  bravely;  be  true  and  open  with  us,  and 
we  will  honour  and  obey  you  to  the  very  last  moment 
of  existence ;  but,  keep  back  from  us  anything  which 
we  have  a  right  to  know,  or,  what  is  far  worse,  give 
us  a  half-confidence  when  we  ought  to  have  a  whole, 
and  we  are  paralysed;  we  lose  our  trust,  and  with 
it  our  strength.  So  you  will  surely  find  it  to  be 
with  Charlotte.' 

*  Very  possibly,'  he  replied ;  *  and  yet  it  may  not 
suit  me  to  tell  the  whole.  Every  man,  Mrs.  Tracy, 
is  the  best  judge  of  the  necessities  which  guide  his 
own  conduct.' 

'  Then  I  am  to  understand  that  we  are  to  go  on 
as  we  have  been  going  on  for  the  last  year,  in  sus- 
pense— a  suspense  which  acts  as  a  slow  but  most 
sure  poison.  Mr.  Yerney,  are  you  a  Christian  and  a 
gentleman,  and  can  you  allow  this?' 

'  I  trust  I  have  not  lost  all  claim  to  either  title, 
dear  madam.  As  a  Christian  and  a  gentleman,  and, 
what  is  more,  one  who  most  truly  loves  your  niec^ 
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I  believe  that  I  am  doing  that  which  is  best,  both  fi» 
her  and  for  myself.' 

*  Then  you  do  not  know  her,*  exclaimed  Mrs.  Tracj. 
*  Her  strongest  support  is  the  obligation  of  duty;  and,. 
ill  as  she  is,  if  you  will  plainly  set  before  her  Hbe 
impossibility  of  her  marriage  at  present,  and  the 
need  that  she  should  devote  herself  to  her  father,  she 
will  at  once  face  her  position,  and  find  a  stimulus: 
in  the  effort  she  is  compelled  to  make  which  will 
strengthen  her  both  physically  and  morally ;  only  let 
me  entreat  you  not  to  be  afraid.' 

*  I  am  afraid,'  was  the  reply. 

And  Mrs.  Tracy  murmured,  in  an  accent  of  scarcely 
concealed  scorn,  ^  Yes  ;  I  have  known  that  from  the 
beginning.' 

*  I  am  afraid,'  he  continued,  *  because  I  know  what 
a  sudden  shock  might  do;  and,  moreover,  I  do  not 
see  the  necessity.  You  must  forgive  me  for  saying 
that,  in  such  cases  as  these,  a  woman's  impetuous 
feeling  can  scarcely  be  considered  a  safe  guide.' 

^  The  impetuous  feeling  has  .endured  a  long  time,' 
replied  Mrs.  Tracy,  sarcastically.  *  I  ask  of  you  merely 
what  Charlotte  and  I  have  been  asking  of  my  brother- 
in-law  ever  since  it  first  dawned  upon  us  that  his 
affairs  were  embarrassed.  Month  after  month  we 
have  begged  to  know  everything,  and  been  told  that 
we  did  know  it,  and  then  found  that  something  was 
still  in  the  background.  So  we  have  both  lost  all 
trust  and  all  heart.  It  is  this  which  has  preyed 
upon  Charlotte's  health,  and  brought  her  into  her 
present  condition ;  and  this  same  distrust  has  operated 
in  your  own.  case.     You  are  indeed  afraid  of  giving 
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pain,  Mr.  Verney,  but  it  is  pain  to  yourself.  You 
shrink  from  inflicting  the  stroke  of  the  dagger,  be- 
cause you  must  witness  the  momentary  suffering; 
but  you  have  no  hesitation  in  administering  the  slow 
poison,  because  you  can  hide  your  eyes  from  the 
lingering  agony.' 

Mr.  Verney  rose  suddenly.  His  lip  quivered,  as 
he  said,  *  God  forgive  me  for  inflicting  either !  You 
must  not  tell  her  I  have  been  here.' 

*  And  are  you  going  ?     You  refuse  to  see  her  ?' 

'  I  cannot ;  I  dare  not     She  shall  hear  from  me.' 
Mrs.  Tracy  seized  his  hand.     *Mr.  Verney,  you 

must  see  her  !     I  will  be  no  party  to  such  conduct. 

She  is  dying — dying  of  hope  deferred!' 

*  Which  will  be  hope  made  hopeless  when  she  has 
seen  me.  Take  her  to  Vienna ;  give  her  change, 
comfort.  Let  her  expect  my  letters — they  shall  not 
fail ;  and,  believe  me,  I  will  prepare  her.' 

*  For  what  ?  For  the  termination  of  her  engage- 
ment ? ' 

^  I  do  not  say  so.  I  can  tell  nothing  at  present. 
Whatever  I  resolve  upon,  her  happiness  will  be  my 
first  consideration.' 

*  And  why  have  you  come  now?'  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Tracy. 

'Because  I  acted,  as  you  would  act,  upon  im- 
pulse,' he  replied,  bitterly.  *  I  would  not  have  you 
remain  here,  and  I  came  to  say  so.' 

*  Then  we  have  wasted  many  unnecessary  words,' 
was  the  cold  reply.  *  But  your  mind  may  be  at  rest 
upon  that  point.  No  place  can  be  more  unfit  than 
this  for  a  sick  girl's  resting-place.     I  find  that  the 
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friends  whom  we  expected  to  meet  are  awaj.  Thej 
haTO  let  their  hoase  to  strangers,  and  we  have  no 
inducement  to  remain.  I  would,  indeed,  that  I  oonld 
go  this  yerj  night.' 

*  Let  me  know  how  70a  can  be  made  more  com- 
fortable,' exclaimed  Mr.  Yemej.  *  Tell  me  in  what 
I  can  help  700.  Let  me  arrange  for  7oar  joame7 
back  to  Vienna.' 

^  We  do  not  go  to  Vienna;  I  shall  take  Charlotte 
toIschL' 

Mr.  Veme7's  coontenance  changed,  as  he  answ^^d, 
ha8til7,  '  Bat  70a  must  not !  It  is  veiy  undesiraUe. 
She  ought  to  be  where  eyer7  comfort  can  be  pro- 
cured for  her.  I  know  nothing  of  the  phTsicians  at 
IschL    Promise  me  that  70U  will  return  to  Vienna.' 

*  I  promise  nothing,  Mr.  Veme7.  I  consider  017- 
self  in  no  wa7  bound  to  70U.' 

^  But  it  is  madness  1  I  could  not  answer  for  the 
consequences.  And  70U  are  travelling  alone,  with- 
out a  servant!' 

^  We  travel  as  we  can  afford.  You  forget  that  we 
are  a  ruined  famil7,  with  nothing  to  depend  upon 
but  m7  own  small  income.' 

^I  must  provide  for  that,'  he  exclaimed,  and  his 
sallow  face  flushed.  ^  I  had  no  idea  of  such  a  state 
of  things.' 

*  You  need  not  distress  7ourself  about  us.  Charlotte 
is  independent  in  her  habits,  and  the  language  is  m7 
onl7  difficult7.' 

*  Mrs.  Trac7,*  exclaimed  Mr.  Veme7,  *  this  is  cruel 
on  7oar  part.    You  know  how  eamestl7  I  desire 
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that  Charlotte  should  have  every  luxury — ^how  gladly, 
how  thankfully  I  would  provide  all — * 

^  That  is  fitted  for  a  dying  person.  Rest  of  mind 
may,  perhaps,  be  the  one  thing  needfuL  Mr.  Yemey, 
good  night,  and  good-bye.  We  are  not  likely  to  meet 
again.  I  thank  you  for  having  at  length  enlightened 
me.' 

He  detained  the  hand  which  was  laid  coldly  in 
his,  and  said  hesitatingly  :  *  Let  me  remind  you,  my 
own  letters  must  tell  my  tale.  I  trust  implicitly  to. 
your  honour.' 

Mrs.  Tracy  merely  withdrew  her  hand,  and  without 
another  word  left  the  apartment. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

frpHE  Doctor  won't  come  down  stairs  to-day, 
JL  Faith,'  said  Mrs.  Patty,  as  she  beckoned  Faith 
into  the  stady,  and  pointed  to  a  pile  of  books  heaped 
one  upon  another  on  .the  floor.  '  I  think  if  you  and  I 
were  to  set  about  it,  we  might  do  something  towards 
putting  tilings  straight.' 

*  If  the  Doctor  will  allow  it,  ma'am  ;  but  he  scolded 
dreadful  the  last  time  Betsey  and  I  touched  his 
books.' 

*  The  Doctor  never  scolds,  Faith  ;  but  he  likes  to 
have  me  present  when  his  books  are  handled.  Poor 
dear,  he  is  as  careful  of  them  as  if  they  were  babies.' 

*More  careful  a  great  deal,'  was  Faith's  reply, 
*  seeing  he  would  never  let  a  drabby  girl  wheel  his 
books  about  in  a  barrow,  as  babies  are  wheeled 
about  in  these  days.  It  is  a  wonder  to  me  that 
they  are  not  half  of  them  murdered.  But,  Mrs. 
Patty,  if  you  will  just  leave  the  books  to  me,  I  will 
be  special  particular  about  them.' 

*  He  won't  be  satisfied.  Faith,  and  I  can't  bear  to 
cross  him*  He  thinks  a  good  deal  of  his  books  novr 
lie  is  kept  upstairs.' 

Mlrii  to  my  mind  he  is  likely  to  think  a  good 
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deal  more,'  replied  Faith.     *  It  will  be  a  long  day, 
Mrs.  Patty,  before  we  see  him  down  again.' 

'Mr.  Harrison  considers  him  better,'  said  Mrs. 
Patty,'  *  and  he  ate  a  whole  mutton-chop  yesterday.' 

'  A  chop  about  the  size  of  a  five-shilling  piece, 
ma'am,'  answered  Faith.  <  As  I  said  to  Betsey,  there 
is  nothing  differs  more  than  chops,  and  it 's  no  use  to 
deceive  oneself  about  it.' 

Mrs.  Patty  sat  herself  down  on  a  high  leather- 
covered  stool,  rested  her  hands  on  her  knees,  and 
looked  straight  before  her. 

Faith  bustled  about  the  room,  taking  up  papers  and 
writing  materials,  and  putting  them  down  again,  mov- 
ing chairs,  and  brushing  away  dust  with  a  duster,  and 
every  now  and  then  glancing  at  her  mistress.    Not  a 
word  was  spoken  by  either,  till  Faith  approached  the 
folio  volume  of  St.  Augustine,  which  lay  near  the 
Doctor's  desk.     Then  one  large  tear  rolled  slowly 
down  Mrs.  Patty's  cheek,  and  she  rose  and  said,  *  I  will 
dust  that  myself,  Faith,'  and  taking  the  cloth  fi*om 
Faith's  hand  she  moved  it  slowly  over  the  book,  wiping 
away  every  separate  particle  of  dust,  and  rubbing  the 
cover  where  it  needed  no  rubbing.  Faith  all  the  while 
standing  by  waiting  for  her  duster.    Seeing  at  length 
that  she  was  not  likely  to  have  it,  she  went  out  of  the 
room   to   fetch  another,  and  Mrs.  Patty  sat  down 
again  in  the  Doctor's   arm-chair,  and  clasping  her 
hands  tightly  together,  murmured  something  which 
sounded  like  a  prayer.     When  Faith  returned  Mrs. 
Patty  was  gone  to  her  own  room,  but  she  was  there 
only  for  few  minutes.     When  she  came  back  she  was 
cheerful  again,  and  said  that  she  had  looked  in  upon 
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the  Doctor,  and  found  him  comfortable.  He  waiitM 
to  know  if  the  post  was  come;  so  she  would  take  Iiin 
the  letters  if  there  were  any,  and  then  return  mm 
settle  what  was  to  be  done  about  cleaning  the  stadj 

'  The  postman  ought  to  have  been  here  ten  miauta 
ago,'  said  Faith.  *I  wonder  why  Betsej  has  no 
brought  the  letters  in.  Not  but  what  master  will  h 
better  without  them,  Mrs.  Patty.  Thej  do  ba 
worry  him  since  he  has  had  so  much  to  do  for  tha 
poor  daft  Miss  Medlej.' 

'  It  is  all  settled  now,'  said  Mrs.  Patty,  *  or  it  wfl 
be  soon.  Mr.  Cameron  and  the  Doctor  have  found  i 
person  who  will  be  kind  to  her,  and  look  after  her.* 

'  The  Doctor  has  done  it  you  mean,  ma'am,'  8ai< 
Faith.  <  Mr.  Cameron  would  have  been  of  little  ub* 
without  him.  Anyhow  it 's  a  blessing  that  the  pool 
lady  has  some  friends.  People  say  it  was  just  i 
Providence  that  she  lost  her  senses  when  she  did,  foi 
she  knew  so  little  how  to  use  them  that  she  wai 
always  making  away  with  her  little  money  to  hel[ 
her  relations  out  in  India.  So  she  would  have  beei 
ruined  if  she  had  not  been  stopped  in  time.  But 
there 's  always  good  comes  out  of  evil.* 

*  Always,  Faith,'  said  Mrs.  Patty  emphatically 
'  but  go  and  ask  for  the  letters ;  your  master  it 
waiting.' 

Faith  brought  back  a  tolerably  large  packet,  whicl 
Mrs.  Patty  looked  through,  putting  aside  those  whid 
she  knew  concerned  domestic  matters,  and  pondering 
over  others  as  if  doubtful  whether  or  not  to  tak< 
them  up  stairs.  Faith  picked  up  one  which  had 
fallen  on  the  ground.     *  Here  is  the  best  of  all,  Mrs, 
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Patty — a  foreign  letter.  That  will  be  sure  to  do 
70U  good,  and  the  Doctor  too/ 

<  From  my  little  Mjra,'  said  Mrs.  Patty  in  a  tone 
of  quiet  satisfaction,  and  she  examined  the  paper, 
the  post-mark,  the  stamp,  as  persons  do  who  have 
time  to  wonder  at  the  fact  that  the  letter  they 
now  hold  in  their  hands  has  been  only  a  few  days 
before  held  in  the  hands  of  a  person  in  a  foreign 
land  hundreds  of  miles  off.  ^  She  writes  a  good  clear 
hand:  that  is  a  comfort.  Just  take  the  other  letters 
up,  Faith,  and  let  me  stay  here  a  minute,  and  look 
through  this;  or  stop,  I  will  take  them  myself,  and 
you  go  now;  never  mind  the  books.' 

Mrs.  Patty  was  evidently  not  quite  certain  of  her 
own  mind,  but  Faith  was,  so  she  carried  the  Doctor's 
letters  to  him  upon  her  own  responsibility,  and  left 
Mrs.  Patty  to  decipher  Myra's  communication. 

*Mt  dearest  Mrs.  Patty, 

'  I  could  make  a  great  many  excuses  for  not 
having  written  before,  but  they  will  take  up  my  time 
and  my  paper,  and  I  feel  sure  you  will  not  require 
them.  We  have  settled  ourselves  at  Ischl,  an  out-of- 
the-way  fashionable  place  in  Austria.  I  never  heard 
of  it  till  Godfrey  talked  of  it,  but  everyone  in  Austria 
thinks  a  great  deal  about  it,  and  as  the  Emperor  is 
often  here,  there  are  hotels,  and  good  houses,  and 
everything  to  make  one  comfortable. 

*  Mamma  has  been  better  ever  since  we  left  Munich, 
and  we  should  all  like  Ischl  extremely  but  for  the  bad 
weather.  I  think  I  told  you  that  Mr.  Verney  joined 
us  at  Munich.     He  has  been  with  us  ever  since,  and 
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it  has  been  quite  delightful  having  him.    He  knows 
eyeiything,  and  amuses  papa,  and  he  is  more  kind  to 
me  than  I  can  saj;  and  as  for  Rosamond,  I  cannot 
think  what  she  will  do  without  him,  for  indeed  I  am 
quite  certain  that  thej  like  each  other  extremelj, 
though,  perhaps,  I  ought  not  to  saj  it,  as  jou  told  me 
one  daj  it  was  better  not  to  talk  about  such  things. 
Mr.  Yemej  is  a  great  assistance  also  in  enabling  us 
to  understand  the  particular  beauty  of  this  coontrj. 
He  has  travelled  so  much  that  he  can  compare  it 
with  others.    He  says  that  it  has  not  the  grandeur  of 
Switzerland,   but  that  no  other  scenery  ever  gave 
him  such  a  sense  of  enchantment.    Berchtesgaden 
and  the  Konig  See,  to  which  we  made  an  excursion  from 
Salzburg,  were  quite  perfect.     We  drove  for  miles 
and  miles,  and  every  change  in  the  position  of  the 
hills  formed  a  new  view,  which  one  felt  as  if  one 
would  fain  carry  away,  stored  up  as  a  treasure  of 
beauty  in  one's  memory.     There  were  foregrounds  of 
rocks,  and  banks   covered  with  flowers  and  moss  ; 
middle  grounds  of  the  most  beautiful  trees,  planted 
as  if  they  had  been  especially  laid  out  in  a  gentleman's 
park ;  and  backgrounds  of  clifl*  and  mountain- tops,  to 
say  nothing  of  torrents  rushing  down  the  mountains, 
and  the  Konig  See,  shut  in  by  walls  of  cliffs,  rising 
so  immediately  from  the  water's  edge  that  there  was 
not  room  even  for  a  pathway.     One  walk  I  shall 
never  forget.     We  were  stopping  to  rest  the  horses 
at  a  little  village  called  Insel ;  it  had  been  raining  all 
the  morning,  and  we  were  rather  out  of  spirits  and 
disheartened  because  of  the  weather,  but  at  last  it 
cleared  up,  and  Mr.  Yerney  proposed  to  Rosamond 
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and  me  to  go  out  with  biniy  and  in  spite  of  the  mud 
we  set  off.  Insel  is  a  tiny  village  in  a  valley,  with  great 
hills,  woods,  and  gorges  all  round.  Glorious  effects 
there  were  with  the  clouds  clearing  off  the  hills,  but 
the  loveliest  thing  of  all  was  the  wood,  to  which  we 
made  our  way.  It  was  all  I  have  fancied  a  wood  might 
be,  when  I  have  been  reading  fairy  tales  and  romances 
— glades  and  rocks,  most  beautiful  trees  — beeches, 
sycamores,  larches,  firs, —  and  a  complete  carpet  of 
moss,  and  flowers,  and  wood-strawberries,  which  it 
was  almost  a  sin  to  walk  upon ;  whilst  between  the 
branches  of  the  trees  and  the  openings  in  the  woo4 
there  were  glimpses  of  the  valley  and  the  huge  grim 
rocks  towering  over  it.  We  sat  down  on  a  rock  to 
rest,  and,  oh !  Mrs.  Patty,  it  really  was  Paradise. 

*  As  Mr.  Verney  says,  "  What  one  especially  feels 
here  is  the  lavishness  of  the  beauty."  It  is  not  that 
one  goes  to  see  a  lovely  spot  but  a  lovely  country^ 
which  is  perfect  even  in  its  minutest  detail.  Rosamond 
declares  that  I  am  always  sermonising  about  it,  but  I 
hope  it  is  only  that  I  feel  thankful  for  it.  Mr. 
Yerney  quoted  that  line  from  Keats  the  other  day— 

A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  for  ever ; 

and,  certainly,  the  sight  of  the  Bavarian  Alps  will  be 
a  joy  to  me  till  the  last  day  of  my  life. 

^  I  am  staying  now  at  a  lovely  place  near  Ischl,  a 
house  which  Colonel  Hensman  (you  know  Mrs.  Hens- 
man  is  a  cousin  of  mamma's)  has  taken  for  some 
months  on  the  lake  of  St.  Wolfgang.  It  is  about 
seven  miles  from  Ischl.  The  house  was  part  of  a 
convent  and  joins  the  old  churchy  and  there  is  % 


306  A  GLIMPSE  OF  THE  WOBLD. 

gallery  in  it  from  which  one  can  look  down  into  the 
church.  The  grounds  are  exquisite;  so  beautifiil 
that  the  Emperor  of  Austria  and  his  friends  often  go 
over  from  Ischl  to  see  them.  Thej  are  close  to  the  lake^ 
and  the  mountains  rise  above  them — real  mountain8| 
one  (the  SchaflTberg)  more  than  5,000  feet  high ;  but  it 
is  very  cold  here  in  winter,  and,  indeed,  for  a  great  part 
of  the  year,  and  though  there  are  all  kinds  of  loYely 
rare  shrubs  and  flowers  they  can  only  be  left  out  a 
very  little  while.  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Hensman  brought 
me  over  the  day  before  yesterday,  and  I  was  to  have 
stayed  till  Saturday.  Mr.Vemey  came  over  yesterday 
for  the  day,  and  we  wore  very  happy  rowing  on  the 
lake  and  walking  about  the  beautiful  grounds.  He 
wont  back  to  Ischl  in  the  evening,  but  he  said  nothing 
about  leaving  us,  so  you  may  imagine  how  disap- 
pointed I  was  when  this  morning,  just  as  Mrs. 
Hensman  was  planning  what  we  should  do  for  the 
day,  a  messenger  came  from  Ischl  saying  that  I  must 
go  back  directly,  for  that  all  the  plans  were  altered 
because  of  Mr.  Yerney's  being  obliged  to  go  away 
almost  immediately,  and  that  we  were  to  drive  over 
to  Aussoe  to-morrow  morning  and  sleep,  and  see 
some  lakes  in  the  neighbourhood,  so  that  Mr.  Yerney 
might  have  the  pleasure  of  being  with  us,  and  after 
that  he  would  go,  and  Edmund  would  join  us.  I  feel 
very  ungrateful  at  not  being  pleased,  but  it  entirely 
upsets  all  my  own  plans,  and  Mr.  Yerney's  going  is 
a  terrible  blank.  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  we 
shall  leave  Ischl  whenever  he  does,  for  papa  really 
does  not  know  how  to  get  on  without  him.  I  shall  not 
much  care  where  we  go  if  this  should  be  arranged, 
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for  I  enjoj  everything,  and  much  as  I  like  the  idea  of 
staying  at  St.  Wolfgang  I  do  not  like  being  away 
from  our  own  party.  Ischl  itself  is  very  beautifully 
situated,  with  mountains  all  round  it,  but  it  is  too 
fashionable  to  please  me.  There  is  an  English  service 
on  Sundays,  held  in  some  room  hired  by  the  landlord 
of  the  chief  hotel,  and  fitted  up  expressly  for  the  pur- 
pose. This  of  course  is  very  satisfactory,  though 
papa  says  it  is  only  a  speculation  of  the  landlord's  to 
attract  the  English  guests.  The  English  clergyman 
sat  near  us  at  the  table-cThdte  the  first  day  we  dined 
there,  and  told  us  that  the  landlord  gave  him  his  rooms 
free  of  cost,  and  that  he  considered  it  his  business  to 
entertain  the  English  guests ;  and  then  he  began 
telling  us  who  all  the  people  were  who  were  present. 
We  went  to  the  service  on  Sunday.  There  was 
Holy  Communion,  and  before  the  offertory,  notice 
was  given  that  the  collection  would  be  made  to  defray 
the  expenses  the  landlord  had  incurred  in  fitting  up 
the  room,  and  we  were  told  besides  that  the  hour  for 
the  afternoon  service  would  be  altered  to  suit  the 
landlord's  two  tahles-d^hote,  I  really  felt  quite  glad 
that  Mr.  Verney  was  not  there  to  hear  it,  for  he  can- 
not help  turning  such  things  into  ridicule.  I  can't 
laugh  at  them  myself,  they  only  give  me  pain,  for 
they  seem  so  irreverent.  That  is  the  one  point  upon 
which  Mr.  Verney  and  I  cannot  agree.  He  never 
cares  about  going  to  these  English  chapels  and 
services;  he  says  he  can  be  much  more  devout  when 
he  is  wandering  about  amidst  beautiful  scenery,  and 
I  dare  say  he  may  be  right,  only  it  seems  strange. 
He  likes  Roman  Catholic  services,  though;  at  least,  he 
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likes  to  look  on  and  to  hear  the  music  ;  but  then  he 
says  plainly  that  he  only  goes  to  them  as  he  does  to 
the  opera.  Dear  Mrs.  Fatty,  these  things  puzzle  me 
very  much,  for  Mr.  Verney  must  be  a  good  man,  he 
so  entirely  appreciates  everything  which  is  great  and 
noble,  and  he  talks  to  papa  by  the  hour  about  plans 
for  doing  good  in  India. 

*  Tuesday  afternoon. — ^I  must  finish  this,  and  take  it 
with  me  to  Ischl  this  evening.  I  am  to  go  back  after 
an  early  dinner,  which  is  not  quite  what  manmia 
wishes  ;  for  Rosamond  wrote  me  word  I  was  to  re- 
turn directly  in  the  carriage  that  was  sent  for  me, 
and  Mr.  Yemey  added  a  little  line  in  her  note, 
begging  me  not  to  delay ;  but  I  really  could  not  help 
it :  Mrs.  Hensman  entreated  me  so  much  to  stay,  and 
help  her  to  take  care  of  some  poor  English  ladies, 
who  are  at  a  very  indifferent  hotel  in  the  village,  and 
whom  she  thinks  it  right  to  be  kind  to.  They  are 
an  aunt  and  niece,  and  they  are  travelling  for  amuse- 
ment, and  have  come  here  by  a  kind  of  accident^ 
hoping  to  find  some  friends.  Mrs.  Tracy  is  the  aunt, 
Miss  Stuart  the  niece.  The  latter  is  very  much  out  of 
health,  but  she  is  quite  fascinating  in  look  and  manner. 
I  have  been  sitting  with  her  this  morning  in  a  lovely 
little  pavilion  in  the  grounds.  It  is  fitted  up  most 
luxuriously,  and  has  windows  all  round,  which  com- 
mand enchanting  views  of  the  lake.  Mrs.  Hensman 
had  Miss  Stuart  taken  there  this  morning,  carried  in  a 
chair,  for  she  is  too  ill  to  walk,  and  then  she  asked  me  to 
go  to  her.  You  know  how  shy  and  awkward  I  am  ge- 
nerally ;  but  that  is  when  there  is  no  exact  reason  for 
doing  or  saying  things ;  when  I  am  obliged  to  put  my- 
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6elf  forward  I  can  get  on  pretty  well.  Miss  Stuart  was 
very  reserved  in  manner  at  first,  and  rather  cold,  till 
something  was  said  about  Mrs.  Hensman's  kindness, 
and  then  she  was  so  grateful,  her  eyes  quite  sparkled 
as  she  spoke  of  it.  They  are  such  lovely  eyes,  very 
deep  blue,  with  long  eyelashes ;  and  the  eyelids  droop 
over  them,  and  make  them  still  deeper  and  darker. 
Their  expression  is  very  sad ;  they  seem  to  look  out 
into  the  far  distance  as  if  expecting  something  which 
never  comes.  I  could  not  help  thinking,  as  I  sat  by 
her  this  morning,  that  if  I  were  a  painter,  I  should 
like  to  take  her  as  a  model  for  a  picture  of  **  Hope 
deferred,  which  maketh  the  heart  sick."  I  really 
longed  to  kiss  her  and  comfort  her,  but  I  did  not  dare 
to  talk  about  anything  but  common-place  subjects, 
and  these  seemed  an  effort  to  her.  She  must  have  a 
history  attached  to  her,  I  am  sure  ;  but  I  am  not 
likely  to  know  it,  for  I  shall  scarcely  see  her  again* 
They  were  going  away  from  St.  Wolfgang  directly  ; 
but  I  think  now  they  know  Mrs.  Hensman,  they  may 
stay  longer.  It  is  such  a  comfort  to  them  to  be  near 
kind  people,  and  to  have  the  use  of  the  grounds. 
Mrs.  Tracy  looks  rather  bewildered,  as  if  she  had 
no  plans  and  did  not  know  what  to  do  or  where  to  go, 
and  this  makes  it  all  the  more  sad  and  strange. 
They  seem  so  very  lonely  and  helpless.  I  have  had 
an  idea  in  my  mind  since  I  saw  them,  which  seems 
unnatural,  and  almost  impossible,  but  which  I  should 
like  to  be  quite  sure  about.  You  know  Miss  Greaves 
had  a  dear  friend  whose  name  was  Stuart,  and  who 
went  to  India ;  and  I  have  fancied  whether  this 
young  lady  could  be  the  same*    People  turn  up  so 


310  A  GLIMPSE  OF  THE  WORLD. 

rery  curiously  in  strange  places.  I  would  have 
asked  Miss  Stuart  herself,  only  it  might  have  seemed 
inquisitive.  Please  let  Juliet  and  Annette  see  this 
letter.  I  will  write  to  them  next  time.  I  send  you 
a  very  great  deal  of  love,  dearest  Mrs.  Patty,  and 
please  give  all  kinds  of  respectful  and  most  affec- 
tionate remembrances  to  dear  Dr.  Kingsbury.  How 
I  should  like  to  see  him,  and  talk  to  him  !  When 
you  write,  pray  let  me  hear  all  the  Tare  news.  It 
seems  an  age  since  we  went  away. 

*  Ever  your  yery  affectionate  young  friend, 

'Myba  Cameron.' 

Mrs.  Patty  laid  down  the  letter,  took  off  her  spec- 
tacles,  sat  for  a  few  moments  in  thought,  then  put  on 
her  spectacles  again,  and  re-read  the  portion  of 
Myra's  communication  which  referred  to  Mr.  Verney, 
after  which  she  walked  very  deliberately  up  stairs  to 
the  Doctor's  room. 

The  old  man  was  sitting  in  an  arm-chair,  propped 
up  by  cushions.  There  had  been  a  gradual  failing  of 
strength  lately,  which  no  one  could  exactly  account 
for.  He  felt  but  little  pain,  but  he  had  lost  his  appe- 
tite and  energy.  The  symptoms  of  a  general  break 
up  of  the  constitution  were  too  obvious  to  be  hidden 
from  any  eyes  but  those  blinded  by  affection.  Until 
this  day  Mrs.  Patty  had  never  realised  to  herself 
what  a  change  might  be  at  hand.  Now,  as  she 
entered  the  room,  it  struck  her  how  very  worn  he 
looked,  how  his  cheeks  had  fallen  in,  and  how  dim 
his  eyes  were,  and  especially  how  thin  and  almos) 
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white  his  bonj  hands  had  become;  and  for  an  instant 
forgetting  the  irritable  feeling  which  had  made  her 
hasten  to  him  with  Mjra's  letter,  she  went  up  to 
him,  and  propped  up  his  pillows,  and  drew  his  little 
table  nearer  to  him,  and  cleared  away  some  papers 
which  were  lying  upon  it,  but  she  could  not  trust 
herself  to  speak  to  him,  till  he  said : — 

*  Thank  you,  Patty  ;  I  do  very  welL  Have  I  had 
all  the  letters?' 

*  All  which  were  of  any  consequence.  Doctor,  dear. 
There  was  one  I  saw  from  poor  Miss  Medley's  nurse. 
What  does  she  say  of  her  ? '. 

^That  she  is  afraid  the  poor  lady  grows  worse. 
The  change  has  not  been  of  any  use.  We  must  pray, 
Patty,  that  God  would  please  to  take  her  home  before 
long.' 

*  Aye  !  indeed  we  well  may.  It  is  a  sore  trial  for 
herself  and  her  friends.  And  what  has  been  settled 
about  the  money  matters  ?  * 

*  Mr.  Cameron  has  not  written  to  say  if  he  will 
subscribe,  so  I  must  continue  to  advance  what  is 
necessary.' 

*  It  is  only  doing  what  you  have  done  all  your  life,' 
observed  Mrs.  Patty,  ^advancing  for  others,  and 
waiting  till  they  think  it  proper  to  repay,  but  there 
will  be  the  five  pounds  which  Myra  told  us  Mr. 
Vemey  would  give.  I  wonder  why  he  wished  his 
name  to  be  kept  so  secret.' 

^  There  may  be  many  good  reasons  for  a  man's 
not  wishing  his  charities  to  be  known,'  replied  the 
Doctor.  *  And  as  to  myself,  Patty,  I  shall  soon  be 
where  it  will  be  no  grief  to  me  to  remember  that  I . 


312  A   GUMFSE  OF  THE  WOBLD. 

spent  twenty  pounds  to  provide  a  nurse  for  the 
afflicted  lady.' 

*  If  you  are  doubtful  about  Mr.  Cameron's  direc- 
tions,' continued  Mrs.  Patty,  ^I  can  help  you  now;  for 
I  have  a  letter  from  little  Myra  ;  shall  I  read  it  to 
you  ? ' 

'  She  is  a  good  little  girl,  Patty,  and  I  shall  thank 
you  yery  much  ;  but  I  think  I  will  move  to  the  sofa 
first.  I  do  n't  wish  to  be  restless  and  troublesome, 
but  I  am.  And  lest  I  should  forget  it,  will  you  take 
charge  of  those  clothing-club  tickets,  and  give  them 
to  Mr.  Baines.  I  have  signed  them,  but  my  hand 
shakes  greatly.' 

So  did  Mrs.  Patty's  as  she  gathered  up  the  cards 
on  which  were  traced  the  scarcely  legible  characters 
which  had  once  been  written  so  firmly.  She  moved 
the  Doctor  to  the  sofa,  refusing  to  ring  for  Faith  to 
help  her,  and  then,  when  she  had  made  him,  as  he 
said,  so  comfortable  that  he  desired  to  thank  God  for 
it,  she  sat  down  by  him  and  read  out  Myra's  letter, 
to  which  he  listened  with  the  fullest  attention,  inter- 
rupting Mrs.  Patty's  slow  and  emphatic  reading, 
whenever  he  missed  a  word,  with  the  request  that 
she  would  be  so  good  as  to  repeat  that  once  more. 

When  she  had  ended,  he  said,  '  Little  Myra  has  a 
feeling  heart,  Patty,  and  she  is  much  touched  with 
that  poor  young  lady's  sorrow.  May  God  keep  her 
from  much  of  her  own,  for  I  fear  she  would  sink 
under  it.' 

^  She  is  likely  to  have  a  good  deal,  I  am  afraid. 
Doctor,' replied  Mrs.  Patty,  as  she  carefully  refolded  the 
letter,  and  placed  it  in  the  envelope.     '  She  gives  her 
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heart  so  soon  to  people  who  are  kind  to  her,  and  I 
do  n't  know  what  to  say  to  her  about  it,  because  her 
parents  do  n't  see  things  as  I  do.  I  do  wish  she  did 
not  like  Mr.  Verney  quite  so  much.' 

*  She  is  very  grateful  to  him  for  his  kindness,  and 
she  will  be  very  fond  of  him  if  he  marries  her  sister,' 
replied  the  Doctor.  *  It  all  seems  to  me,  Patty,  quite 
natural,  though  I  could  wish  that  Mr.  Vemey  was 
more  settled  in  his  religious  views.' 

*  Ah!  Doctor,  you  are  a  man,  and  never  see  any- 
thing but  what  lies  straight  before  you,  which,  no 
doubt,  is  good  and  best,  and  the  reason  why  men  go 
through  the  world'  more  quietly  than  women  can. 
But  what  I  should  like  to  know,  first  of  all,  is 
whether  Mr.  Vemey  really  does  care  for  Rosamond 
Cameron,  and  if  he  does  why  he  can't  speak  out  at 
once.' 

^  Myra  is  discriminating,  and  appears  to  have  no 
doubt  of  his  feelings,'  replied  the  Doctor. 

*  But  she  does  not  seem  to  me  wise  enough  to  take 
heed  to  her  own,'  replied  Mrs.  Patty. 

*  I  do  not  understand  you,  Patty.  Even  if  Rosa- 
mond Cameron  and  Mr.  Verney  were  not  attached  to 
each  other,  as  it  appears  they  are,  Myra  would  never 
care  for  a  man  so  much  older  than  herself.' 

*  Perhaps  not  care  for  him  in  the  way  of  f idling  in 
love  with  him,  though  I  would  never  answer  for  that, 
as  time  goes  on,  if  they  were  thrown  much  together. 
But  what  would  be  worse  than  falling  in  love  with 
him  would  be  that  she  might  take  it  into  her  head  to 
marry  him  from  pity  and  romance.  There  is  a  great 
deal  of  romance  in  this  letter,  Doctor,  aud  I  do  n't 


314  A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE  WORLD. 

like  it.     Many  a  woman  has  sacrificed  her  happiness 
from  no  stronger  feeling.' 

*  Patty,  my  dear,  you  trouble  yourself  about  things 
which  will  never  come  to  pass.  Little  Myra  is 
pleased  and  happy,  and  I  see  no  reason  why  she 
should  not  be.' 

*But,  Doctor,  dear,  answer  me  one  question. 
Should  you  be  satisfied  if  she  were  to  marry  Mr. 
Verney  ?' 

*  By  no  means.  He  has  no  fixed  principles,  and 
is  much  too  old.  I  should  consider  it  most  unde- 
sirable.' 

*  Then,'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Patty,  *I  do  n't  quite  see  how 
you  or  anyone  can  wish  her  to  be  pleased,  and  happy, 
and  full  of  romance  about  a  man  whom  you  could 
never  bear  to  see  her  husband.' 

'Because  I  am  sure  he  never  will  be,'  was  the 
reply. 

*  Ah!  Doctor,  that  is  looking  straight  before  you; 
but  it  strikes  me  there  is  something  at  the  side. 
Suppose  she  never  should  marry  him,  which  God 
grant  she  may  not,  and  which  I  don't  pretend  to 
say  is  likely,  seeing  he  appears  to  have  set  his  heart 
on  Rosamond ;  yet  if  she  should  go  on  romancing 
about  him,  and  admiring  him,  surely  she  will  become 
like  him.' 

*  Not  so,  Patty.  Little  Myra  has  an  honest  heart, 
and  a  clear  head,  and  God  is  her  guide  and  pro- 
tector. She  will  open  her  eyes  as  time  goes  on;  she 
is  a  child  now.' 

*  And  that  will  be  a  grievous  day,'  said  Mrs.  Patty, 
mournfully. 
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*  It  is  what  we  must  all  come  to,  Pattj,  as  we  travel 
through  this  disappointing  world.' 

^  It  is  not  what  I  ever  came  to/  exclaimed  Mrs* 
Patty.  *  I  had  my  romance  of  respect  when  I  was  a 
child,  Doctor  dear,  and  it  was  about  you,  and  I  have 
never  seen  cause  to  alter  it,  and  it  has  kept  me  up 
and  given  me  strength  when  things  were  so  trying 
about  me  that  if  it  had  not  been  for  that,  I  should 
have  sunk  quite.  You  must  not  measure  women  by 
men.  Doctor.  They  were  not  made  to  stand  alone, 
and  when  they  lean  and  the  reed  breaks,  ten  to  one 
but  they  fall  to  the  ground  ;  and  that  is  my  fear  for 
Myra.' 

*  Nay,  Patty.  We  must  not  doubt  God's  Provi- 
dence over  her.' 

*  Yet,  Doctor,  the  old  proverb  says  that  God  helps 
those  who  help  themselves.  Whereas  it  strikes  me 
that  in  these  days,  fathers  and  mothers  fancy  that 
God  will  do  everything  in  the  way  of  taking  care  of 
their  children,  and  they  are  to  do  nothing.  Neither 
Mr.  nor  Mrs.  Cameron  approve  of  Mr.  Verney. 
Mrs.  Cameron  herself  as  good  as  told  me  she  would 
not  on  any  account  have  Rosamond  marry  him,  and 
yet  she  allows  them  to  be  together  just  as  much  as  if 
they  were  engaged.  The  world  is  a  puzzle  to  me, 
Doctor,  and  it  grows  more  so  every  day.' 

*  Because  you  do  not  understand  inconsistency, 
Patty,'  said  the  Doctor,  and  a  smile  passed  over  his 
kind  face. 

'  It  may  be  so,'  said  Mrs.  Patty ;  *  yet  God  knows 
I  can  quite  understand  what  the  Prayer  Book  makes 
one  say.      I   am   sure  none   do  more   things  they 
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ought  not  to  do  than  I  do,  and  no  one  oftener  leaves 
undone  things  which  ought  to  be  done.  I  can't 
venture  to  find  fault  with  any  on  that  score.' 

*  Those  are  sins  of  infirmity,  Patty.' 

^  Anyhow  they  are  sins,  and  there  are  enough  of 
them.  They  are  not  my  puzzle,  however,  for  you  see 
they  belong  to  myself.  But  what  I  do  n't  compre- 
hend is  how  persons  can  declare  that  they  intend  and 
desire  to  go  one  way,  and  then  deliberately  turn 
round  and  go  the  other.  If  Mr.  Cameron  wishes 
his  daughter  to  marry  Mr.  Yerney,  well  and  good ; 
but  if  not,  let  him  keep  his  door  shut  against  him.' 

*  It  is  the  way  of  this  fallen  world  in  many  other 
cases  besides  marriage,  I  am  afraid,'  said  the  Doctor. 
*  Men  say  they  mean  to  walk  towards  Heaven,  but  they 
do  not  the  less  turn  their  faces  away  from  it.' 

^Yes,'  replied  Mrs.  Patty,  very  earnestly,  'and  so 
surely,  as  the  Bible  says,  they  are  fools,  though  no  one 
ventures  to  call  them  so.  But  it  is  very  perplexing, 
Doctor,  when  clever  men  are  fools,  whether  in  things 
of  this  world  or  the  next.  Little  Myra  would  be 
much  shocked  if  I  said  that  I  thought  Mr.  Vemey 
was  a  fool,  yet  I  can't  help  thinking  so,  and  some  day 
she  will  find  it  out.' 

*  You  speak  severely,  Patty.' 

*  Do  I  ?  Yet  I  would  cut  off  my  right  hand  to 
help  him  if  he  needed  it.  But  truth  is  truth,  and  if 
this  world  is  not  to  be  ours  always,  as  we  know  it 
can't  be,  then  to  live  as  if  it  were  is  just  mad  folly, 
and  nothing  less.  And  Mr.  Vemey  may  be  the 
cleverest  man  that  breathes  as  regards  knowing  about 
Indian  and  govenunenty  and  pictures,  and  music,  and 
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all  those  things  which  take  poor  little  Mjra's  fancy, 
but  if  he  neglects  his  religion,  why,  little  Johnnie 
Ford  in  the  Idiot  Asylum  is  more  rational;  for  when 
he  wants  a  thing  he  does  go  the  shortest  way  to  work 
to  get  it.     Ah!  Doctor,  you  think  so,  do  n't  you?' 

*  Perhaps  I  do,'  was  the  Doctor's  answer.  *  But 
Patty,  there  is  all  the  more  reason  we  should  pray  for 
him.' 

'  Yes,  and  for  Rosamond  and  little  Myra,  too,' added 
Mrs.  Patty*  *And  now,  perhaps,  I  had  better  put 
up  the  letter  for  Annette  and  Juliet,  or  I  may  forget 
it.' 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

THAT  same  day  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Vemey,  for  the 
first  time  for  many  weeks,  sat  down  to  a  tete-d" 
tete  dinner  in  Eaton  Place.  Mrs.  Vemey  was  tired 
with  her  gaieties,  and  had  entrusted  her  two  girls  to 
a  friend  who  was  to  take  them  to  a  botanical  fete; 
and  Colonel  Vemey  had  business  which  would  occupy 
him  all  the  evening,  and  which  made  a  six  o'clock 
dinner  a  necessity. 

Mrs.  Verney,  as  usual,  threw  a  little  romance  over 
the  matter-of-fact  matrimonial  reality.  '  So  pleasant 
it  is,  my  dear  Colonel,'  she  said,  as  the  dessert  was 
placed  on  the  table,  and  she  began  to  select  the 
choicest  raspberries  from  the  dish  before  her.  *  So 
quiet  and  soothing.  Let  me  give  you  just  these  few 
raspberries,  they  really  are  splendid  ;  they  were  sent 
up  from  Stormont  this  morning.  I  almost  wish  we 
were  going  back  there  to-morrow.* 

*  Thank  you,  my  dear  ;  no  more ;'  and  the  Colonel 
took  the  plate  offered  him.  *  Stormont  raspberries 
are  always  fine.  Why  do  n't  you  go  back,  if  you  wish 
it?' 

*  Ah !  if  I  could  only  consult  my  wishes ;  but 
poor  Netta  and  Elise,  what  would  they  say?' 
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*  They  are  very  good  girls,  and  would  do  what  you 
told  them/  said  the  Colonel ;  'and  this  having  a  house 
in  town  is  an  awful  expense.' 

'  So  it  is,  my  dear  Colonel ;  but  one  must  be 
patient.  It  won't  be  needed  always.  The  dear  girls 
will  marry,  and  then  we  can  do  as  we  choose.' 

*  I  do  n't  want  them  to  marry,'  said  the  Colonel, 
bluntly  ;  '  I  like  to  have  them  about  me.  Now  they 
are  out  of  the  school-room,  and  able  to  do  as  they 
like ;  why  am  I  not  to  have  a  little  pleasure  from 
them?' 

*  Certainly ;  most  natural  and  right ;  but  we  must 
not  be  selfish.  Parents  have  great  sacrifices  to  make, 
and  you  are  the  last  man  to  stand  in  the  way  of  your 
children's  good.  And  that  reminds  me  —  have  you 
heard  from  Charles  to-day  ?' 

*  I  do  n  t  see  why  it  should  remind  you  of  him,  my 
dear.  What  has  Charles  Verney  to  do  with  your 
children's  good?' 

*  Nothing,'  said  Mrs.  Verney,  with  a  gentle  smile, 
and  a  slight  sigh,  which  were  intended  to  have  a 
great  deal  of  meaning.  'Nothing,  at  least,  appa- 
rently; but  a  mother  will  be  anxious,  and  at  one 
time,  I  confess,  I  was  afraid  that  dear  Elise*s  imagi- 
native mind  might  have  formed  too  vivid  a  picture 
of  her  cousin's  talents  and  superiority.  But  that  is 
over  now.  His  attachment  to  Rosamond  Cameron  is 
too  evident  to  admit  of  any  mistake.' 

*  His  attachment  to  whom  ?'  exclaimed  the  Colonel, 
half  starting  from  his  chair. 

*  Rosamond  Cameron,  my  love,'  replied  Mrs.  Verney 


320  A  GUHPSE  OF  THE  WORLD. 

—  she  always  said  ^love,'  when  she  was  afraid  of 
having  an  outburst  of  the  reverse. 

The  Colonel  sat  down  again.  <  I  do  n't  understand 
this,  Frances.  What  do  you  mean  ?  Is  Charles  en- 
gaged to  Rosamond  Cameron  ?  Are  they  going  to 
be  married  off  at  once  ?  Why  have  not  I  been  told 
of  it  before  ?  It  is  very  remarkable,  very  strange, 
very  unfitting' — the  Colonel  was  growing  redder  and 
redder,  and  his  vocabulary  of  indignation  was  likely 
to  be  lengthy.  Mrs.  Verney  bent  forward,  and  pushed 
a  biscuit  towards  him,  and  put  a  few  more  raspberries 
upon  his  plate,  but  she  said  nothing  ;  and  the  Colonel 
drew  up  in  the  middle  of  his  sentence,  like  a  horse 
who,  meeting  with  no  opposition,  suddenly  arrives  at 
the  conclusion  that  there  is  no  need  to  run  away— 
and  ended  with,  *  Well,  my  dear.* 

*  I  have  never  heard  that  they  are  engaged,*  was 
Mrs.  Verney 's  observation,  in  reply  ;  *  but  the  world 
talks  about  it ;  and  as  he  is  gone  abroad  after  them  I 
suppose  we  must  make  up  our  minds  that  there  is 
something  in  it.' 

*  But  there  must  not  be  anything,'  exclaimed  the 
Colonel ;  ^  Charles  is  not  the  man ;  he  is  too  old,  and 
his  health  is  bad ;  and  those  stories  we  heard  against 
him  have  never  been  cleared  up,  my  dear.  Take  my 
word  for  it,  Cameron  won't  allow  it,  and  you  had 
better  write  and  tell  Charles  so  at  once.  I  don't 
wish  to  have  my  nephew  rejected,  and  he  will  be,  as 
sure  as  fate.' 

*  Are  you  not  a  little  rapid,  my  dear  Colonel  ?  It 
is  for  Mr.  Cameron  to  find  out  these  objections  — 
supposing  they  exist — not  for  us  to  suggest  them.* 
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*  I  do  n't  desire  that  my  nephew  should  ran  his  head 
against  a  post/  continued  the  Colonel.  *  When  a  man 
makes  an  offer  to  a  girl,  all  his  antecedents  and  circum- 
stances are  inquired  into  ;  and  I  know  Cameron  well 
enough  to  be  sure  that  he  will  be  sharp  and  shrewd 
in  the  matter,  as  all  men  of  his  stamp  are.  We  shall 
come  to  a  split — ^we  must.  I  can't  have  my  nephew 
insulted  and  rejected,  and  people  talking  as  they  will 
talk.  Cameron  and  I  have  kept  apart  all  our  lives, 
and  we  must  continue  to  do  so ;  we  shall  be  very 
rough  neighbours  if  we  do  n't.' 

*  Well,  it  may  never  come  to  anything,'  said  Mrs, 
Yemey,  in  a  tone  of  indifference,  as  she  leaned  her 
white  hand  upon  the  table  and  gazed  at  her  diamond 
ring ;  ^  but  where  affections  are  engaged  worldly 
obstacles  soon  melt  away;  and  Rosamond  Cameron 
is  a  very  sweet  girl.' 

<She  may  have  come  straight  from  paradise  for 
aught  I  care,'  exclaimed  the  Colonel;  ^but  I  don't 
want  her  to  be  Charles  Vemey's  wife/ 

*  Only  if  she  should  be  so  you  will  receive  her 
kindly.' 

'I  won't  receive  her  at  alL  I  hate  Cameron's 
politics.  I  hate  being  mixed  up  with  them.  Do  n't 
let  me  have  the  girl  asked  again  to  the  houi^e  on  any 
account.  I  won't  have  it,  my  dear  ;  remember  now 
what  I  say — I  won't  have  it' 

*  Certainly,  my  love  ;  everything  shall  be  as  you 
wish.  I  only  felt  glad  myself  that  Charles  seemed 
to  be  attracted  by  Rosamond,  because  I  had  heard  a 
rumour  of  a  possible  engagement  in  India,  which 
would  not  be  by  any  means  as  satisfactory.' 

T 
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*He  is  always  flirting,'  exclaimed  the  Colonel. 
<  For  a  sensible  man,  there  is  no  one  has  made  more  of 
a  fool  of  himself  in  that  way  than  Charles.  The 
wonder  is  he  has  not  been  taken  in  by  an  Indian 
Begum  before  this;'  and  as  the  Colonel  laughed  at 
his  own  suggestion,  the  angry  ruddiness  of  his  cheeks 
subsided  into  a  quieter  and  browner  hue. 

*  I  wish  it  may  be  nothing  more  serious  than  a 
flirtation/  said  Mrs.  Vemey.  *I  have  only  heard 
rumours,  indeed,  but  they  come  from  various  quarters. 
Mrs.  de  Lancy  told  me  when  I  took  Juliet  and  An- 
nette to  school  the  other  day  that  it  was  some  niece 
of  poor  old  Miss  Medley's.  I  do  n't  believe,  though, 
it  can  be;  Charles  never  .would  mix  himself  up  with 
any  of  her  family.' 

*  Old  Miss  Medley  !  My  nephew  marry  a  niece 
of  old  Miss  Medley's !  The  world  is  gone  mad  !  *  ex- 
claimed the  Colonel.  *  Why,  she  is  the  daughter  of  a 
quack  doctor!' 

*  Once  a  regular  physician,  I  believe,'  replied  Mrs. 
Vemey. 

*  Regular  physician !  regular  humbug!  Hasn't 
she  killed  herself  with  swallowing  his  atrocious 
globules?  Charles  marry  her  niece!  He  should 
never  put  his  foot  in  my  house  again  if  he  did  ;  and 
you  may  tell  him  so.' 

*And  that  Rosamond  Cameron  would  be  prefer- 
able,' said  Mrs.  Verney  gently. 

*  I  do  n't  know— I  won't  say.  Why  should  he  marry 
at  all?  What  is  the  use  of  marrying?  It  only 
brings  trouble  into  a  family.  If  he  must  have  a  wife, 
let  him  go  to  Kamschatka  and  settle  therC;  and  never 
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let  US  hear  any  more  of  him.     I  hate  marrying  ;  it  is 
the  ruin  of  all  peace  —  I  hate  it ! ' 

*  Onlj,  unfortunately,  it  must  be.  But,  my  love, 
we  won't  think  about  it  till  it  comes.  Only  let  us 
be  thankful  that,  at  any  rate,  we  are  more  likely  to 
have  an  English  lady  for  our  niece  than  the  de* 
scendant  of  a  quack  doctor.' 

*  Umph ! '  was  all  the  Colonel's  reply.  But  he  did 
not  deny  that  he  had  cause  for  gratitude ;  and  Mrs. 
Verney  was  satisfied. 

She  had  reason  to  be  so.  By  planting  in  her 
husband's  mind  the  thought  of  a  possible  con- 
nection with  the  family  of  his  political  opponent, 
she  had  achieved  an  object  which  had  been  weigh- 
ing upon  her  mind  for  many  weeks.  Why  such 
a  connection  should  have  been  a  matter  of  im- 
portance, only  those  who  knew  Mrs.  Verney 
thoroughly  could  understand.  A  watchful  mother 
and  a  manoeuvrer,  the  fear  she  had  expressed  lest 
Elise  should  become  attached  to  her  cousin  Charles 
was  real.  For  Mrs.  Verney  could  in  her  child's  case 
see  clearly  the  objections  which  were  deemed  of  no 
consequence  where  the  child  of  another  was  con- 
cerned. Age,  character,  and  fortune,  were  all  against 
Mr.  Verney.  It  was  very  well  to  idealise  him  to  her 
friends,  and  set  him  upon  a  pedestal,  for  a  centre  to  a 
dinner-party;  but  to  accept  him  for  a  son-in-law  was 
quite  a  different  matter ;  and  when  the  possibility 
suggested  itself  to  Mrs.  Vemey's  mind,  she  at  once 
determined  to  take  precautionary  measures  in  time. 
Not,  indeed,  that  she  said  to  herself  that  her  nephew 
Charles  was  a  man  of  indifferent  character,  indif- 
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ferent  fortune,  and  indifferent  health,  and  therefore 
it  would  be  better  to  provide  him  with  a  wife  from 
her  neighbour's  family  than  from  her  own.      Mrs. 
Yernej  was  as  plausible  to  herself  as  she  was  to  her 
friends;    and  she  reasoned  so    sensibly,   so    philo- 
sophicallj — at  times  even  so  religiously — ^that    the 
inward  eye  and  the  voice  of  conscience  must,  indeed, 
have  been  singularly  clear  to  have  discovered  whereia 
lay  the  self-deception  in  motive.     She  said — and  it 
was  perfectly  true— that  the  marriage  of  cousins  was 
very  objectionable,    and  that,    to  prevent    such   a 
catastrophe,  it  would  be  well  to  give  her  nephew 
some  other  object  of  interest.     This  was  the  ground- 
work of  her  course  of  action,  and  no  fault  could  be 
found  with  it.     With  regard  to  Mr.  Vemey's  cha- 
racter— 'What  the  eye  did  not  see  the  heart  was 
not  likely  to  grieve.'    Report  said  that  he  had  been 
wild  and  extravagant ;  but,  no  doubt,  experience  had 
done  its  work ;  and  at  his  age,  and  with  his  good 
sense,  he  was  likely  to  settle  down  into  a  very  steady 
estimable  man.  Moreover — and  this  was  a  strong  argu- 
ment— Rosamond  was  not  likely  to  know  or  care 
much  about  his  antecedents.     She  had  no  particular 
principles;    she  was   simply   a  very  pretty,    good- 
tempered,  fashionable  girl,  who  would  be  glad  to  be 
married,  and  might  as  well  marry  Charles  Yernej 
as  anyone  else.     Health,  indeed,  was  one  objection; 
for  if  Mr.Vemey  could  not  return  to  India,  his  in- 
come would  be  most  materially  diminished,  and  Mrs. 
Yemey  had  been  so  far  conscientious  upon  this  point 
that,   although    she  had   passively   encouraged   the 
intimacy,  she  had  never  taken  any  very  active  steps 
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to  promote  it,  until  the  probability  that  Rosamond 
would  inherit  her  aunt^s  fortune  seemed  likely  to  re- 
move out  of  the  way  this — in  her  eyes — only  import- 
ant obstacle.  Bosamond,  with  two  thousand  a  year 
of  her  own,  would  really  be  a  most  desirable  wife  for 
a  man  thrown  out  of  an  Indian  appointment;  and 
then,  too,  all  old  associations  would  be  broken  off, 
and  Mr.  Vemey's  life  might,  as  it  were,  be  begun 
anew.  With  a  natural  delight  in  match-making,  the 
temptation  to  interfere  more  definitely  became  too 
strong  to  be  resisted;  and  before  he  went  abroad 
Mr.  Verney  had  received  suggestions  and  hints  and 
encouragements  which  —  if  only  his  affections  had 
been  engaged  to  the  extent  which  his  aunt  chose  to 
imagine — ^must  long  since  have  bad  the  effect  of 
bringing  affairs  to  a  climax.  But — ^most  unaccount- 
able it  appeared  to  Mrs.  Verney — from  some  un- 
known cause  the  crisis  never  occurred.  Mr.  Verney 
flirted  with  Rosamond  publicly,  and  expressed  his 
admiration  of  her  privately;  he  even  went  so  far  as 
to  make  her  presents,  and  to  receive  drawings  and 
guard-chains  and  purses  in  return  :  but  he  could 
never  be  brought  to  the  point  of  proposal.  Mrs. 
Verney  became  uneasy.  Like  other  manoeuvrers^  she 
cared  less  for  the  object  than  for  the  fact  of  success. 
Rosamond  and  Mr.  Verney  might  or  might  not  be 
likely  to  make  each  other  happy;  but  if  Mrs.  Verney 
hadj  determined  they  should  marry,  they  must ;  and 
therefore  she  set  herself  sedulously  to  find  out  what 
hidden  obstacles  lay  in  the  path.  In  the  course  of 
this  inquiry — which  was  carried  on  with  great  skill 
and  profound  secrecy — the  possibility  of  what  she 
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chose  to  call  an  Indian  entanglement  was  suggested, 
and  although  no  certain  evidence  was  produced  — 
for  the  information  onlj  came  from  friends'  friends 
who  had  known  Mr.  Verney  in  India — it  gave  her 
a  stimulus  to  exertion  and  a  clue  to  her  nephew's 
conduct  that  shei  was  far  too  well-practised  in  the 
work  which  she  had  undertaken  not  to  use  with  skill 
for  the  attainment  of  her  own  purposes.  Within  the 
last  fortnight  a  letter  had  been  written  to  Mr.  Vemey, 
suggesting,  in  the  most  insinuating  manner,  the  danger 
of  his  prolonging  his  foreign  intercourse  with  the 
Cameron s.  The  world,  Mrs.  Verney  said,  was  be- 
ginning to  talk.  Bosamond  Cameron  was  a  most 
attractive  girl,  and  was  already  looked  upon  as  an 
heiress.  She  had  been  much  admired  in  London; 
and  Mr,  Verney  knew  that  on  her  return  she  would 
be  likely  to  have  many  and  most  desirable  offers  if 
she  were  considered  disengaged.  But,  even  before 
she  left  England,  persons  were  held  back  by  the  re- 
ports of  an  attachment — even  an  engagement — be- 
tween her  and  Mr.  Verney.  This  was  very  unfair. 
Mrs.  Verney  put  it  to  her  nephew,  as  a  man  of 
honour,  whether  it  was  right  that  such  a  state  of 
things  should  continue.  If  he  had  no  serious  inten- 
tions he  had  no  right  to  feign  them.  He  ought  at 
once  to  'leave  the  family.  True,  it  might  be  too 
late.  Mrs.  Verney  would  on  no  account  betray  con- 
fidence ;  yet  she  could  not  but  fear,  from  what  she 
had  seen  and  heard,  that  Rosamond's  feelings  had 
already  been  excited  to  a  degree  which  might  be  very 
dangerous  to  her  happiness.  She  was  upon  the  sur- 
face a  sweet)  bright — some  might  even  say  a  thought- 
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less — ^young  'girl ;  but  such  apparent  buoyancy  of 
spirits  often  concealed  great  capacities  of  sufifering. 
Mrs.  Vemey  entreated  her  nephew  no  longer  to 
trifle  in  this  matter.  He  might  possibly  have  been 
influenced  in  his  delay  by  the  very  advantages 
which  a  marriage  with  Rosamond  Cameron  oflered. 
A  wife,  beautiful,  accomplished,  perfect  in  temper, 
fascinating  in  society,  a  member  of  a  good  family, 
and  having  the  almost  certainty  of  two  thousand  a 
year  of  her  own,  was  certainly  not  to  be  met  with 
every  day ;  and  a  man  of  very  refined  feeling  might 
well  hesitate  before  he  ventured  to  ask  for  such  a 
treasure.  But  morbid  scruples  would,  in  the  end,  be 
injurious  to  all  parties.  And  it  was  due  to  Rosamond, 
and  due  also  to  her  parents,  and  to  Mr.  Verney's  own 
character  —  that  attentions  without  meaning  should 
no  longer  be  suflered  to  stand  in  the  way  of  her  pro- 
spects for  life.  Mrs.  Verney  concluded  with  ardent 
wishes  for  her  nephew's  happiness,  and  an  assur- 
ance that,  whatever  might  be  his  decision,  she  should 
always  be  most  aflectionately  interested  in  his  wel- 
fare. 

The  letter  was  written  and  despatched  ;  but  it  lay 
rather  heavy  on  Mrs.  Vemey 's  mind — perhaps  it  a  little 
burdened  her  conscience.  One  thing  was  certain — she 
shrank  from  mentioning  the  subject  to  which  it  referred 
to  her  husband.  Colonel  Verney  had  great  and  very 
serious  faults,  but  they  were  of  a  less  insidious  character 
than  his  wife's.  He  was  more  honest-hearted,  more 
true  and  Christian  in  his  principles.  Mr.  Verney 
not  being  a  man  whom  he  could  approve  of  for  his 
own  daughter,  he  would  have  scorned  the  thought  of 
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encouragiDg  his  attentions  to  Rosamond ;  and  this  his 
wife  perfectly  well  knew.    Again  and  again  in  life 
her  schemes  had  been  interfered  with  by  her  hus- 
band's blunt  and  sometimes  very  rough  and  awk- 
ward honesty.     But,  in  this  instance,  his  sense  of  the 
undesirableness  of  such  a  marriage  for  Bosamond 
would  be  strengthened  by  his  own  prejudices.     He 
might  bear  with  Mr.  Cameron  socially,  but  an  actual 
connection  would  be  entirely  opposed  to  his  views 
and  interests.     Yet  he  must  be  prepared  for  the  con- 
tingency ;  and  this  could  only  be  done  by  accustoming 
him  to  the  idea  gradually.     A  sudden  announcement 
of  Mr.  Yerney's  engagement  (supposing  it  to  exist) 
would  almost  inevitably  produce  an  outbreak  of  in- 
cautious anger  and  surprise,  the  consequences  of  which 
it  would  be  impossible  to  foresee.     Mrs.  Yemey  had 
pondered  this  matter  well  for  several  days ;  and  the 
result  was  the  conversation  which  had  just  passed, 
and  which  had  been  much  more  favourable  to  her 
wishes  than  she  could  have  ventured  to  anticipate. 
The  Colonel  was  never  a  very  reasonable  or  reason- 
ing being.  His  one  great  weakness — violent  temper — 
put  him  continually  at  a  disadvantage  with  persons 
who  could  be  cool  and  bide  their  time;  and  Mrs. 
Yerney  knew  full  well  that,  if  she  could  excite  his 
indignation  at  the  prospect  of  being  connected  with 
the  *  quack  dokjtor/  he  would  accept  whatever  might 
be  suggested  in  its  stead,  without  pausing  to  weigh 
objections  which,  in  calmer  moments,  might  seriously 
interfere  with  her   projects.      She   had   calculated 
well  and  wisely.     The  Colonel  sat  in  his  arm-chair 
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and  drank  his  port  wine  and  stormed  mentally  at 
*  Old  Miss  Medley ; '  and  when  he  thought  of  Rosa- 
mond felt  onlj — as  his  wife  intended  he  should  feel 
— that  it  would  be  a  great  gain  for  them  all  to  have 
nothing  worse  than  a  Cameron  instead. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

WHEN  Mjra  drove  back  to  Ischl,  in  compliance 
with  the  order  she  had  received,  it  was  in  a 
spirit  of  no  very  perfect  submission  or  good  temper. 
Principles  sometimes  change  suddenly,  but  practice 
follows  but  slowly  after  them.  Everything  had  gone 
wrong  on  that  particular  day.  She  ^disliked  the  up- 
setting of  her  plans ;  she  was  very  sorry  to  leave  St. 
Wolfgang ;  she  was  disappointed  at  not  seeing  more 
of  Miss  Stuart ;  and,  more  than  all,  she  dreaded  on 
every  account  travelling  without  Mr.  Verney's  help 
and  companionship.  As  a  climax,  instead  of  having 
a  pleasant  drive  in  an  open  carriage  with  Colonel  and 
Mrs.  Hensman,  she  was  told  at  the  last  minute  that 
they  were  excessively  sorry,  but  that  most  unex- 
pectedly they  were  compelled  to  go  in  another  direc- 
tion to  see  a  friend  who  was  taken  suddenly  ill,  and  that 
the  only  mode  of  conveyance  they  could  find  for  her 
would  be  a  little  country  vehicle,  half  chaise,  half  cart, 
which  would  be  driven  by  their  servant.  So  Myra 
jolted  over  the  rough  road,  and  had  scarcely  heart  to 
,  admire  the  scenery,  even  when  after  a  drive  of  seven 
miles  they  came  to  the  summit  of  a  hill,  at  the  foot 
of  which  lay  the  small  town  of  Ischl^  encircled  by 
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mountains  and  forests  near  and  distant,  a  torrent- 
river  rushing  by  it,  and  trees  and  cliffs  breaking  the 
outline  of  the  foreground. 

Sorrow  may  be  soothed  hy  the  beauty  of  nature, 
for  sorrow,  like  nature,  comes  from  God,  and  is  sacred ; 
but  temper  is  human,  and  refuses  to  submit  to  its 
influence.  Mjra  suffered  at  that  moment  from  a  fit 
of  discontent,  which  might  have  suited  the  days  gone 
by ;  and,  in  order  to  indulge  it,  conjured  up  every 
possible  form  of  disagreeableness  which  might  be 
expected  to  await  her  at  the  Hotel  Baur  —  her 
mother's  complaining  illness,  her  father's  cold  strict- 
ness, Rosamond*s  utter  want  of  comprehension  and 
sympathy,  and  Mr.  Verney's  moodiness.  The  first 
words  she  heard  from  Conyers,  who  met  her  at  the 
entrance  of  the  hotel,  were  by  no  means  encou- 
raging. 

*  Why,  Miss  Myra,  how  late  you  are !  Master  has 
been  waiting  dinner  for  you,  and  he  is  so  angry.  He 
thought  you  would  have  been  here  two  hours  ago.' 

*It  was  very  foolish  to  wait,'  said  Myra  impatiently. 
*  I  have  dined.' 

*  How  vexatious.  And  your  mamma  was  to  have 
had  a  drive  somewhere  this  afternoon,  but  it  has  been 
put  off  because  of  dinner  and  your  not  being  here  ; 
and  now  she  has  had  one  of  her  faints,  and  Miss 
Cameron  and  Mr.  Vemey  are  just  gone  out  some- 
where— ^I  am  sure  I  do  n't  know  where.  Why  did  n  't 
you  come.  Miss  Myra,  when  you  were  sent  for  ?  ' 

'  I  came  as  soon  as  it  was  convenient,  Conyers,' 
replied  Myra  haughtily.  *  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to 
have  my  trunk  taken  to  my  room  ? ' 
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Conyers  moved  sulkilj  away,  and  Myra  went  a  few 
steps  upstairs  ;  then  something  seemed  to  strike  her 
with  self-reproach,  and  she  came  back. 

'Is  mamma  ill  from  having  been  kept  waiting, 
Conyers  ? ' 

*  I  believe  it  is  worry  more  than  anything  else, 
Miss  Mjrra.  She  thought  something  had  happened 
as  you  did  not  come.' 

Myra  made  no  answer  to  Conyers,  but  went  imme- 
diately to  Mrs.  Cameron's  room.  Her  tone  was  humble 
and  affectionate,  as  she  said  how  sorry  she  was,  how 
thoughtless  she  had  been,  how  much  she  hoped  that 
her  mother  was  not  seriously  vexed. 

*  I  have  been  nervous,  my  dear,  but  never  mind ;  it 
is  only  for  your  father;  he  has  been  kept  waiting  fwr 
dinner.' 

*  I  thought  they  would  dine  at  the  table-d^hdte^ 
and  60  it  would  not  signify,'  said  Myra. 

*  No  ;  they  had  a  fancy  for  a  private  dinner  to-day, 
I  think  it  was  Mr.  Verney's  wish,  or  Rosamond's; 
but  go  and  get  ready,  my  love.  Do  n't  think  about 
me;  I  shall  do  quite  well.  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed 
yourself.' 

Myra  could  scarcely  say  she  had.  It  was  so 
chilling  to  be  received  as  if  the  breaking  up  of  her 
pleasant  little  visit  was  of  no  consequence.  She 
turned  away  pettishly,  went  to  her  room,  and  took  off 
her  bonnet  and  cloak,  brooding  all  the  while  over 
she  scarcely  knew  what ;  and  then,  as  she  looked  at 
her  watch,  recollected  that  in  packing  and  departure 
the  morning  had  gone  by  without  allowing  time  for 
the  serious  reading  and  prayer  to  which  she  was 
accustomed.     There  was  no  time  now ;  at  least,  none 
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which  would  be  sufficient:  but  Myra's  sensitive 
conscience  was  touched.  She  felt  herself  thoroughly 
put  out  and  wrong.  She  was  thinking  of  nothing 
and  no  one  but  herself:  she  was  prepared  to  take 
offence  before  it  was  offered,  A  little  more  yielding  to 
weakness  and  perverseness,  and  the  old  uncontrollable 
ill  temper  would  be  upon  her.  Conyers  knocked  at 
the  door. 

*  Dinner  is  on  the  table,  Miss  Myra,  and  master 
won't  wait  another  instant.' 

Prayers  may  take  but  one  moment.  Myra's  was 
scarcely  longer,  but  after  it  came  the  struggling, 
earnest,  almost  physical  efibrt  to  resist  the  self  which 
was  striving  for  the  mastery;  and  Myra's  smile  of 
apology  as  she  met  her  father  on  the  staircase  was  so 
sweet  that  Mr.  Cameron's  usual  indifferent  sternness 
of  manner  melted  before  it,  and,  instead  of  finding 
fault,  he  stopped  to  kiss  her,  and  said  that  *  he  did  not 
like  her  being  away.  They  were  none  of  them  com- 
fortable without  her.'  It  was  the  first  time  that 
Myra  had  ever  realised  to  herself  the  place  she  was 
gaining  in  the  esteem  and  the  affections  of  her  home. 

The  conversation  at  dinner  turned  upon  the  plans 
for  the  next  few  days.  Mr.  Verney  took  part 
in  it ;  but  his  thoughts  were  evidently  elsewiiere. 
This  jarred  upon  Mr.  Cameron,  and  it  was  only  by 
the  exercise  of  his  punctilious  politeness  that  he 
prevented  himself  from  showing  his  annoyance. 
Myra  found  herself  obliged  to  take  a  prominent 
part  in  proposing  and  settling  what  was  to  be  done, 
if  it  were  only  to  please  her  father.  She  had 
studied  Ischl  and  its  vicinity  in  the  guide-book  as 
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a  matter  of  information,  and  in  spite  of  Rosamond's 
ridicule  and  Mr.  Verney's  assurance  that  whenever 
he  wanted  to  go  to  sleep  he  always  took  a  dose  of 
*  Murray.'  Her  father  kept  her  with  him  after 
dinner  was  over,  with  a  view  to  some  final  discus*' 
fiions  with  the  landlord,  and  the  help  of  her  German 
knowledge  ;  Mrs.  Cameron  had  dined  in  her  own 
room ;  and  Rosamond  and  Mr.  Yerney  left  the  saloon 
together. 

At  the  head  of  the  staircase'- Rosamond  stopped, 
and  said  she  must  go  to  her  mother.  Yet  she  lin- 
gered ;  and  as  Mr.  Verney  opened  the  door  into  the 
private  sitting  room  she  entered,  whilst  he  followed^ 
There  was  a  balcony  before  the  window  overhanging 
the  street.  Rosamond  went  out,  and  still  Mr.  Verney 
accompanied  her.  Rosamond  remarked  lightly,  *  One 
should  sleep  through  last  days  ;  they  are  so  weary.' 

*  Sleep  and  dream?'  said  Mr.  Verney.  *That 
might  be  worse  than  waking.' 

*  No,'  replied  Rosamond,  *  because  anything  that  is 
disagreeable  Jn  a  dream  becomes  a  pleasure  when  we 
wake  up  from  it.' 

*  And  the  memories  of  these  last  days  may  become 
a  pleasure  by  and  by  then,'  said  ^r.  Verney. 

.  *  Oh  yes,  they  may ;  very  likely  they  will.    I  have 
no  doubt  they  will  to  you.' 

*  Why  no  doubt  to  me  ? ' 

'Because  you  like  to  view  things  poetically,  and 
you  will  easily  make  a  romance  of  them.' 

*  And  what  shall  you  make?'  he  inquired  eagerly. 
*I  ?  oh  nothing.    I  shall' — Rosamond  paused — *I 

shall  forget  them-' 
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<  That  is  not  flattering.' 

*  But  it  may  be  wise  ;'  and  Rosamond  turned  awaj 
her  head  and  gazed  down  into  the  street. 

Mr.  Vernej  drew  nearer.  *  When  things  are  indif- 
ferent to  one,  there  can  neither  be  wbdom  nor  the 
reverse  in  forgetting  them.' 

Rosamond  was  silent. 

*  And  these  last  days  will  be  matters  of  indifference 
to  you  ? '  he  continued. 

'  Did  I  say  so  ? '  and  Rosamond  looked  up  in  his 
face  and  smiled. 

That  must  have  been  a  very  prosaic  and  cold  tem- 
perament which  could  resist  such  a  smile.  And  Mr. 
Vemey  was  lonely  at  heart  —  weary  of  the  world  — 
hopeless  of  the  realisation  of  what  had  once  been  his 
day-dream  of  happiness  with  Charlotte  Stuart ;  above 
all  he  had  that  morning  received  his  aunt's  suggestive 
letter,  and  the  insidious  words  were  indelibly  im- 
pressed upon  his  memory.  *  A  wife,  beautiful,  accom- 
plished, perfect  in  temper,  fascinating  in  society,  a 
member  of  a  good  family,  and  having  the  almost 
certainty  of  two  thousand  a  year  of  her  own,  is  not  to 
be  met  with  every  day.' 

The  generality  of  men  are  not  deliberately  trea- 
cherous. It  is  opportunity  which  is  their  snare  :  and 
when  Mr.  Verney  answered  Rosamond's  smile,  by  an 
eager  outpouring  of  flattery  and  excited  feeling,  he  no 
more  thought  whither  he  was  tending  than  the  man 
who  on  a  sudden  impulse  has  cast  himself  into  the 
rapid  current  of  a  river  meditates  upon  the  ocean  in 
which  his  course  is  to  close. 

It  was  Rosamond  who  thought — ^Rosamond  who 
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drew  him  on — ^Rosamond  who  smiled,  and  sighed,  and 
pretended  that  she  would  not  and  must  not  hear — 
Bosamond  who  at  length  blushed,  and  in  a  subdued 
voice  said,  '  I  did  not  think  you  so  cared  for  me.' 

What  man  could  escape  from  such  a  snare  ?  Mr. 
Verney's  answer  was  a  protestation  of  unwavering 
affection ;  and  in  ten  minutes  from  the  time  he  entered 
the  room  he  was  engaged. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

RAIN  still  !  It  had  rained  almost  without  inter- 
mission from  the  time  that  Myra  left  St.  Wolf- 
gang. Whj  then,  as  she  asked  herself,  must  they 
leave  these  comfortable  quarters  at  Ischl,  and  establish 
themselves  at  a  little  country  inn  at  Aussee  ?  Why 
especially,  should  Mrs.  Cameron  be  subjected  to  such 
a  risk  ?  Simply  because  Kosamond  and  Mr.  Verney 
insisted  upon  it.  It  was  certain  to  clear,  so  said  the 
latter,  and  he  must  leave  Ischl  —  he  must  see  Hall- 
stadt  and  Gosan  —  he  must  part  from  his  friends 
unless  they  could  accompany  him.  And  the  *  must  * 
was  uttered  so  earnestly  that  everyone  was  com- 
pelled to  believe  it. 

They  left  Ischl  in  the  interval  between  two 
storms,  when  the  clouds  were  lifted  from  the  hills 
sufficiently  to  satisfy  Mr.  Cameron  that  he  was 
not  acting  quite  madly.  And  at  Aussee  the  rain 
poured  down  again,  and  all  that  could  be  attempted 
was  a  stroll  in  the  evening  along  the  banks  of  the 
Traun,  undertaken  by  Mr.  Verney,  Rosamond,  and 
Myra.     They  had  often   been  thus  together  before 
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and  to  Mjra  it  seemed  quite  natural  that  ber  sister 
and  Mr.  Yerney  should  walk  apart,  and  that  she 
should  be  allowed  to  stray  at  will,  gathering  wet 
flowers,  and  joining  them  whenever  she  felt  inclined. 

She  saw  they  were  earnest  in  conversation,  and.  Mr. 
Verney's  manner  occasionally  seemed  to  her  excited 
almost  to  irritability,  but  Myra  was  by  nature  unsus- 
picious. She  took  her  evening  walk,  and  spent  the 
hour  after  tea  in  conversation  and  drawing,  full  of 
plans  for  the  next  day  which  was  to  bring  a  bright  sun 
and  an  expedition  to  the  Lake  of  Hallstadt,  without 
once  thinking  that  any  secret  was  kept  back  from 
her. 

When  she  wished  Mr.  Vemey  good  night,  she  said, 
with  her  usual  openness  of  manner,  *  One  more  day, 
and  then  it  will  be  good-bye  ;  and  we  shall  be  so 
sorry  ;  but  I  know  you  will  come  back.'i 

He  started,  and  said  quickly,  *  How  do  you  know 
it?' 

And  Myra  answered,  *  Because  we  all  care  for  you, 
and  you  care  for  us.'  And  then  there  was  an  ex- 
pression in  his  face  which  perplexed  her.  It  was  as  if 
she  had  said  something  to  displease  him,  and  she  went 
to  bed  wondering  whether  she  had  been  wrong,  be- 
cause as  the  words  were  uttered,  she  had  thought  of 
Rosamond,  and  perhaps  any  such  allusion  was  un- 
fitting. 

Sunshine  greeted  them  the  next  morning ;  but  it 
was  a  fitful  sunshine,  gleaming  at  intervals,  and 
Mrs.  Cameron  was  afraid  to  trust  it.  She  proposed 
to  go  back  to  Ischl  with  Conyers,  and  leave  the  rest 
of  the  party  to  explore  Hallstadt,  and  either  sleep  at 
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Gosau,  or  return  to  Iscbl  in  the  evening,  as  thej 
might  think  fit.  The  proposal  was  made  in  the  tone 
of  a  martyr,  as  Mrs.  Cameron's  self-sacrifices  gene- 
nerally  were ;  and  in  consequence  no  one  except 
Myra  appreciated  it.  Whilst  the  horses  were  being 
ordered  for  herself  and  Rosamond,  she  stole  quietly  ta 
her  mother's  side  and  whispered  a  wish  that  they  could 
all  remain  together,  and  undertake  some  less  fatiguing 
expedition  ;  but  she  was  cut  short  by  Rosamond,  who 
happening  to  overhear  her,  declared  that  the  arrange- 
ments were  quite  made,  and  that  it  was  much  too  late 
to  think  of  any  change.  If  they  did  not  set  off  at 
once  they  should  miss  everything  :  a  fact  which 
Mrs.  Cameron  accepted  without  questioning,  though 
she  said  mournfully :  *  It  does  not  signify  much 
where  I  go,  my  dear,  my  eyes  are  so  bad  I  can't*  see, 
and  I  daresay  I  shall  have  a  headache  before  the  day 
is  over.' 

*  Mamma,  I  must  go  back  with  you,'  was  Myra's 
answer.     *  You  can't  be  left  to  Conyers.' 

*  It  is  but  for  the  day,'  said  Rosamond.  *  We  shall 
only  make  papa  angry  if  we.  alter  the  plan.' 

Again  Myra  repeated,  *  Dear  mamma,  they  will  do 
quite  well  without  me.' 

And  Rosamond  very  gently  pushed  her  towards 
the  door,  saying,  *  You  will  be  late,  as  you  always  are.* 
Myra's  heart  was  set  on  Hallstadt,  and  all  the  more 
resolutely  she  lingered.  But  there  was  no  help  from 
her  mother,  who  could  only  say  in  a  dreary  tone; 
*  My  love,  go ;  they  all  wish  it,  and  your  father  will 
be  displeased,  and  I  am  accustomed  to  be  left.' 

The  last  words  would,  as  Myra  well  knew,  be  a  text 
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for  lamentation  and  complaint  for  many  days  to  come, 
but  she  could  do  no  more,  and  hurried  away,  followed 
by  Rosamond,  who  with  a  good-humoured  patronage 
insisted  that  she  would  keep  them  all  waiting,  and 
leave  half  her  things  behind  her  if  she  was  not  looked 
after ;  and  upon  this  pretext  contrived  to  remain  with 
her  till  the  horses  were  at  the  door,  so  as  to  leave  no 
moment  for  thought  and  fresh  suggestions  which 
might  interfere  with  her  own  wishes. 

Myra,  with  her  over-scrupulous  conscience,  was  a 
little  inclined  to  worry  herself  at  first,  lest  she  had 
not  made  all  the  effort  for  her  mother  which  she 
ought,  but  her  natural  good  sense  suggested  that 
self-accusations  which  interfere  with  present  duty 
are  always  better  put  aside.  So  she  devoted  herself 
to  her  father,  feeling  a  little  penitential  satisfaction 
in  the  fact  that  she  would  much  have  preferred  riding 
by  Rosamond's  side  and  listening  to  Mr.  Verney, 
who  was  full  of  excitement  at  the  beauty  of  the  pass 
between  Aussee  and  Hallstadt,  which  they  began  to 
ascend  almost  immediately  upon  leaving  the  former 
village.  Again  and  again  he  called  out  to  Myra  to 
stop  and  admire  the  points  from  which  they  could  look 
far  down  the  side  of  the  mountain,  and  watch  the 
effects  of  the  sun-light  gleaming  through  the  trunks 
and  branches  of  the  dark  pine  forest ;  but  Rosamond 
never  allowed  him  to  leave  her,  and  even  when  he 
walked  on  a  little  way  with  Mr.  Cameron,  had  always 
an  excuse  ready  to  bring  him  back  —  the  saddle  had 
slipped,  o^  would  slip,  or  the  road  was  narrow,  or  the 
mule  went  too  near  the  edge;  something  there 
always  was  to  retain  him  near  her;  with  or  against 
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his  will  it  would  have  heen  impossible  from  his 
countenance  to  decide.  He  was  imperturbable  and 
impenetrable  as  ever. 

They  descended  to  Obertraun,  a  small  village  about 
half  a  mile  from  the  lake  of  Hallstadt,  and  here  clouds 
began  to  settle  upon  the  tops  of  the  mountains,  sinking 
gradually  lower  and  lower,  with  that  occasional  dis- 
persion and  swift  gathering  together  again  which  is 
so  trying  and  dispiriting  to  travellers  in  a  mountainous 
district. 

The  lake  of  Hallstadt  looked  extremely  gloomy. 
The  snow  was  lingering  on  the  summits  of  the  pre- 
cipitous pine-clad  mountains,  which  close  it  in  at  its 
southern  extremity,  and  the  nearer  cliffs  descended 
so  abruptly  to  the  shore  as,  in  one  part,  to  leave  only 
sufficient  space  for  a  foot-path.  In  winter,  the  in- 
habitants of  the  village  of  Hallstadt  never  see  the 
sun  above  the  highest  mountain  tops,  and  even  now, 
in  the  middle  of  summer,  the  grey  mists  and  the 
wall  of  jagged  rocks  cast  a  twilight  shadow  over  the 
deep  dark  waters,  disturbed  by  the  ominous  ripple  of 
an  approaching  storm. 

A  boat  was  moored  under  a  shed  against  the  shore ; 
a  short  row  would  carry  them  across  the  lake  to 
Hallstadt.  There  was  no  comfortable  shelter  where 
they  were,  and  Mr.  Verney  urged  that  they  should 
go.  Mr.  Cameron  demurred,  and  a  short  argument 
arose,  in  the  midst  of  which  the  heavy  rain-drops 
began  to  fall,  and  all  hurried  towards  the  shed. 
Eosamond  and  Myra  seated  themselves  in  the  boat, 
and  had  scarcely  covered  themselves  with  cloaks 
when  a  torrent  of  rain  and  hail  pelted  and  dashed 
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into  the  lake,  and  a  gust  of  wind  rushing  through  a 
gap  in  the  hills,  nearly  broke  the  umbrellas  with 
which  they  were  trying  to  screen  themselves  from 
the  streams  which  assailed  them  on  all  sides.  The 
roll  of  thunder  and  the  flash  of  lightning  followed^  and 
Eosaraond  looked  round  in  terror.  Mr.  Cameron  was 
arguing  with  the  guides,  who,  he  thought,  were 
endeavouring  to  cheat  him,  and  an  earthquake  would 
not  have  disturbed  his  attention.  Myra  was  leaning 
forward  over  the  boat  lost  in  admiration  at  the  effects 
of  the  storm  on  the  mountains.  Another  dazzling 
gleam  lit  up  the  lake,  and  a  faint  scream  burst  from 
Rosamond,  and  as  she  looked  imploringly  to  Mr. 
Verney  for  protection,  he  put  his  arm  round  her,  and 
some  very  endearing  expression  escaped  him.  At  that 
instant  Myra  turned,  her  eye  met  Mr.  Verney's,  and  for 
once  the  colour  rushed  to  his  cheeks.  The  expres- 
sion of  surprise  in  Myra's  face  was  unmistakable. 
She  turned  round,  drew  her  cloak  round  her,  and  sat 
facing  him,  but  perfectly  silent.  He  made  a  trifling 
remark,  and  Myra  just  answered  him,  but  that  was 
all.  Rosamond  was  conscious  of  nothing  but  the 
thunderstorm.  At  each  successive  flash  of  lightning, 
she  renewed  her  little  screams,  and  at  last  entreated 
to  leave  the  boat,  and  nothing  but  Mr.  Cameron's 
stern  command  kept  her  in  her  place.  Yet  there 
was  no  real  cause  for  terror.  The  lightning  was 
merely  sheet  lightning  at  a  distance,  and  the  only 
danger  was  that  of  being  wet.  Mr.  Verney  insisted 
that  Myra  sliould  come  and  sit  between  him  and  her 
father,  that  so  she  might  be  more  protected ;  and  Myra 
did  as  she  was  ordeted,  kee^in^^  however,  close  to 
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Mr.  Cameron,  and  continuing  so  silent  that  the  latter 
gave  her  credit  for  sharing  Rosamond's  alarm. 

It  was  all  over  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  The 
clouds  were  lifted  from  the  hills,  the  blue  sky  ap- 
peared overhead,  and  a  line  of  brilliant  light  streamed 
over  the  lake.  Rosamond's  spirits  rose  as  quickly  as 
they  had  fallen,  and  as  the  boat  pushed  off  from  the 
shore,  and  cliff  after  cliff  broke  from  the  mist  and 
stood  forth  in  savage  grandeur,  she  became  enthu- 
siastic in  her  admiration,  and  declared  that  it  was 
quite  worth  while  to  have  endured  the  storm  and  the 
terror  for  the  contrast  of  the  beauty  which  succeeded 
it  —  a  remark  to  which  Mr.  Cameron  gave  the  short 
answer  :  *  It  may  have  been  worth  while  for  you,  my 
dear,  but  it  was  certainly  not  worth  while  for  us.' 
So  silence  fell  upon  the  party,  and  even  when  they 
passed  below  Rudolph's  tower — perched  on  a  pro- 
jecting rock — and  the  village  of  Hallstadt,  nestling 
below  it,  came  in  sight,  no  one  expressed  satisfaction 
except  Mr.  Cameron,  who  remarked  that  it  was  a 
good  thing  they  had  not  been  detained  longer,  as  they 
should  have  time  now  to  order  dinner  and  take  a  walk 
whilst  it  was  getting  ready. 

The  village  was  straggling  and  dirty,  as  the  gene- 
rality of  such  secluded  villages  on  the  continent  are ; 
the  peasants  who  inhabited  it  had  no  standard  with 
which  to  measure  themselves,  but  the  inn  was  of  a 
superior  stamp,  thanks  to  the  travellers  who  in 
the  summer  time  frequented  it. 

Two  gentlemen  had  already  taken  possession  of  the 
long  low  saloon,  into  which  Mr.  Cameron's  party 
were  ushered,  and,  early  though  it  ^^-a,  ^^t^  '"^^\» 
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sitting  down  to  dinner.  English  exclusiveness  sug- 
gested  to  Mr.  Cameron  the  necessity  of  having 
another  room  for  themselves,  but  the  idea  was  nega- 
tived by  Mr.  Verney,  who  seemed  relieved  at  the 
prospect  of  having  anyone  to  converse  with  besides 
his  stiff  and  silent  companions.  Mr.  Cameron  left  the 
room  to  try  and  find  mules  or  donkeys,  which  would 
carry  Rosamond  and  Myra  to  the  Strub  waterfall, 
and  Mr.  Yerney  hearing  one  of  the  strangers  acci- 
dentally mention  Gosau,  went  up  to  him,  and  began 
to  make  inquiries  about  the  distance,  the  roads,  and 
the  accommodation. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  returned  to  Rosamond  and 
Myra,  who  were  standing  by  the  window,  and  said  : 
'  I  am  afraid  from  what  I  hear  we  shall  be  obliged  to 
altar  our  plans.  The  inn  at  Gosau  will  never  do  for 
you  and  your  father.  These  gentlemen  are  just  come 
from  it,  and  say  the  accommodation  is  wretched.' 
Myra  made  no  reply;  Rosamond  declared  that  she 
did  not  in  the  least  care  for  comfort,  she  could  sleep 
anywhci^.  ^  But  your  father  cannot,'  continued  Mr. 
Yerney,  *and  the  clouds  are  gathering  again;  we 
shall  have  more  rain.  I  can't  but  think  you  will  do 
better  to  see  what  you  can  here,  and  then  drive  back 
to  IschU* 

*  And  jott  ?*  exclaimed  Roksamond. 

*I  mast  go  to  Gosau  as  I  had  settled ;  and  firom 
diftiie^  I  shall  make  my  way  to  GoUing.  I  have  no! 
ftxfid  upon  my  route  aAerwards.' 

Kosanond^s  face  clouded  with  disappointmeiit,  as 
iIm  soEisw^ffedt  rathar  pettishly :  ^  I  siee  no  must  in  the 
«mm  jwir  oim  wilL* 
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Mr.  Verney  glanced  wamingly  at  the  strangerSy 
for  Rosamond  had  spoken  quite  loudly  enough  to  be 
heard,  and  Myra  noticing  this  moved  away;  a  rapid 
eager  conversation  ensued,  in  the  midst  of  which  Mr. 
Cameron  came  back  with  the  information  that  the 
mules  were  ready,  and  dinner  was  ordered.  They 
might  go  to  the  waterfall,  and  by  the  time  they  re- 
turned it  would  be  ready. 

The  road  led  up  one  side  of  a  deep  wooded  ravine. 
Mr.  Cameron  and  Mjra  went  first,  Rosamond  and 
Mr.  Vemey  followed ;  but  as  the  little  guide  who 
attended  Myra's  mule  stopped  to  point  out  the  line 
in  the  stupendous  clifT  opposite  to  them,  which,  as  he 
said,  marked  one  of  the  paths  by  which  the  Dachstein 
could  be  ascended,  Mr.  Verney  left  Rosamond  and 
came  forward  to  question  the  boy  about  the  mountain, 
and  when  they  went  on  again  Myra  found  herself  the 
foremost  of  the  party,  and  Mr.  Verney  beside  her. 
Her  mule  moved  more  quickly  than  Rosamond's,  and 
though  she  several  times  proposed  to  stop,  in  order 
that  the  others  might  come  up  with  them,  Mr.  Verney 
would  not  attend  to  her  wishes.  He  hurried  her  on 
till  they  were  a  considerable  distance  in  advance, 
only  pausing  when  they  stood  in  front  of  the  beautiful 
waterfall,  which  tearing  through  a  narrow  ravine,  falls 
boiling  and  tossing  from  a  height  of  240  feet  into  a  hol- 
low of  the  rock,  rising  again  in  foam  and  dashing  on  its 
impetuous  course  to  the  lake  ;  whilst  another  stream 
at  its  side  descends  continuously  in  a  sheet  of  light 
vapoury  spray.  It  was  the  first  fine  waterfall  that 
Myra  had  seen,  and  breathless  with  awe  and  delight, 
she  hung  over  the  abyss,  lost  in  the  overwelming 
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perception  of  whirling  movement,  which  it  seemed 
had  known  no  beginning,  and  could  know  no  end. 

Mr.  Verney's  voice  recalled  her  from  her  abstrac- 
tion.    *  Myra,  you  are  angry  with  me.' 

Myra  turned  round,  and  as  the  colour  mounted  to 
her  cheek,  answered  gravely,  and  shyly,  *I  have 
nothing  to  be  angry  about,  Mr.  Verney.' 

*  Yes,'  he  said,  *  you  have,  or  you  would  have,  if 
you  were  not  mistaken  in  what  you  think  ;  but,  Myra, 
Rosamond  and  I  are  engaged.' 

The  smile  on  Myra's  face  was  like  the  glitter  of  a 
sunbeam,  and  as  she  held  out  her  hand  to  Mr.  Yemey 
in  the  fulness  of  her  relief  and  satisfaction,  she  said, 
*  Oh  !  thank  you,  thank  you.  I  am  more  happy  than 
I  can  say.    I  hoped,  — I  thought' — 

*  That  I  could  not,  under  any  circumstances,  forget 
propriety,'  he  said,  with  a  faint  laugh.  ^  I  am  grate- 
ful to  you  for  the  doubt.  But,  Myra,  I  must  say  a 
few  more  words.  Can  you  not  move  on  with  me  ?  ' 
and  as  Eosamond  and  Mr.  Cameron  came  in  sight, 
he  went  nearer  to  the  waterfall,  and  placed  himself 
so  that  the  rush  of  the  torrent  effectually  prevented 
their  conversation  from  being  overheard. 

Myra  followed  him  eagerly,  but  when  she  looked 
at  him,  it  was  evident  to  her  that  he  was  by  no  means 
as  completely  at  ease  as  herself.  *  We  are  engaged,' 
he  repeated,  hesitatingly.  *  But  it  won't  do  to  talk 
about  it.' 

*  Not  to  people  generally,  of  course,'  said  Myra, 

*  Not  to  anyone.' 

'  Except  papa  and  mamma  ? ' 

*  Not  to  anyone.' 
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Myra  glanced  at  him  as  if  doubting  that  she  had 
heard  aright. 

^  You  must  put  faith  in  me,'  he  continued  hurriedly. 
^  It  is  impossible  for  me  now  to  explain  the  reasons 
of  our  secresy,  but  I  would  not  have  burdened  you 
with  the  knowledge  of  our  engagement  if  I  had  not 
seen  that  you  suspected  it.' 

^  I  wish  you  had  not  told  me,'  exclaimed  Myra, 
*  except  —  no  I  do  n't  wish  it.  Mr.  Verney,  you  must 
know  best.'  The  words  were  uttered  in  the  quick 
determined  tone  by  which  persons  so  often  endeavour 
to  hide  from  themselves  a  doubt. 

*  Of  course  I  must  know  best,'  was  the  reply,  *  and 
what  is  more,  Myra,  I  know  what  you  will  do  to  help 
your  sister.' 

*  I  !  but  if  you  are  engaged  you  cannot  want  help.' 

*  You  will  write  to  me,  I  am  sure,  and  tell  me  how 
you  are  getting  on,  and  I  shall  write  to  you ;  and  if 
I  enclose  a  note  for  Rosamond,  you  will  not  object  to 
give  it  to  her  quietly,  without  making  any  remark.' 

Instead  of  replying,  Myra  moved  some  steps  to- 
wards the  spot  where  her  father  and  Rosamond  were 
standing.     Mr.  Verney  followed  and  detained  her. 

*  It  would  be  unkind,  Myra,'  he  said,  *  to  let  scruples 
interfere  with  a  little  act  of  good-nature  to  Rosamond. 
You  know  quite  well  that  your  father  always  receives 
the  letters,  and  knows  my  handwriting.  It  would 
be  out  of  the  question  for  me  to  write  to  her  without 
his  noticing  it,  and  there  are  good  and  substantial 
reasons  why,  at  the  present  moment,  our  engagement 
should  be  kept  to  ourselves.  I  hate  asking  such 
a  favour.     I  am  putting  myself  entirely  in  a  false 
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position  by  it ;  bat  the  fact  is,  that  Rosamond  would 
not  do  it.  She  declared  70a  would  never  consent^  and 
she  had  made  np  her  mind  to  spend  weeks,  perhiq^ 
months,  without  hearing  from  me ;  bat  as  I  told  her, 
snch  scruples  were  too  absurd,  and  I  would  not  hear 
of  them.  Of  course  if  you  do  n't  choose  to  gratify 
her  there  is  nothing  more  to  be  said,  we  must  accept 
what  cannot  be  avoided.' 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Mjra  had  ever  seen  him 
seriouslj  annoyed,  and  she  actually  trembled  at  the 
proud  gloom  which  overspread  his  face.  The  anger 
of  a  man,  and  that  man  Mr.  Yemey,  was  very  terrible 
to  her ;  and  the  sense  of  her  weakness,  her  inferiority 
in  age,  judgment,  knowledge  of  the  world,  in  every- 
thing which  can  give  the  right  of  forming  an  independ- 
ent opinion,  pressed  npon  her  overwhelmingly.  She 
said  falteringly,  ^  May  I  not  think  abont  it  ? ' 

'  Certainly,  certainly ;  if  such  a  trifle  requires 
thought,'  and  he  turned  contemptuously  away. 

That  was  worse  to  Myra  than  anything.  She 
could  have  borne  to  argne  the  point  with  him,  and 
perhaps  she  might  have  held  her  ground  against  him, 
but  she  could  not  bear  his  scorn.  The  romance  of 
admiration  which  she  had  indulged  turned,  as  it  were^ 
against  her,  and  as  she  remounted  her  mule  and  rode 
slowly  back  towards  the  inn,  all  the  powers  of  sophis- 
try which  she  possessed,  —  and  from  the  peculiarfy 
metaphysical  turn  of  her  mind  they  were  by  no 
means  slight,  —  were  enlisted  against  the  instinct  of 
conscience.  Mr.  Yemey  must  know  best,  he  must 
be  right;  that  was  the  premiss  from  which  Myra 
drew  all  her  conclusions.    No  doubt  there  were  cases 
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in  which  concealment  upon  such  subjects  was  a  ne- 
cessity ;  she  could  not  be  the  judge  whether  this  was 
one  of  them,  and  to  attempt  to  decide  the  point  was 
taking  upon  herself  a  responsibility  which  did  not 
belong  to  her.  If  her  father  and  mother  so  evidently 
trusted  Mr.  Verney,  and  approved  of  him,  there 
could  be  nothing  wrong  in  following  his  guidance ; 
and  there  was  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  he  would 
in  the  end  be  able  to  explain  everything  satisfactorily. 
If,  on  the  other  hand,  she  refused,  Rosamond  would 
be  wretched  and  moody,  and  her  temper  would  re-act 
•  upon  Mrs.  Cameron.  The  advantage  which  had  been 
derived  from  the  journey  would  be  neutralised,  her 
father  would  be  disappointed,  and  everyone  would 
be  miserable.  And  it  was  not  as  if  Mr.  Verney  was 
a  young  man.  At  his  age  he  must  be  able  to  judge 
what  it  was  allowable  and  right  to  do.  To  dispute 
his  wishes  would  be  like  disputing  the  wishes  of  her 
father.  It  was  all  very  plausible  ;  the  only  reason 
for  doubt  arising  from  the  fact  that  the  case  re- 
quired so  much  argument  before  Myra  could  make  up 
her  mind.  She  continued  to  weigh  the  pros  and  consy 
always  putting  her  will  into  the  balance  opposite  to 
the  side  for  which  she  happened  at  the  moment  to  be 
contending,  until  she  really  did  not  know  what  she 
desired,  or  thought,  or  proposed  to  do,  but  left  herself 
simply  at  the  mercy  of  circumstances.  Very  weak 
it  was,  very  unlike  Myra,  but  Mr.  Verney's  in- 
fluence was  the  magnet  which  controlled  both  con- 
science and  intellect. 

They  reached  the  Hallstadt  inn,  and  found  dinner 
waiting — a  good  dinner,  and  well  dressed — a  circum- 
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Stance  soothing  to  Mr.  Cameron,  and  rendering 
less  sensible  to  the  annoyance  of  the  weather,  which 
had  again  so  clouded  over,  that  Mr.  Yernej's  sugges- 
tion as  to  giving  up  the  expedition  to  Gosau,  was 
acknowledged  bj  all  to  be  the  only  thing  practicable. 
Even  Bosamond  agreed,  but  her  eyes  glistened  with 
tears,  perceived  both  by  Myra  and  Mr.  Vemey,  bat 
absolutely  unnoticed  by  Mr.  Cameron,  who  had  be- 
taken himself  to  a  careful  study  of '  Murray,'  in  order 
to  persuade  Mr.  Yerney  that  it  was  an  absurdity  to 
think  of  going,  as  he  had  proposed,  from  Gosau  to 
Gollery,  and  that  it  would  be  much  better  to  return 
with  them  to  Ischl.  Mr.  Yerney  had  that  elastic  India- 
rubber  will  which,  by  giving  the  impression  of  yielding, 
serves  to  occupy  time  and  attention,  and  in  the  end  is 
found  precisely  where  it  was  at  the  beginning.  He 
talked  to  Mr.  Cameron  till  the  moment  arrived  when 
it  was  necessary  to  start,  and  even  when  they  seated 
themselves  in  the  boat  which  was  to  carry  them  to  a 
spot  called  Gosau  Miihl,  where  they  were  to  separate, 
no  one  could  have  undertaken  to  say  what  he  finally 
intended  to  do.  To  Myra  he  was  very  chilling,  and 
this  appearance  of  indifference  was  so  painful  to  her 
that  she  could  not  resist  placing  herself  near  him,  in 
the  hope  of  having  an  opportunity  for  asking  him  to 
forgive  and  understand  her.  So,  at  least,  she  said  to 
herself,  though  what  there  was  to  forgive  when  she 
had  by  no  means  resolved  to  refuse  his  wish,  was 
more,  perhaps,  than  she  could  have  told. 

After  a  short  row,  they  landed  near  a  solitary  house 
— the  mill — at  which  they  had  been  told  that  con- 
veyances would  be  found  to  take  them  either  to  Ischl 
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or  Gosau,  as  they  desired ;  and  a  carriage  there 
certainly  was,  but  neither  horse  nor  mule  to  draw  it. 
Travellers  to  Gosau  had  already  carried  off  all  that 
were  to  be  had,  though  Mr.  Verney  was  told  that  a 
char-cL-banc  would  be  returning  to  Gosau  in  two 
hours'  time,  in  which  he  might  possibly  find  a  seat. 
As  for  Ischl,  it  seemed  as  impracticable  to  get  there 
as  it  was  to  procure  accommodation  at  the  mill, 
Eosamond  and  Myra  would  gladly  have  changed  their 
plans  again,  and  taken  the  risk  of  the  wretched 
Gosau  inn,  but  Mr.  Cameron's  dignity  was  lowered 
by  what  he  called  the  deception  which  had  been 
practised  upon  him.  An  animal  of  some  kind  he  was 
resolved  to  have,  and  after  a  lengthened  discussion, 
the  boatman  who  had  brought  them  to  the  Miihl  was 
sent  back  to  Hallstadt  for  a  mule,  whose  'local  habita- 
tion' he  professed  himself  acquainted  with  ;  the  said 
mule  having  to  traverse  the  distance  between  Hall- 
stadt and  the  mill  by  a  footpath  along  the  shore  of 
the  lake.  As  this  was  likely  to  be  a  very  slow  pro- 
ceeding, nothing  remained  but  to  rest  in  a  little 
wooden  room  at  the  landing  place,  or  walk  up  and 
down  the  level  green  space  which  formed  the  shore 
at  this  extremity  of  the  lake,  and  watch  the  clouds 
hovering  over  the  cliffs  on  the  opposite  side.  Myra 
had  no  heart  to  sketch — no  heart  to  talk.  The  cloud 
upon  her  spirits  was  as  heavy  as  the  cloud  gathering 
over  her.  She  drew  near  Mr.  Verney,  but  he  took  no 
notice  of  her;  if  he  did  speak,  it  was  in  a  tone  of  matter- 
of-fact  indifference  which  was  much  worse  to  her  than 
anger.  He  did  not  even  talk  much  to  Eosamond — 
perhaps  he  was  afraid  of  attracting  Mr.  Cameron's 
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attention.  Full  an  hour  passed  in  this  wearisome  way, 
and  then  Mr.  Yernej  came  back  from  a  short  walk  to 
the  mill,  with  the  intelligence  that  a  man  and  a  mule 
were  in  sight. 

^  Joyful  ne  ws ! '  said  Mr.  Cameron,  in  a  solemn 
voice;  an  exclamation  which  received  no  echo. 
*And,  of  course,  you  will  come  with  us  now,'  he 
added,  addressing  Mr.  Yerney.  Both  Rosamond  and 
Myra  looked  up  anxiously. 

^  Thank  you,  no ;  I  do  n't  think  I  can.  The  Grosaa 
ckar-a-hanc  will  be  here  directly.  Can  I  collect 
anything  for  you  ?  Are  you  certain  everything  was 
taken  out  of  the  boat?'  This  question  was  put  to 
Myra^  and  Mr.  Vemey  .drew  near  to  listen  to  the 
answer.  Poor  Myra  really  could  not  speak.  Most 
heartily  ashamed  of  herself  she  was,  but  tears  were 
streaming  down  her  cheeks,  as  she  turned  aside  her 
head  and  bent  down  over  her  carriage-bag.  Mr. 
Cameron  left  the  wooden  room  and  stalked  along  the 
shore,  evidently  supposing  that  his  own  hasty  move- 
ments would  quicken  those  of  the  mule.  Rosamond 
was  standing  apart ;  and  Mr.  Verney  said  to  Myra 
coldly,  *  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  so  distressed.' 

*  K  you  would  only  forgive  me ; '  and  Myra  strove 
hard  to  recover  her  self-possession. 

*  There  is  nothing  to  forgive.  I  respect  scruples, 
however  weak  I  may  think  them.' 

*K  I  were  quite  sure  this  was  a  scruple,'  said 
Myra. 

*  Are  you  not  sure  ?  I  can  have  no  doubt  of  it. 
But  do  n't  let  us  talk  any  more  about  it.'  Mi*.  Yerney 
was  goii^  to  move  away. 
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'Please  stay,  please. — Yet  jou  want  to  talk  to 
Eosamond,  I  know ;  and  she  is  dreadfully  unhappy.' 

'  No  doubt ;  but  it  cannot  be  otherwise.  I  must 
find,  however,  some  mode  of  communication.' 

*  Yes,  some  ;  only  not  through  me.' 

'  So  as  to  avoid  bringing  you  into  any  difficulty.' 

'  Oh  I  Mr.  Verney ;  it  is  not  that  I  care  for.' 

'  Indeed  I    I  fancied  it  was.' 

'Difficulty?  I  would  brave  any  difficulty  to  help 
you.* 

'Would  you?'  He  paused  and  looked  at  her 
steadily. 

'  It  is  a  question  of  right  and  wrong,'  said  Myra. 

'Oh!' 

*  Won't  you  believe  me  ?  Do  you  not  give  me 
credit  for  thinking  it  so.' 

'  I  am  bound  to  do  so.' 

'  But  bound  or  not,  Mr.  Verney,  if  you  knew  half 
the  pain  it  is  to  say  no — when  you  have  been  so 
kind  to  me.' 

'  My  dear  child,'  he  exclaimed  suddenly,  resuming 
his  familiar  half-paternal  tone ;  '  it  is  mere  nonsense 
to  go  on  in  this  way.  I  do  n't  want  you  to  do  any- 
thing as  a  return  for  what  you  call  my  kindness.  If 
you  have  your  little  particular  theories  of  right  and 
wrong,  keep  them — as  long  as  you  can — only  don't 
let  them  quite  stand  in  the  way  of  common  sense, 
because  that  is  a  pity.' 

'  And  you  do  n't  think  this  is  common  sense,'  said 
Myra. 

'  Of  course  I  do  n't    If  I  did  I  should  feel  with 
you.' 
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Mjra  remained  silent,  and  thought.  Thea  i 
said,  '  I  should  not  care  if  I  were  quite  sure  tl 
papa  and  mamma  would  agree  with  jou.' 

^  Mr.  Cameron  has  not  quite  lost  his  intellect  71 
I  hope/  was  the  reply. 

<  And  jou  could  explain  it  all  to  him,'  said  Mjn 

^Explain  what  will  want  no  explanation,  wb 
everything  comes  out,  as  it  must  shortly,'  he  replii 
'  You  do  n't  think,  Myra,  I  intend  to  keep  up  tl 
farce  a  moment  longer  than  I  can  help.  But  do ; 
worry  yourself.  I  never  thought  of  having  all  tl 
fuss  when  I  spoke;  I  merely  felt  that  Rosamo 
would  like  to  have  one  line  to  tell  her  where  I  was,  a 
that  I  could  send  it  better  through  you  than  throO; 
anyone  else,  because  I  have  confidence  in  you.' 

'  I  could  not  betray  you,'  said  Myra. 

^Betray!'  and  he  laughed  sarcastically;  ^Roc 
mond  and  I  are  obliged  to  you  ;  but  we  have  nothi 
that  we  fear  to  have  betrayed.  We  really  are  arriv 
at  years  of  discretion,  though  your  superior  wisd< 
may  not  have  discovered  it.' 

*  Perhaps  it  is  foolish  in  me,'  said  Myra,  beginni 
to  feel  ashamed  of  her  scruples. 

^  There  is  no  perhaps  in  the  case,'  he  said  careless! 
^  but  here  comes  the  mule,  and  I  must  say  one  wo 
to  Rosamond.' 

'  Stay,  just  one  second.  If  you  could  be  qa 
sure  that  papa  and  mamma  would  understand  it.' 

'  Dear  child,  do  n't  trouble  yourself  any  more  abc 
it.    It  is  not  worth  while.' 

'Except  that  I  could  not  bear  to  see  Rosamo 
miserable.' 
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'  She  will  survive  it ;  bo  shall  1/ 

*  But  you  won't  think  the  same  of  me  as  you  did 
before.' 

'  Never  mind  what  I  think  ;  but  do  n't  keep  me 
now.' 

*  It  shall  be  as  you  like,'  said  Myra,  hesitatingly. 

*  The  question  is  not  what  I  like,  but  what  I  must,' 
replied  Mr.  Vemey,  avoiding  any  direct  thanks  for 
the  implied  consent ;  *  but  make  your  mind  easy,  my 
dear  child,  it  will  not  be  for  long.  Trust  me  always,' 
he  added,  taking  her  hand  in  his  old  kind  winning 
way. 

Myra  was  at  the  moment  too  relieved  at  finding 
herself  restored  to  her  place  in  his  regard  to  feel 
much  compunction  at  the  terms  on  which  the  restora- 
tion had  been  effected.  She  hurried  away  to  help 
her  father  in  his  German  conversation,  and  Bosa- 
mond  and  Mr.  Verney  were  left  to  say  their  farewells 
alone. 

Myra's  romance  of  love  would  have  been  greatly 
lessened  if  she  had  heard  and  seen  them.  Feeling 
there  was  indeed  on  both  sides ;  but  vexation  mingled 
with  any  sorrow  which  Rosamond  might  have  ex- 
perienced — and  she  was  almost  pettish  in  her  regrets 
and  expostulations,  at  his  determination  to  leave 
them ;  whilst  Mr.  Verney  was  alternately  soothing 
and  impatient ;  uttering  hurried  expressions  of 
affection,  and  then  turning  to  some  observation  about 
the  journey,  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  or  his  own 
movements  ;  as  if  anxious  to  escape  from  the  obliga- 
tion of  saying  what  he  knew  he  ought  to  feel.  It 
was  only  every  now  and  then  when  Rosamond  showed 
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real  regret  that  he  became  in  the  least  earnest ;  and 
when  he  did  so,  he  made  the  most  of  his  impulse — re- 
peating in  a  colder  tone  the  endearing  term  which  had 
escaped  him  in  an  instant  of  excitement^  and  trying  to 
coyer  the  rapid  cooling  process  which  began  as  soon 
as  the  word  was  spoken  by  some  little  tenderness  of 
manner.    And  so  they  parted. 
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CHAPTER 

THAT  parting  was  the  beginning  of  a  succession 
of  provoking  little  contretemps.  Mrs.  Cameron 
had  caught  cold  at  Aussee,  as  everyone  might  natur- 
ally have  expected  she  would,  and  Edmund  could  not 
join  them  as  soon  as  he  had  promised.  Both  these 
circumstances  compelled  the  party  to  remain  at  Ischl 
longer  than  they  had  intended,  and  this  necessitated 
giving  up  Vienna.  The  weather  cleared  a  little,  and 
Mr.  Cameron  and  Bosamond  made  two  or  three  day- 
excursions  ;  but  Myra  was  generally  left  behind, 
because  her  mother  really  could  not  spare  her.  Mrs. 
Cameron's  eye-sight  was  so  weak,  that  she  found  it 
difficult  to  amuse  herself,  and  Rosamond  had  a  feeble 
voice  and  could  not  read  aloud,  and  as  a  matter  of 
course  Myra  was  sacrificed.  Not  that  she  felt  it  a 
sacrifice,  or  at  least  to  the  extent  which  many  persons 
might  have  imagined.  The  efibrt  of  sacrifice  lies  in 
the  will,  and  Mjrra's  will  was  given  already.  To 
destroy  self  was  her  profession,  and  every  occasion 
for  exercising  this  profession  roused  her  energy;  so 
much  so  that  she  was  sometimes  surprised  at  her  own 
equanimity  under  vexations  and    disappointments. 
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which  at  one  time  would  have  fretted  her  beyond 
endurance. 

But  though  Mjra  did  not  look  upon  herself  as  a 
yictim,  other  persons  did.  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Hensman 
came  over  from  St.  Wolfgang,  and  found  Myra  alone 
with  her  mother,  and  lamented  that  she  was  missing 
the  beauties  of  the  neighbourhood;  and  Mrs.  Cameron 
herself  mourned  over  it  in  a  lugubrious  chanting 
tone,  though  she  took  no  steps  towards  a  different 
arrangement,  her  only  hope  apparently  being  that 
when  Edmund  arrived  things  would  be  different- 
Mrs.  Hensman,  a  good-natured,  sensible  women,  who 
bad  taken  a  great  fancy  to  Myra,  seized  upon  this 
idea,  and  worked  it  judiciously  :  Mr.  Cameron  was 
obliged  to  be  in  England  by  a  certain  time  ;  as  soon 
therefore  as  Edmund  came  they  were  all  to  move 
homewards.  So,  also.  Colonel  Hensman's  destination 
was  England;  he  would  be  there  probably  a  few 
days  later  than  Mr.  Cameron,  and  if  Myra  could  be 
allowed  to  remain  behind  with  them  at  St.  Wolfgang, 
and  then — moving  more  rapidly  than  would  be 
possible  for  Mrs.  Cameron  —  meet  her  father  and 
mother  in  Paris,  it  would  give  her  the  opportunity 
of  seeing  some  of  the  places  she  had  missed. 
Edmund's  society  would  be  a  pleasure  to  Mr.  Cameron, 
and  Mrs.  Cameron  would  not  miss  Myra's  reading 
when  they  were  travelling.  It  was  a  well-arranged 
Jittle  plan  which,  being  put  into  the  right  groove, 
ran  very  smoothly,  and  Myra  was  grateful  and 
happy,  and  wondered  that  everyone  should  be  so 
^considerate  for  her.  She  had  indeed  but  one  regret 
^— for  Bosamondy  who  she  thought  would  miss  not 
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haviDg  some  one  to  whom  she  could  speak  of  Mr. 
Verney, 

For  beneath  all  this  surface  of  matter-of-fact-ness 
the  romance  of  life  was  still  working,  and  Myra  never 
forgot  it,  and,  indeed  was  not  allowed  to  do  so.  How 
much  or  how  little  real  feeling  Eosamond  possessed, 
was  a  question  which  it  would  have  baffled  even  a 
keen  scrutiniser  of  the  human  heart  to  discover.  One 
thing  was  clear,  that  she  believed  she  had  a 
great  deal ;  and  by  acting  upon  the  belief  to  a  certain 
extent  created  the  feeling.  Being  parted  from  Mr. 
Verney  it  was  necessary  to  be  melancholy ;  absent  in 
manner,  moody  and  uncertain  in  humour,  the  latter 
being  indeed  a  necessity  of  nature  rather  than  of  cir- 
cumstance. As  a  natural  consequence  remarks  were 
made,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cameron  were  somewhat 
uneasy,  and  a  little  suspicious,  and  thought  that 
perhaps,  they  had  not  been  quite  wise  in  throw- 
ing the  young  people,  as  they  were  called,  so  much 
together  ;  all  this  attracting  a  good  deal  of  notice 
towards  Rosamond,  creating  an  interest  in  her  which 
was  just  what  she  liked,  since  there  was  not  the 
slightest  idea  on  the  part  of  her  parents  of  the  extent 
to  which  things  had  gone.  As  for  Myra,  she  at  once 
accepted  her  sister's  expression  of  feeling  as  reality, 
and  treated  her  accordingly.  Eosamond  carried  on 
long  conversations  at  nighty  and  gave  way  to  sighs 
and  secret  allusions  by  day,  not  to  Myra's  satisfaction, 
very  much  indeed  to  the  reverse  ;  but  it  was  all 
taken  in  perfect  good  faith,  and  Myra  was  becoming 
daily  more  and  more  convinced  that  Rosamond's 
affections  were  irrevocably  engaged,  and  that  it  would 
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have  been  cruel  in  her  to  have  stood  in  the  way  of 
the  one  only  comfort  which  could  be  afforded  her 
in  Mr.  Yemey*s  absence.  As  to  conscience— when  a 
person  has  once  decided  that  it  is  better  to  yield  to 
the  guidance  of  another  in  any  doubtful  case,  it  is 
astonishing  how  soon  conscience  becomes  jdlent,  es- 
pecially when  its  voice  is  obeyed  in  all  other  instances. 
Mjra  did  not  allow  herself  to  question  Mr.  Yemey's 
judgment,  when  she  had  resolved  upon  following  it^ 
but  went  on  in  happy  unconsciousness  of  error,  never 
disturbed  except  when  she  received  a  short  note  from 
Mr.  Yemey,  enclosing  a  letter  for  Rosamond,  and 
found  herself  obliged  to  resort  to  a  little  manoeuvring 
in  order  to  conceal  the  fact  from  her  parents.  Then, 
indeed,  she  did  feel  uncomfortable,  but  as  she  was  not 
called  upon  to  say  what  was  untrue,  and  contrived  to 
avoid  deliberately  acting  it,  she  escaped  any  severe 
self-reproach.  This  first  note  was  from  Grolling,  and 
in  it  Mr.  Yemey  announced  his  intention  of  making 
his  way  to  Innsbruck,  where  he  hoped  to  find  letters. 
Beyond  this  his  route  was,  as  usual,  uncertain.  He 
might  go  to  Meran  and  the  Lago  di  Garda  ;  he  might 
take  the  Ampezzio  pass  to  Yenice  ;  or  on  the  other 
hand,  he  might  give  up  any  notion  of  Italy,  and  make 
his  way  into  Switzerland.  Mjra  tried  to  find  out  if 
Rosamond  had  received  any  more  definite  information 
as  to  his  future  movements,  but  Rosamond  merely 
smiled  sweetly,  and  said  she  supposed  thej  were  both 
equally  wise,  and  then  she  put  the  letter  away  in  her 
writing-case  vnth  an  air  which  said  more  plainly  than 
words,  ^you  are  not  to  ask  any  more  questions.' 
Whatever  Mr.  Yemey  had  written  had,  however,  the 
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effect  of  making  Eosamond  very  anxious  to  leave 
Ischl,  and  she  was  almost  out  of  temper  when  Ed- 
mund arrived,  and  tried  to  persuade  bis  father  that 
the  delay  of  a  couple  of  days  might,  with  good  man- 
agement and  a  different  route,  make  no  difference  as 
to  the  time  of  their  reaching  England.  For  almost 
the  first  time  since  they  had  been  abroad,  Rosamond 
talked  a  great  deal  about  Mrs.  Cameron's  health,  and 
the  danger  of  fatigue,  and  Myra  in  her  simplicity  was 
glad  to  think  that  as  she  herself  was  going  to  stay 
behind  at  St.  Wolfgang,  Rosamond,  at  least,  would 
be  thoughtful  and  watchful  for  her  mother.  The 
party  broke  up  at  last  with  the  understanding 
that  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Hensman  were  to  bring  Myra 
with  them  to  Paris,  and  Myra  bade  her  own  family 
good-bye  with  a  heart  all  the  more  open  to  enjoyment 
because  she  was  not,  as  on  a  previous  occasion,  dis- 
turbed by  a  newly  awakened  regret  for  the  loss  of 
Mr.  Verney's  society. 

And  thus  once  more  Myra  found  herself  in  the 
pleasant  salon  of  the  old  conventual  house  with 
its  windows  opening  above  the  blue  lake  ;  and 
the  jagged  mountains — varied  in  colour  by  every 
golden  gleam  which  lit  up  their  sharp  points, 
every  purple  shade  which  rested  upon  their  deep 
recesses — set  before  her,  like  a  wonderful  panorama, 
which  she  might  gaze  upon  and  study,  and  imprint 
upon  her  memory  to  be  a  vision  of  delight  for  all 
future  years.  It  was  vexatious  at  first  to  find  that 
she  was  not  to  enjoy  her  visit  alone,  but  that  Mrs. 
Tracy  and  Miss  Stuart  were  staying  at  the  chateau* 
Myra  had  a  latent  love  of  solitude  and  €iV^\i^^>it\£iS^ 
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though  it  was  overruled  by  the  buoyancy  of  spirit 
natural  to  her  age,  exhibited  itself  on  all  occasions 
when  her  feelings  were  touched.    Nothing  excited 
her  like  the  beauty  of  nature,  but  the  excitement 
could  not  be  shared.     When  in  travelling  her  heart 
beat  quickly,  and  her  eyes  grew  dim  with  sudden 
tears  as  the  glorious  mountain  peaks  and  the  fair 
valleys  of  the  Bavarian  Tyrol  spread  themselves  be- 
fore her,  she  instinctively  turned  aside  from  the  rest  of 
the  party,  half-surprised,  half-ashamed  of  her  own 
emotions.     A  light  tone  or  a  trivial  remark  jarred 
upon  her  at  such  moments  like  a  false  note  in  music, 
and  even  Mr.  Verney's  poetical  admiration  failed  to 
touch  the  chord  which  could  harmonise  with  her  own 
feelings.     She  needed  something  deeper,  more  reve- 
rent, more  nearly  approaching  to  worship.     If  she 
had  been  alone  she  would  have  knelt  in  thankfulness 
and  awe,  for  in  no  other  way  could  she  have  given 
vent  to  the  fulness  of  that  deep  and  pure  delight 
which   at  times  overwhelmed  her.     And  she  had 
looked  for  such  enjoyment  at  St.  Wolfgang.     She 
had  pictured  to  herself  a  morning  spent  in  the  garden, 
revelling  in  the  gorgeous  colours  of  the  flowers  and 
the  delicately  pencilled  foliage  of  the  shrubs,  watch- 
ing the  shadows  on  the  hills,  and  the  silvery  sparkle 
on  the  water,  and  dreaming  —  no,  not  dreaming,  but 
feeling — ^forgetting  care,  perplexity,  regret,  forgetting 
above  all,  herself,  in  the  sense  of  all-pervading  and 
mysterious  beauty. 

Mrs.  Tracy's  rather  monotonous  voice,  and  Mrs. 
Hensman's  sensible  remarks  were  but  ill-suited  to 
#QCh  Mutioipatioiis,  and  Myra's  first  feeling  of  disap- 
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pointment,  when  the  latter  proposed,  the  morning 
after  her  arrival,  that  thej  should  all  take  their  work 
and  spend  a  pleasant  sociable  morning  in  the  pavilion, 
was  very  great.  She  could  have  found  it  in  her  heart 
to  complain  that  Mrs.  Hensman  had  deceived  her,  and 
she  said  to  herself  that  if  she  had  known  there  were 
to  be  other  visitors  she  would  not  have  accepted  the 
invitation.  But  Myra  was  very  unfair  upon  poor 
Mrs.  Hensman.  There  had  been  no  deception  in 
the  case.  When  she  invited  Myra,  she  had  not 
known  herself  that  Mrs.  Tracy  and  Miss  Stuart 
would  be  her  guests  likewise.  They  had  been  sta- 
tionary at  the  little  inn,  detained  day  after  day  by 
illness.  Mrs.  Hensman  had  provided  them  with 
many  necessary  comforts,  and  shown  them  great 
kindness,  but  her  offer  of  rooms  at  the  chateau  had 
been  always  declined  till  the  very  day  of  Myra's 
arrival,  when  some  impertinent  behaviour  on  the 
part  of  the  disagreeable  landlord  had  so  distressed 
Mrs.  Tracy,  that  from  mere  nervousness  and  alarm  she 
had  taken  refuge  with  her  new  friends,  hoping,  as  she 
said,  to  be  able  to  remove  to  Ischl  in  a  very  few  days. 
Myra  would  have  cared  less,  she  would  scarcely, 
indeed,  have  cared  at  all,  if  Charlotte  Stuart  had 
formed  one  of  the  sociable  pavilion  party,  but  she 
was  not  well  enough  to  appear  at  breakfast,  and 
Myra  found  herself  condemned  to  a  morning  of 
needlework  and  conversation  ;  the  former  consisting 
on  her  own  part  of  some  fancy  knitting,  which  she 
had  not  once  taken  up  since  she  left  home,  and  in 
which  she  had  not  the  slightest  interest,  whilst  the 
latter  was  merely  an  interchange  of  remarks  upon  the 
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beantj  of  the  view,  varied  by  Mrs.  Tracy's  account 
of  her  voyage  from  India,  and  the  difficulties  she 
had  experienced  in  travelling  through  the  TyroL 
Myra  listened  to  the  latter  for  some  time,  in  the  hope 
of  gaining  some  information  as  to  the  antecedents  <^ 
her  new  acquaintances,  but  Mrs.  Tracy,  though  she 
talked  fireely  upon  other  subjects,  was  singularly  re- 
served on  all  points  which  r^arded  herself  or  her 
niece,  and  Myra  at  length,  heartily  tired,  ventured  to 
take  up  a  book  and  steal  away  to  a  little  distance^ 
where — ^half  hidden  by  a  flowering  shrub — she  might 
occupy  herself  in  some  degree,  and,"at  least  for  a 
short  time,  according  to  her  own  ideas  of  enjoyment. 
The  book  was  a  series  of  essays.    It  had  been 
marked  for  her  by  Mr.  Yemey,  and  Myra  turned 
over  the  pages,  reading  different  portions  as  revela- 
tions of  Mr.  Vemey's  own  character.     All  that  was 
noble,  generous,  unprejudiced,  beautiful  in  expression, 
or  pure  in  feeling,  had  touched  him  with  sympatiiy 
and  admiration.     And  there  were  marks  of  reference 
to  other  books,  quotations,  similes;  the  volume  seem^ 
to  Myra  a  mine  of  poetry,  wisdom,  and  valuable  in- 
formation.    She  felt  proud  of  his  friendship  for  her, 
it  seemed  to  ennoble  whilst  it  humbled  her.     She 
thought  of  her  sister  almost  with  envy.     Kosamond 
would  have  his  companionship  always.     Would  ^e 
appreciate  it,  was  a  question  which  Myra  did  not 
think  of  asking.     The  habit  of  her  own  mind  was 
reveroioe,  and  Rosamond's  outward  gifVs  had  always 
oomewhat  dazzled  her,  and  now,  seen  in  the  light 
of  Mr.  Vemey's   admiration,    she    became  actually 
idealised,  and  Myra,  indulging  the  romance  which 
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the  knowledge  of  their  eDgagement  awakened,  laid 
aside  her  book,  and  lost  herself  in  a  reverie  of  the 
perfection  of  such  a  marriage — beauty,  relGinement^ 
amiability,  intellect,  poetry,  and  nobility  of  heart 
united — and  she  herself —  it  was  the  one  thought  of 
self  which  entered  into  the  dream — the  sharer  and 
chosen  confidante  of  their  happiness. 

The  reverie  was  interrupted  by  Miss  Stuart.  She 
came  into  the  garden  walking  with  the  slow  step  of 
illness,  and  drawing  a  shawl  round  her.  Since 
Myra's  former  visit  her  complexion  had  become  more 
transparent,  and  the  hectic  colour  on  her  cheeks  was 
nearly  gone,  and  now  the  searching,  anxious  eyes  were 
almost  too  large —  too  full  for  beauty.  Whatever 
characteristics  of  temper  and  mind  there  might  have 
been  in  the  small  firm  mouth,  the  short  upper  lip,  the 
chiselled  nose  with  its  rounded  nostril,  and  the  square 
open  brow,  were  all  lost  in  the  one  expression  of 
hopeless  unrest. 

And  the  voice  with  which  she  spoke  to  Myra  told 
the  same  tale  as  those  lovely  piteous  eyes. 

*  Have  I  disturbed  you.  Miss  Cameron  ?  I  ought 
not  to  do  so.  It  is  so  pleasant  to  be  quiet  on  such  a 
perfect  day.' 

*I  like  it,' said  Myra,  *but  I  don't  think  all  persons 
do.  Won't  you  sit  down  ? '  and  as  she  spoke  she  left 
her  seat,  and  placed  herself  on  the  grass^  leaning 
against  the  trunk  of  a  tree. 

'  You  should  not  sit  there,'  said  Miss  Stuart,  still 
standing.     *  You  will  take  cold.' 

*0h!  I  never  take  cold.  Please  sit  down,  and  I 
will  fetch  you  a  cushion  from  the  house.' 
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*  Do  n't  on  any  account  trouble  yourself.  The  chair 
will  do  perfectly  well,  but  indeed  you  ought  to  be 
careful.    I  said  just  as  you  say  once.' 

^Did  your  illness  come  on  with  a  cold?'  asked 
Myra. 

<Ye8 — no/  and  a  slight  blush  overspread  Miss 
Stuart's  cheek.  'It  came  on  gradually;  it  is  a  kind 
of  complication  ;  no  one  knows  what  is  the  matter 
with  me.' 

*  You  must  try  London  physicians,'  said  Myra. 

*  Yes,  when  I  go  to  England.' 

^  And  you  are  not  going  now  ? 

^  I  do  n't  know.  I  never  do  know  anything  till  the 
time  comes.' 

^It  must  be  very  disagreeable  to  live  in  uncertainty/ 
said  Myra. 

*  Yes,  for  some  people/ 

Mjrra  was  inclined  to  say  :'  Is  it  so  to  you  ? '  but 
the  personal  question  would  have  seemed  imperti- 
nent. 

'  How  one  ought  to  enjoy  this  day  I '  continued  Miss 
Stuart,  as  she  sat  down  in  Myra's  chair,  and  languidly 
gazed  around  her. 

*  One  can't  help  enjoying  it,'  observed  Myra. 

The  only  answer  was  a  sorrowful  smile,  and  Myra 
added :  '  At  least  when  one  is  blessed  with  good 
health.  I  am  afraid  you  are  too  ill  to  enjoy  any- 
thing.' 

'  I  am  soothed,'  was  the  reply ; '  and  that  is  in  a 
measure  enjoyment.' 

*  I  suppose  it  may  be,  where  people  have  suffered 
much,'  replied  Myra, 
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*  YeSy  there  is  a  good  deal  of  compensation  in  this 
world.  People  learn  as  they  go  on  in  life  to  be  con- 
tented upon  yery  little.  But  you  are  bo  yoongi  yoa 
will  scarcely  understand  that  theory/ 

'  I  am  more  than  sixteen/  said  Myra. 

^I  dare  say  that  seems  old  to  you«  I  know  it  did 
once  to  me.' 

^It  seems  not  like  real  age,  but  like  drawing  near 
to  it,'  said  Myra. 

And  Miss  Stuart  slighty  laughed  as  she  inquired : 
-'  And  what  do  you  call  real  age  ?' 

'Being  old  enough  to  haye  sorrows  and  triak,' 
answered  Myra. 

<  You  are  right ;  that  is  age,  and  there  are  som^ 
who  never  have  known  youth,  but' 

'  There  is  the  servant  with  the  post  from  Ischl,' 
exclaimed  Myra,  interrupting,  and  then  apologising. 
She  ran  forward  to  meet  him,  and  returned  with  two 
letters.    '  I  am  so  sorry  there  are  none  for  you.' 

Charlotte  Stuart's  hand,  which  had  been  stretched 
out  to  take  the  letters,  dropped  as  if  it  had  been  para- 
lysed. 

One  of  Myra's  envelopes  fell  on  the  ground ;  as 
she  picked  it  up  she  said,  '  I  am  surprised  this  has 
ever  reached  me,  it  is  directed  so  ill^ibly— -justlook.' 
She  held  out  the  envelope  for  Miss  Stuart  to  see  it 

'  Is  it  the  handwriting  of  a  friend  of  yours  ? '  The 
question  was  put  in  a  hard  ringing  tone^  like  the 
striking  of  metaL 

'  Yes,  a  very  great  friend,  a  Mr.  Yemey.  He  has 
been  with  us  quite  lately.  He  only  left  us  the  other 
day.'    Myra  was  scarcely  thinking  of  what  she  said^ 
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sbe  was  so  engrossed  in  her  letter ;  and  when  Miss 
Stuart  repeated,  *  The  other  day  ?  Lately  ?  Do  you 
mean  at  Ischl  ? '  She  replied  in  the  same  absent 
way:  *  Yes,  last  week,'  and  went  on  reading. 

^I  think  I  must  go  in,'  was  uttered  in  a  faint 
voice,  and  then  Myra  woke  up  to  consciousness 
again.  Miss  Stuart  was  standing  or  rather  leaning 
against  the  chair.  She  said  to  Myra,  ^  Please  ask  my 
aunt  to  come  to  me,'  and  Myra  hastened  to  the  pavi- 
lion with  a  feeling  of  self-reproach  at  having  been  so 
absorbed,  yet  not  without  a  sensation  of  relief  when 
Mrs.  Tracy  said,  *  You  had  better  leave  my  niece  to 
me,  my  dear  Miss  Cameron — ^I  will  take  her  into  the 
house.'  Mrs.  Hensman  went  away  also,  and  Myra 
was  left  in  the  pavilion  alone. 

And  then  she  read  her  letters  in  peace.  Mr.  Vemey's 
was  singularly  interesting,  giving  a  short  account  of 
his  movements,  and  a  long  account  of  what  he  had  felt 
and  thought.  In  this  respect  it  was  the  only  unreserved 
conmiunication  Myra  had  ever  received  from  him,  yet 
it  contained  no  reference  to  his  engagement,  though 
a  note  to  Rosamond  was  enclosed.  In  the  postscript 
he  said,  *  I  should  not  wonder  if  we  were  to  meet 
again  before  you  reach  England,'  but  he  gave  no  clue 
as  to  his  route,  and  did  not  say  where  letters  would 
reach  him.  It  was  quite  a  dovmfall  in  feeling  to 
turn  from  this  imaginative  and  poetical  and 
almost  confidential  letter  to  Annette's  gossip  about 
school.  Myra  had  nearly  forgotten  the  existence  of 
Mrs.  de  Lancey,  and  the  remarks  on  the  French  and 
German  teachers,  and  the  peculiarities  of  the  masters 
were  profoundly  indifferent  to  her.    Annette  could 
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write  and  think  of  nothing  else.  Naturally  enough 
St.  John's  Wood  was  her  world,  and  quite  as  large 
and  important  to  her  as  the  world  of  which  Mr. 
Verney  was  the  centre  could  be  to  Myra;  but  romance 
is  not  generally  sympathising.  Myra  hurried  through 
the  crossed  page  —  feeling  extremely  provoked  that 
anyone  should  think  of  writing  across  on  thin  foreign 
paper,  and  not  understanding  that  Annette  had  but 
two  or  three  sheets  in  her  possession  and  did'  not 
know  how  to  get  at  more — till  she  came  to  a  sentence 
written  at  the  side  of  the  page,  and  corrected  and 
underlined,  Myra  could  make  out  the  words  Mrs. 
Patty,  and  Miss  Greaves,  and  something  about  a 
message,  and  India,  and  it  was  not  till  after  much 
careful  examination  that  she  could  manage  to  read  one 
sentence.  '  Mrs.  de  Lancey  says,  that  the  Charlotte 
Stuart  who  was  Miss  Greaves's  friend  has  left 
India  in  ill  health.'  Then  came  something  almost 
entirely  illegible,  the  only  words  which  could  be  de- 
ciphered being — *  engaged  to  Mr. '  whom,  it  was 

impossible  to  say;  though,  according  to  Annette's 
usual  style,  there  were  two  notes  of  admiration  after 
the  name. 

The  *  whom '  signified  but  little  to  Myra  just  then, 
but  the  fact  of  the  engagement  was  interesting  and 
explanatory  of  Miss  Stuart's  reserve.  Still  there  was 
a  little  natural  curiosity  awakened  as  to  the  illegible 
word.  The  first  letter  might  be  a  V,  or  a  T,  or  a  W, 
and  Myra  recalled  all  the  names  she  had  heard  which 
might  fit  what  appeared  to  be  the  number  of  letters;  all 
except  that  of  Verney,  which  did  not  suggest  itself,  un- 
til, holding  the  paper  at  a  distance,  and  catching  what 
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might  be  called  the  general  effect,  it  flashed  across 
her  suddenly.  For  a  moment  she  felt  thunderstmck, 
but  looking  at  the  name  again,  she  read  it  as  Yemon, 
or,  possibly,  Varney,  or — she  could  not  be  sure  what 
it  was,  only,  it  could  not  be  Verney.  She  hurried 
from  the  pavilion  ;  why,  she  did  not  know.  It  never 
occurred  to  her  that  she  was  hurrying  from  her  own 
thoughts.  On  her  way  to  the  house  she  met  Mrs. 
Tracy,  looking  even  more  anxious  than  was  her  wont. 
Myra*s  impulse  was  to  join  her,  and  inquire  how 
Miss  Stuart  was;  and  the  short  nervous  answer, 
*  Better,  thank  you/  was  given;  and  then  they  walked 
slowly  side  by  side  without  speaking,  till  Mrs.  Tracy 
8fud  abruptly,  *I  think  you  have  a  friend  —  Mr. 
Verney  ?* 

*  Yes,*  answered  Myra ;  and  as  she  spoke,  her  heart 
seemed  to  stop  beating. 

*  Should  you  mind  telling  me  something  aboat 
him  ?  *  continued  Mrs.  Tracy. 

^  No,  certainly  not.  I  do  n*t  know  mnch  ;  he  is  a 
great  friend.  Would  you  mind  sitting  down  for  a 
minute  ?  *    Myra  pointed  to  a  garden  seat. 

^  Oh!  no,  not  at  alL  I  am  afraid  you  are  not  strong. 
Are  you  tired  this  morning  ? ' 

Myra  waived  the  answer,  and  said,  *  Mr.  Verney  u 
the  aephew  of  a  Colonel  Verney  who  lives  near  na.* 

^  Yes ;  I  know.  A  son  of  the  dder  brother,  and 
jtt»t  returned  from  IndiaL* 

^He  eame  back  some  months  ago.  He  talks  of 
goia^  batc^  ag^^  only  his  health  is  bad.' 

^  And  I  think — ^I  imagine  he  must  have  been  with. 
y<M»  abroad.' 
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<  And  he  has  left  you.  Can  you  tell  me  where  he 
is  to  be  found  ?  * 

'  He  was  at  Innsbruck  ;  I  do  n't  know  where  he  is 
now/ 

*And  you  cannot  tell  where  a  letter  would  be 
likely  to  reach  him  ? ' 

*  No  ;  he  does  not  say.' 

'  Thank  you.  Excuse  my  questions.  I  have  a  little 
business  with  him,  that  is  all.' 

Mrs.  Tracy  rose  and  moved  away,  and  as  she  left 
the  seat,  Colonel  Hensman  came  up  to  it. 

*  What  !  all  alone  ?  It  is  very  rude  of  my  wife ;  I 
must  go  and  scold  her,' 

*  I  like  being  alone,'  said  Myra. 

*  Oh !  poetical,  are  you  ?  Well,  I  hope  you  have 
been  enjoying  yourself  to  your  heart's  content. 
There  is  nothing  to  disturb  you  here.' 

'  No,'  replied  Myra;  *it  is  deliciously  quiet.' 

*  So  that  poor  love-sick  girl  says  ;  I  have  been 
telling  Mrs.  Tracy  that  she  should  not  indulge  her. 
If  she  were  taken  to  Vienna,  or  any  place  where  she 
could  have  something  to  distract  her  thoughts,  there 
might  be  some  hope  for  her ;  there  will  be  none  soon 
if  they  let  her  brood  over  things  as  she  does  now.' 

*  Is  that  what  is  the  matter  with  her? '  asked  Myra ; 
and  her  voice  faltered. 

Colonel  Hensman  laughed.  *  How  you  young  ladies 
catch  at  the  least  rumour  of  a  love  story  I  But  you 
must  ask  Mrs.  Hensman  to  tell  you  ;  she  knows  more 
than  I  do.' 

*  I  should  not  like  to  ask  her,'  said  Myra. 

^  But  you  do  n't  mind  asking  me.    Is  that  because 
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I  am  more  tender-hearted  ?  I  shall  disappoint  you, 
though.  I  know  nothing  about  it,  except  that  some 
good-for-nothing  fellow  is  playing  fast  and  loose  with 
her.  I  can't  tell  you  the  name,  and  a  story  is  nothing 
without  that.' 

Colonel  Hensman  walked  off,  and  Myra  took  op 
Mr.  Vemey's  letter  again.  But  with  what  a  changed 
feeling !  This  dull  pain  at  her  heart  —  this  aching 
uneasiness — ^how  was  she  to  bear  it.  What  was  to  be 
done  to  relieve  it  ?  Did  she  really  suspect,  and  if  so, 
why  did  she  not  at  once  take  some  step  to  find  out 
the  truth  ?  She  began  to  read,  but  something  seemed 
to  stop  her  ;  the  meaning  of  the  words  seemed  altered, 
they  gave  her  no  pleasure  ;  and  she  went  up  to  her 
own  room,  and  brought  out  from  her  drawer  a  little 
box  containing  the  few  other  letters  which  she  had 
received  from  Mr.  Vemey.  They  were  all  laid  before 
her ;  but  still  she  did  not  look  at  them  more  closely, 
and  they  remained  on  the  table  whilst  Myra  walked 
up  and  down  her  room,  because  she  could  not  bear  to 
sit  quiet,  trying  at  the  same  time  to  think  how  foolish 
it  was,  how  like  her  own  hasty  judgement,  to  let  an 
idea  gain  possession  of  her  which  could  have  no 
foundation ;  then  taking  up  a  book,  and  after  a 
few  minutes  wandering  off  from  it  to  a  repetition  of 
the  same  arguments  — the  same  reasons  why  she  was 
not  to  think  what  she  could  not  help  thinking,  to 
suspect  what  she  could  not  help  suspecting.  The 
summons  to  luncheon  obliged  her  to  appear  in  the 
dining-room.  Charlotte  Stuart  was  not  there  ;  she 
very  seldom  did  appear  at  luncheon,  so  Mrs.  Hensman 
said,  and  her  aunt  wished  to  remain  upstairs  with  her. 
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Colonel  Hensman  made  some  allusion  to  the  cause  of 
Miss  Stuart's  low  spirits,  which  was  instantly  checked 
by  his  wife,  and  Myra  saw  from  Mrs.  Hensman's 
manner  that  there  was  no  likelihood  of  obtaining  any 
information  from  her.  A  drive  was  proposed  for  the 
afternoon.  Myra  did  her  best  to  appear  pleased,  and 
felt,  indeed,  that  it  was  the  only  thing  under  present 
circumstances  which  could  be  in  any  way  soothing  to 
her  ;  but  the  slumbering  pain  awoke  again  when,  as 
she  was  leaving  the  room  to  dress.  Colonel  Hensman 
called  out  —  *  If  you  have  any  letters  for  the  post 
you  must  let  me  have  them  now,  as  I  am  going  to 
send  into  Ischl.' 

Mr.  Verney's  letter  to  Rosamond  was  to  be  for- 
warded, and  for  the  first  time  for  many  days  Myra's 
conscience  was  aroused  to  the  question,  *  Was  her  part 
in  the  correspondence  justifiable  ? '  Too  late  it  was 
then  to  ask  ;  too  late  to  draw  back.  The  letter  was 
sent,  but  the  weight  upon  Myra's  spirits  grew  heavier; 
and  the  sensitive,  self-reproaching  hearty  tortured  by 
affection,  and  bewildered  by  sophistry,  could  find  no 
repose  but  in  a  forced  gaiety,  which  was  a  strain  upon 
the  powers  both  of  body  and  mind. 


374 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

IN  four  days'  time  they  were  to  leave  St.  Wolfgang. 
Those  four  days  were  to  be  given  np'to  excur- 
sions, and  little  else  was  spoken  of,  but  guides,  mules, 
char-d'bancs,  and  provisions.     Mrs.  Tracy  and  Miss 
Stuart  lived  apart    Myra  scarcely  saw  the  former 
except  at  luncheon,  and  Miss  Stuart  was  said  to  be 
too  unwell  to  leave  her  room.     She  also  was  to  move 
to  Ischl,  and  from  thence  to  Vienna,  when  the  party 
broke  up.     This  was  all  that  Myra  could  learn  of  her 
plans.     Several  other  persons  were  now  staying  at 
the  chateauy  but  they  were  chiefly  foreigners.     Mrs. 
Hensman  was  much  engaged  with  them,  and  though 
very  kind  to  Myra,  could  give  her  but  little  personal 
attention  ;   and  so  Myra  carried  her  lonely  burden 
about,  finding  no  one  with  whom  to  share  it,  at  times 
forgetting  it,  then  having  it  brought  back  by  some 
chance  observation  ;  and  then  again  arguing  against 
conviction,  and  even  conscience — carrying  on  a  vain 
struggle  with  the  truthfulness  which  was  the  great 
and  precious  gift  bestowed  upon  her  by  nature,  and 
which  up  to  this  period  she  had  so  carefully  culti- 
vated and  cherished. 

The  last  day  came,  the  day  before  they  were  to 
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set  out  for  Paris.  Mjra  had  that  morning  as- 
cended the  Schaff  berg,  in  order  to  obtain  the  earliest 
and  clearest  view  of  the  mountains  and  lakes  of  the 
Salzkammergut.  She  had  returned  very  tired  to 
rest  in  her  chamber  the  early  part  of  the  day  ;  and 
as  she  closed  her  eyes,  all  the  wonderful  scenes 
upon  which  she  had  been  gazing  floated  before  her, 
and  the  enchantment  deadened  the  secret  pain, 
and  she  fell  asleep  tranquil  and  almost  happy.  She 
was  awakened,  after  a  long  rest,  by  a  gentle  tap  at 
the  door ;  and  when  she  started  up,  Charlotte  Stuart 
was  standing  before  her.  An  open  letter  was  in  her 
hand,  her  look  was  haggard,  and  her  breath  came 
quick  and  faint.  Sleep  had  scarcely  left  Myra,  and 
but  for  the  glorious  sunlight  streaming  over  the  lake 
and  flickering  upon  the  walls  of  her  apartment,  she 
might  have  thought,  as  she  looked  upon  that  wan 
white  figure,  that  she  was  still  dreaming. 

*  Do  n't  move  ; '  Miss  Stuart  drew  near  the  sofa  ; 

*  only  let  me  speak  to  you.     They  will  miss  me  soon 
and  search  for  me.    Listen,  while  there  is  time.' 

'But  you  are  ill,'  exclaimed  Myra^  scarce  knowing 
what  she  said. 

*Yes,  very  ill.  Tell  me  —  you  know  this  hand- 
writing ? ' 

Myra  looked  at  the   envelope  held  before   her. 

*  Yes,  it  is  Mr.  Verney's.' 

*Your  Mr.  Verney — ^your  friend — the  same  who 
wrote  to  you  the  other  day — there  is  no  doubt  ?' 
'  None,  so  far  as  I  can  tell.' 

*  But  you  must  be  sure.  The  Mr.  Verney  who  — 
who  is  engaged  to  your  sister  Rosamond  ? ' 
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The  hollow  laugh  which  accompanied  the  qnesticm 
sounded  like  the  tones  of  insanity ;  and  as  Myrm  de- 
laved  to  answer.  Miss  Stnart  caoght  hold  of  her  hand 
and  grasped  it  tightly,  whilst,  looking  at  her  fixedly, 
she  said,  '  Speak,  I  must  know.     I  will — I  do  know.' 

'  If  Yoa  do  know,  there  is  no  need  to  speak,'  w^ 
Myra's  hesitating  and  evasive  answer. 

The  grasp  laid  upon  her  hand  relaxed,  and  Char- 
lotte Stuart  hid  her  face  upon  the  cooch,  and  a  low 
wail  of  agony  broke  from  her.  Myra  made  a  move- 
ment of  sympathy,  bnt  the  unhappy  girl  turned  roand 
almost  fiercely.  *  Do  n't  pity  me,  I  have  no  need  of 
pity.  He  loves  me  ;  he  does  not  love  her.  Pity  her 
—  warn  her.  He  loves  me — yes;  he  tells  me  he 
loves  me.     God  forgive  him  my  misery  ! ' 

Myra  could  not  echo  the  prayer.  A  gulf  seemed 
to  have  opened  before  her  in  which  all  trust  in 
human  hoDour,  all  confidence  in  human  truth  were 
buried. 

'  Who  told  you  of  his  engagement  ? '  she  asked  in 
a  trembling  voice. 

Instead  of  replying.  Miss  Stuart  placed  in  Myra*s 
hand  another  letter  in  Miss  Greaves's  handwriting, 
and  pointed  to  the  following  passage :  —  *  I  cannot 
bring  myself  to  believe  a  report  which  I  have  heard 
to-day,  though  it  will  account  for  all  which  has  been 
so  inexplicable  to  me  in  Mr.  Vemey's  conduct  to 
yourself.  It  has  been  told  me  upon  excellent  au- 
thority, that  after  travelling  with  the  Camerons  for 
more  than  a  month,  he  has  en^a^ed  himself  to  Rosa* 
mond.  I  need  not  say  how  anxiously  I  shall  look 
for  a  contradiction  of  this  rumour  from  yon,  and  for 
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an  assurance  that  jour  relations  with  him  remains 
unaltered.' 

*  I  can  contradict  it.  You  know  I  can,'  continued 
Charlotte,  her  large  lustrous  eyes  gazing  wildly  upon 
Myra.  *  He  writes  to  me,  and  loves  me.  It  is  the 
world's  talk.     The  cruel,  cruel  world.' 

*If  he  loves  you,  you  cannot  be  miserable,'  said 
Myra;  but  a  pang  of  torturing  self-reproach  shot 
through  her  at  the  falsity  of  such  comfort. 

*  If — there  is  no  if.  It  is  she  who  is  false,  she  who 
has  tried  to  win  him  from  me.  But  he  is  mine  still, 
—myall!' 

Myra  unconsciously  repeated  the  words  *my  all ;' 
they  sounded  to  her  profane. 

*  Tell  her  he  is  my  all ;  she  cannot  take  him  from 
me.     Oh  !  she  cannot,  she  cannot' 

*It  is  Mr.  Verney's  own  doing,'  replied  Myra. 

*  Then  is  it  true  ?  Oh  !  say  it  is  not  true; '  and  again 
the  long  low  wail  echoed  through  the  apartment. 

*  Stay,'  said  Myra,  rousing  herself  from  the  sense  of 
wretchedness  which  was  so  bewildering  to  her  facul- 
ties ;  *  what  is  true  or  what  is  not  true,  I  am  not  at 
liberty  to  say.  You  must  inquire  of  Mr.  Verney 
himself;  only  remember  that  my  sister  is  in  no  way 
to  blame.' 

*  He  tells  me  nothing.  I  cannot  inquire.  I  do  not 
know  where  to  seek  for  him.     But  you  know.' 

*  No,'  replied  Myra.  *  I  know  no  more  of  his 
movements  than  you  do,  except ^ 

*  But  your  sister  knows.     He  writes  to  her  ?' 

*  Indeed,  indeed  you  must  not  question  me  in  this 
way,'  said  Myra;  *but  I  may  see  him  soon,  and  if  you 
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would  trust  me  with  a  letter  or  a  message * 

she  stopped.     It  was  treachery  to  Rosamond,  but 
pit7  was  too  strong  for  her. 

Miss  Stuart  answered  eagerly,  '  Yes,  I  trust  you. 
You  will  help  me — yet  you  are  her  sister.' 

*I  will  try  to  do  what  is  right,'  continued  Myra ; 
and  she  added,  after  a  moment's  pause,  'I  shall,  I 
must,  see  Mr.  Verney.' 

'See  him!  look,' — and  Charlotte  Stuart  held  out 
her  transparent  hand — 'my  life  is  wasting  away; 
my  days  are  numbered.  Yet  of  those  precious  days 
would  I  gladly  give  up  all  save  one — if  that  one 
might  be  spent  with  him.' 

Before  Myra  could  reply,  a  knock  was  heard  at  the 
door,  and  Mrs.  Tracy  entered. 

.  In  one  instant  Miss  Stuart  had  recovered  her  com- 
posure. The  few  words  which  she  spoke  in  answer 
to  her  aunt's  affectionate  reprimand  for  having  lefl 
her  room  were  uttered  quite  calmly,  and  with  the 
same  air  of  reserve  and  self-command  which  on  or- 
dinary occasions  was  habitual  to  her.  Without 
making  the  least  allusion  to  the  subject  of  their  con- 
versation, she  went  back  to  her  own  room  almost 
immediately,  Mrs.  Tracy  accompanying  her,  and  Myra 
was  left  to  solitude  and  reflection. 

Mrs.  Patty  Kingsbury  was  right.  There  is  no 
trial  so  overwhelming  to  the  affections  and  principle 
of  the  young,  as  that  which  first  destroys  their 
confidence  in  one  whom  they  have  accustomed  them- 
selves to  respect  The  shock  of  that  moral  earth- 
quake is  a  shock  which  is  felt  for  life.  Yet,  better  it 
may  be  that  it  should  be  experienced  early — better 
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that  it  should  come  with  one  great  blow  from  which 
the  elasticity  of  youth  may  partially  recover,  than 
that  distrust  should  eat  into  the  heart  with  the  slow 
destructiveness  of  the  canker-worm.  The  pain, 
indeed,  is  greater,  but  the  wound  is  not  so  deadly. 
Myra  had  been  to  blame.  She  had  indeed  been  de- 
ceived, but  the  deception  was  of  her  own  creation. 
That,  however,  was  a  consciousness  yet  to  come.  In 
the  first  moments  of  conviction,  her  chief  thought 
was  still  to  extenuate  Mr.  Yerney's  conduct,  to  seek 
for  explanations  in  circumstances  of  which  she  knew 
nothing. 

All  possible  and  impossible  motives  suggested  them- 
selves, and  were  one  by  one  rejected ;  and  Myra's 
excitement  of  feeling  increased,  her  brain  worked 
more  restlessly,  and  a  throbbing  headache  made  her 
every  moment  less  capable  of  thought,  whilst  thought 
appeared  to  her  more  and  more  necessary.  For  she 
must  act,  she  must  write  or  speak,  she  must  in  some 
way  communicate  with  Mr.  Verney.  To  be  made  the 
instrument  of  his  treachery  by  being  the  medium  of 
conveying  his  letters  was  no  longer  possible  ;  and 
her  own  weakness  in  ever  having  consented  to 
place  herself  in  such  a  position  stood  out  still 
more  clearly  before  her.  She  felt  herself  con- 
demned in  her  own  sight,  condemned  also — as  she 
assuredly  would  be  —  in  the  sight  of  her  parents  ;  a 
party  to  deceit  with  her  sister,  a  party  to  Mr. 
Verney's  treachery, — because  she  had  trusted  and 
believed  in  him,  because  she  had  wilfully  put  aside 
her   own  knowledge  of  right,  and  turned  from  the 
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instinct  of  her  honest  conscientiousness,  and  feared 
his  sneers. 

Myra  did  not  hate  Mr,  Vemey.  She  was  too 
generous — too  true  and  simple-minded,  to  seek  any 
excuse  for  herself  by  a  burden  laid  upon  another ; 
but  a  sense  of  unutterable  helplessness,  insecurity — 
an  aching  distrust  for  which  there  could  be  no  core^ 
made  her  heart  turn  faint,  and  her  limbs  tremble, 
whilst  she  rested  her  head  on  the  sofa  pillow,  unable 
to  find  even  the  merciful  relief  of  tears.  She  was  in 
this  state  when  Mrs.  Tracy  once  more  knocked  at 
the  door,  and  asked  for  a  few  moments'  conversation. 
Myra  had  as  yet  bat  little  practice  in  self-command. 
A  nervous,  irritable,  impetuous  temperament  had 
been  her  torment  from  childhood.  She  could  never 
conceal  when  she  was  unhappy,  though  she  could  not 
merely  conceal,  but  subdue  her  temper.  When  Mrs. 
Tracy  came  up  to  her  kindly  and  begged  her  not  to 
disturb  herself,  and  then  sat  down  and  asked,  with 
somewhat  of  a  mother's  thoughtfulness,  whether  she 
was  over-tired  or  ill,  the  feeling  of  oppression 
which  seemed  to  have  dried  up  the  fountain  of  her 
tears  was  melted,  and  her  almost  uncontrollable  im- 
pulse was  to  tell  everything,  to  ask  advice,  to  throw 
herself  once  more  upon  guidance,  and  so,  if  it  might 
only  be,  to  have  rest — ^rest  for  the  conscience,  rest  for 
the  heart. 

But  she  had  no  opportunity  for  yielding  to  the 
temptation.  Mrs.  Tracy  began  immediately  in  her 
very  quiet  rather  slow  tone  :  *  I  would  not  have  dis- 
turbed you  if  I  could  have  avoided  it,  but  I  am  obliged 
to  speak  for  Charlotte's  sake.     You  know  how  we 


A  GLIMPSE  OP  THE  WORLD.  381 

are  situated  with  regard  to  Mr.  Verney.  I  have 
seen  the  report  in  Miss  Greaves's  letter,  but  I  cannot 
find  out  whether  you  confirm  it ;  and,  indeed,  it  is 
very  important  that  I  should  know.' 

*  If  you  would  not  ask  me  ! '  exclaimed  Myra,  *  I 
told  Miss  Stuart  that  she  should  write  to  Mr,  Verney. 
I  cannot  answer  or  say  anything.' 

*  In  those  few  words  you  have  said  enough,'  replied 
Mrs.  Tracy,  somewhat  haughtily.  *  I  can,  of  course, 
quite  understand.  Only,  Miss  Cameron,  for  your 
sister's  sake,  it  is  fair  that  you  should  know  the 
character  of  the  man  to  whom  she  is  willing  to  give 
herself.' 

Myra's  face  became  rigid  in  the  effort  to  keep  down 
her  struggling  feelings. 

Mrs.  Tracy  went  on.  *  Two  years  ago  Mr.  Verney 
became  attached  to  my  niece.  Her  father  was  then 
in  possession  of  a  good  fortune,  and  he  was  likely  to 
increase  it.  Mr.  Verney  knew  this,  and  I  do  not 
think  I  do  him  any  injustice  when  I  say  that  money 
is  a  great  consideration  with  him.  He  is  a  man  of 
self-indulgent,  extravagant  habits.  At  one  time  he 
gambled  considerably,  though  when  he  first  became 
acquainted  with  Charlotte,  he  professed  to  have  given 
up  the  practice.  He  won  her  affections  slowly,  by 
the  most  unremitting  attentions.  He  flattered  and 
sympathised  with  her,  and  they  had  literary  pursuits 
in  common.  She  disliked  his  principles  at  first,  but 
by  degrees  she  became  accustomed  to  them,  and — ' 
Mrs.  Tracy  paused,  and  drew  a  long  breath  — *  that 
is  the  saddest  part — he  calls  himself  a  Christian  ;  for 
any  definite  faith  he  possesses  he  might  as  well  call 
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himself  a  Mahometan.  They  have  been  engaged 
now  for  nearly  a  year.  At  first  the  marriage  was 
to  have  taken  place  at  once,  but  my  brother-in- 
law's  affairs  were  rather  embarrassed  at  the  tim'e,  and 
there  was  a  delay  in  consequence.  It  was  thought 
that  they  [would  soon  come  right,  and  Mr.  Verney 
exerted  himself  very  much  to  set  them  right.  He 
lent  money,  and  mixed  himself  up  with  business, 
entirely,  as  he  said,  from  love  to  Charlotte,  and  I 
believed  him.  I  believe  him  now.  I  have  no  doubt 
of  his  love  for  her,  but ' 

*  But  what  ? '  exclaimed  Myra. 

*I  believe  he  wants  moral  courage,  and  there  is 
nothing  so  cruel  as  cowardice.  He  knew  from  the 
first  that  his  own  income  would  not  be  sufficient  to 
marry  upon,  because  he  had  involved  himself  by  his 
gambling  debts  and  extravagance.  He  did  not 
dare  say  what  his  real  condition  was,  and  so  he 
speculated,  hoping  to  retrieve  what  he  had  lost. 

*  Things  became  worse  and  worse.  He  was  never 
open  either  with  Charlotte  or  her  father.  It  was 
always  delay,  excuse,  and  hope — hope  which  was 
never  fulfilled.  He  left  India  partly  because  his  health 
had  suffered  from  the  climate,  partly  with  the  idea  of 
raising  some  money  that  was  needed  for  my  brother- 
in-law's  business,  which,  in  fact,  had  become  in  a 
great  measure  his  own.  When  we  parted,  I  entreated 
him  to  break  off*  his  engagement,  or  at  least  to  tell 
Charlotte  exactly  how  he  was  circumstanced.  I  felt, 
and  he  felt,  that  it  was  excessively  unlikely  the 
marriage  could  ever  take  place.  I  saw  that  un- 
certainty was  rapidly  undermining  Charlotte's  healthy 
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and  I  was  quite  sure  tbat  she  was  brave  enough  to 
bear  the  truth;  but  I  could  get  nothing  from  him. 
If  for  one  moment  I  brought  him  to  the  point  of 
courage  and  sincerity,  the  next  he  slid  from  my  grasp, 
and  everything  was  as  vague  as  before.     In  my  heart 
I  felt  convinced  that  he  would  have  been  thankful 
to    be    free.     He   loved  Charlotte  unquestionably, 
but  not  well  enough  to  make  sacrifices  for  her.     He 
is  a  man  of  the  world.  Miss  Cameron,  and  no  man  of 
the  world  can  ever  make  self  second.    He  suggested 
that  I  should  tell  her  everything,  and  should  persuade 
her  to  take  the  first  step  towards  breaking  off  the 
engagement.     So  mean  it  was  in  him!  so  cowardly! 
He  wished  to  screen  himself  from  any  blame  which  the 
world  might  attach  to  him.     When  I  declined  to 
interfere,  he  strove  to  throw  the  responsibility  of  the 
consequences  upon  me.     But  I  have  seen  enough  of 
life,  Miss  Cameron,  to  know  that  it  is  the  greatest  of 
mistakes  to  undertake  a  duty  which  does  not  belong 
to  you.   Mr.jVerney's  affairs  and  Mr.  Vemey's  marriage 
were  in  his  own  hands.    Neither  my  brother-in-law 
nor  my  niece  would  have  endured  any  interference 
from  me.     And  indeed  so  unstable  is  Mr.  Verney,  and 
from  his  moral  cowardice  so  little  to  be  depended 
upon,  that  even  if  I  had  consented  to  open  the  ques- 
tion with  my  niece,  I  could  not  have  reckoned  upon 
his  support.     He  would  have  allowed  me  to  urge  the 
breaking  off  of  the  engagement,  and  then,  when  he 
saw  her  distress,  he  would  have  turned  round  upon 
me  with  reproaches.' 

Mrs.  Tracy  paused  for  an  instant,  but  Myra  made 
no  observation.    Except  a  nervous  movement  of  her 
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hands,  there  were  no  outward  signs  of  feeling.    Mrs. 
Tracy  went  on.     *  Directly  after  Mr.  Vemej  arriTed 
in  England  he  wrote,  begging  that  Charlotte  mod 
inyself  would  follow  him.     He  spoke  hopefullj  of  his 
prospects,  and  appeared   excessively  anxious  about 
Charlotte's  health.     My  brother-in-law  insisted  upon 
our  going.   He  is  a  man  of  essentially  weak  character, 
his  whole  life  has  been   a  failure,  and  he  believes 
in  every  new  plan  which    is    suggested   to    him. 
Moreover,  he  had  been  from  the  first  entirely  under 
Mr.  Yemey's  influence.     What  he  expected  fixmi 
our  visit  to  England,  except  the  possible  improve- 
ment of  Charlotte's  health,  I  cannot  say.   For  mys^, 
I  had  no  hope  of  improvement  in  that  respect  firmn 
anything  except  certainty,  it  mattered  not  of  what 
kind.     It  is  suspense  which  has  worn,  and  is  still 
wearing  away  this  poor  child's  life. 

*  As  to  Mr.  Verney,  I  believe  his  love  rose  and  fell 
with  the  condition  of  his  pecuniary  affairs.  If  he 
could  marry  Charlotte  and  live  in  ease  and  comfort^ 
he  would  be  glad  to  do  so ;  and  when  first  he  came 
home  I  have  no  doubt  he  persuaded  himself  it  w^ould 
be  possible,  and  wrote  to  us  accordingly.  But  his 
views  were  all  dreamy.  He  did  not  really  know 
what  he  expected,  and  before  we  reached  Trieste 
everything  was  as  unsettled  as  ever.  We  were  met 
there  by  letters  telling  us  that  we  should  do  better 
not  to  come  to  England;  that  it  would  be  more 
economical  to  be  on  the  continent ;  that  he  would 
join  us.' 

*  But  you  have  not  seen  him  ?  '  exclaimed  Myra. 

*  Yes,'  replied  Mrs.  Tracy ;  *  I  have  seen  him  for 
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one  half  hour;  the  first  night  of  our  arrival.  He 
refused  to  see  Charlotte,  he  refused  to  be  open  with 
her.  He  said,  as  before,  that  he  would  write  to  her. 
So  he  left  her,  I  believe  to  die.' 

Myra  buried  her  face  in  her  hands.  It  was  at  that 
very  time  that  Mr.  Yemey  had  engaged  himself  to 
Rosamond ! 

*  Now  remember/  continued  Mrs.  Tracy,  *  that 
when  I  tell  you  all  this,  I  do  not  in  the  least  accuse 
Mr.  Verney  of  deliberate  treachery.  Even  if,  as  I 
fully  believe,  he  has  engaged  himself  to  your  sister, 
and  has  thus  most  miserably  deceived  both  her  and 
Charlotte,  I  believe  there  has  been  no  preconcerted 
cruelty  to  either.  Mr.  Verney  is  not  an  unfeeling 
man ;  on  the  contrary,  he  is  rather  tender-hearted ; 
there  is  nothing  he  dislikes  more  than  the  sight  of 
pain,  and  it  is  because  of  this  dislike  that  he  has 
shrunk  from  saying  to  my  niece  what  he  knew  would 
distress  her.  Possibility  also  is  everything  with  him. 
That  which  he  can  do  easily  he  will  do  readily.  And 
what  I  am  now  going  to  say  I  must  beg  you  to  believe 
is  from  no  wish  to  make  inquiries  which  may  seem 
impertinent.  But,  as  there  is  no  doubt,  that  the 
pecuniary  difficulties  which  have  stood  in  the  way  of 
his  marriage  with  Charlotte,  have  cooled  rather  than 
stimulated  his  love,  so  if  a  marriage  with  your  sister 
has  in  any  way  been  made  practicable  to  him  —  the 
very  fact  of  its  practicability  is  likely  to  have  excited 
what  he  may  fancy  an  affection  for  her.  He  would 
fall  in  love,  or  imagine  himself  in  love,  with  the  heiress 
of  twenty  thousand  pounds  more  readily  than  with  the 
heiress  of  five — not  from  any  deliberate  calculation, 
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but  simply  because  in  the  one  case  he  would  see  his 
way  to  the  attainment  of  his  end  more  quickly  than 
in  the  other.' 

Myra  looked  up  shocked,  and  a  faint  smile  passed 
over  Mrs.  Tracy's  face.    '  We  must  not  be  hard  on 
human  nature,  my  dear.     Mr.  Yemey  would  not  be 
a  bad  man  because  he  unconsciously  calculated  con- 
sequences, but  he  will  be  a  bad  man  if  he  is  not  open 
with  your  parents  and  your  sister.    I  can  talk  to  yoa 
without  the  slightest  wish  to  bring  Mr.  Yerney  back 
to  my  niece.    On  the  contrary,  I  have  but  one  earnest 
desire  —  to  have  all  connection  and  communication 
with  him  broken  off.   But  it  is  due  to  you  to  say  that 
the  same  difficulties  which  have  prevented  his  carry- 
ing out  his  engagement  with  Charlotte  not  only  exist 
still,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  but  are  very  greatly 
increased.    His  income,  if  he  should  return  to  India^ 
would  be  claimed  by  his  creditors,  and  he  would  be 
utterly  unable  to  support  a  wife  and  family,  for  what- 
ever private  fortune  he  may  at  one  time  have  had  is 
now  gone,  swallowed  up  in  the  wreck  of  my  brother- 
in-law's  affairs.   The  latter  fact  is  by  no  means  gene- 
rally known.     There  have  been  hopes  of  retrieving 
the  business  till  within  the  last  two  months,  but  my 
brother-in-law  himself  now  acknowledges  that  it  is 
hopeless.     You  may  make  use  of  this  information  as 
you  think  best,' 

*  And  may  I  say  that  I  have  received  it  from  you  ?' 
asked  Myra,  her  voice  trembling  with  agitation. 

*  Certainly :  your  friends  will,  I  hope,  understand 
that  I  can  have  but  one  object  in  making  such  a 
communication.    K  they  do  not,  still  I  must  say  what 
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I  feel  to  be  right,  and  bear  wliatever  imputation  of 
a  double  motive  may  be  laid  upon  me.' 

*  They  could  not  distrust  you,  I  would  explain, —  I 
would  assure  them,'  began  Myra 

But  Mrs,  Tracy  interrupted  her.  There  waa 
something  almost  bitter  in  her  tone  as  she  said : 
*  Dear  Miss  Cameron,  do  not  trouble  yourself  with 
any  explanation  on  my  account.  When  you  have 
had  my  experience  you  will  learn  to  accept  miscon- 
struction and  misrepresentation  very  quietly.  There 
is  a  Day  coming  when  we  shall  all  know  each  other 
truly.  I  am  quite  willing  to  wait  for  it.  Only  for- 
give me  for  taking  up  your  time,  and,  I  fear,  giving 
you  pain.* 

Myra  had  no  wish  then  to  open  her  heart  to  Mrs. 
Tracy,  and  seek  counsel  and  comfort.  The  stoicism 
and  Apparent  indifference  of  her  manner  were  re- 
pelling. She  had  never  before  seen  the  effect  of  long- 
continued  disappointment  and  experience  of  decep- 
tion. Sorrow  would  have  seemed  natural,  but  calm 
enduring  contempt  chilled  and  perplexed  her.  Even 
now  she  could  not  realise  Mr,  Verney's  baseness;  she 
only  thought  of  him  as  having  once  been  noble. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

BRILLIANT,  noisy,  and  sunshiny,  were  the 
splendid  streets  of  Paris.  Carriages  thronged 
the  Champs  Elys^es  and  the  Bois  de  Boulogne, 
groups  of  idlers  crowded  the  cafSs  and  the  restau- 
rants, men  of  business  rushed  along  the  Boulevards  ; 
fashionable  worshippers  and  curious  sight-seers  as- 
cended the  steps  of  the  Madeleine.  There  was  no 
place  so  pleasant  to  Rosamond  as  Paris ;  whilst  she 
could  flaner  through  the  streets  in  the  morning,  go 
to  the  theatre  in  the  evening,  eat  an  unlimited 
quantity  of  ices  and  bonbons,  and  spend  a  moderate 
sum  in  lace,  ribbons,  and  little  jewelleries,  she  could 
even  be  content  for  a  while  to  exist  without  flirting. 
Under  present  circumstances  Rosamond  naturally 
attributed  this  possibility  to  her  attachment  to  Mr. 
Verney.  She  was  sentimental  to  herself  about  it,  and 
found  actual  pleasure  in  contrasting  her  own  pretty 
quiet,  modest  ways,  with  the  forward  independent 
style  of  the  fast  young  ladies  who  presented  them- 
selves to  the  astonished  Parisians  as  the  ilite  of 
English  society.  For  this  was  one  great  advantage 
possessed  by  Rosamond — when  she  found  herself  so 
placed  that  she  could  not  attract  admiration  from 
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others,  she  was  always  able  to  admire  herself.  Like 
the  camel  in  the  desert,  she  kept  a  supply  of  civil 
speeches  and  pleasant  flatteries  in  her  memory  where- 
with to  refresh  her  thirsty  spirit  whenever  she  was 
inclined  to  grow  weary  of  a  matter-of-fact  life.  And 
now  she  had  something  still  better  to  fall  back  upon. 
She  was  engaged — and  that  to  a  man  whom  everyone 
allowed  to  be  superior  in  taste  and  talent^  and  whose 
least  words  of  approbation,  therefore,  carried  weight. 
For  the  present,  indeed,  the  engagement  was  secret, 
and  so  there  was  an  absence  of  outward  excitement ; 
but  the  concealment  was  only  temporary,  and  it  cer- 
tainly heightened  the  romance.  And  thus  Rosamond 
was  very  happy  in  Paris,  and  quite  contented  to  walk 
with  her  brother  Edmund,  and  drive  with  her  mother; 
and  when  she  was  not  otherwise  engaged,  to  write  to 
Mr.  Verney.  She  knew  what  no  one  else  did — all  his 
movements;  and  it  had  been  one  of  her  little  inward 
triumphs  to  hear  the  complaints  of  his  silence  and 
indecision,  whilst  she  knew  exactly  where  he  had 
been  and  where  he  meant  to  be.  Rosamond's  element 
was  petty  mystery,  and  up  to  this  time  she  had  never 
found  sufficient  to  satisfy  her. 

But  the  correspondence  had  not  been  very  fre- 
quent, on  Mr.  Verney's  side  especially.  He  had 
written  once  to  Ischl,  and  the  enclosed  letter  to 
herself  had  been  forwarded  by  Myra.  Since  then 
two  other  letters  had  been  addressed  to  Myra  at  Paris. 
It  was  evident,  therefore,  that  he  did  not  yet  know 
that  she  had  been  left  behind  at  St.  Wolfgang.  Rosa-* 
mond  concluded  that,  as  it  so  frequently  happens  when 
people  are  travelling,  the  particuW  le>\.\«t  va.  VtsN.^ 
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she  had  mentioned  this  circumstance  had  not  reached 
him.  The  arrangement,  however,  worked  jast  as 
well  as  regarded  herself.  She  opened  Myra's  letter, 
took  out  her  own,  and  foi*warded  the  few  lines  to  St. 
Wolfgang ;  and  then,  in  her  kind  pleasant  way,  ex- 
pressed her  satisfaction  at  Mrs.  Yemej's  being  so 
fond  of  Mjra.  '  It  was  such  a  good  thing  for  poor 
little  Mjra,  and  had  made  her  quite  a  different 
person,'  and  stately  Mr.  Cameron  eulogised  Mr. 
Yemej  in  a  speech  so  well  put  together  that  it  woold 
have  been  quite  an  event  if  anything  so  good  bad 
been  heard  in  Parliament,  and  innocent  Mrs.  Cameron 
said  to  herself,  and  repeated  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Vernej, 
that  the  friendship  of  a  man  of  Mr.  Yemey's  age 
and  character  was  quite  a  boon  to  her  young  people. 
So  safe  and  so  superior  he  was,  she  only  longed  for 
him  to  return  to  them  I 

Only  Edmund  was  silent.  He  cordially  disliked 
Mr.  Yemey,  and  for  that  reason  said  little  aboat  him. 
He  had  no  suspicions,  however,  and  nothing  in  Rosa- 
mond's manner  awakened  them.  It  was  merely  the 
instinct  of  a  truthful  nature,  repelled  by  one  that  was 
false.  Edmund  and  Myra  were  alike  in  this  charac- 
teristic; and  Myra  would  long  since  have  judged  Mr. 
Yemey  as  her  brother  did,  but  for  the  unconscious 
vanity  which  was  flattered  by  his  sympathy,  and  the 
womanly  reverence  and  longing  for  guidance  which 
made  her  submit  to  his  intellect,  whilst  wilfully 
closing  her  eyes  to  everything  that  was  deficient  in 
his  principles. 

*  He  is  a  very  good  fellow,  I  don't  doubt,* 
Wis  Edmimd's  exclamation  at  breakfast  the  fourth 
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morning  of  their  stay  in  Paris,  in  reply  to  one  of  his 
mother's  now  frequent  sighing  wishes  that  they  could 
hear  something  of  dear  Mr.  Yerney.  *  But  I  am  not 
bound  to  like  him.  I  believe  I  inherit  my  father's 
prejudice  against  all  Verneys.' 

*  Except  the  Colonel,'  said  Rosamond.  *  You  and 
he  are  immense  friends.' 

*  Well,  yes.  He  does  give  you  a  blow  in  your  face, 
and  not  behind  your  back  ;  which  is  more  than  can 
be  said  for  his  wife.' 

*Edmimd,  my  dear,'  interrupted  Mrs.  Cameron, 

*  I  must  beg  of  you  not  to  say  anything  against  Mrs. 
Verney,  it  may  be  so  awkward,  for  I  have  a  note 
here,  telling  me  that  they  are  in  Paris.' 

'  In  Paris ! '  and  Edmund  uttered  a  hasty  and  not 
very  complimentary  ejaculation.  *What  do  they 
come  here  for  ? ' 

*  To  see  the  world,  I  suppose,'  observed  Rosamond. 

*  That  is  what  everyone  comes  to  Paris  for.  I  think 
myself  that  it  will  be  charming  having  them  here. 
Mrs.  Verney  is  so  good-natured  and  knows  every- 
one.' 

*  I  wish  you  to  understand,  Rosamond,'  said  Mr* 
Cameron,  looking  up  from  the  *Galignani'  which,  in 
default  of  the  *  Times,'  was  his  morning  soporific  — 
^  I  wish  you  to  understand  that  I  can  allow  no  such 
constant  intercourse  with  Colonel » Verney *s  family  in 
Paris  as  went  on  in  London.  It  was  too  much. 
Politically  opposed  as  we  are,  our  social  intercourse 
must  necessarily  be  subject  to  certain  restraints. 
Mrs.  Verney's  great  good  sense  is  indeed  a  very 
redeeming  item  in  the  aggregate  of  family  qualities, 
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and  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  I  very  highly 
appreciate  her  ;  but,  unfortunately,  her  excellenee 
will  not  in  the  eye  of  the  world  atone  for  her  hus- 
band's violence  and  party-spirit ;  and  I  heard  remarks 
made  before  we  left  England,  which  proved  to  me 
that  it  would  be  unwbe  to  allow  any  further  demon- 
strations of  great  intimacy.  I  have  thought  fit  to 
say  this,  and  I  desire  you  to  remember  it.' 

Mr.  Cameron  laid  down  the  paper,  and  stalked  out 
of  the  room,  Mrs.  Cameron  looking  at  him  with  a 
strained  frightened  glance  of  her  weak  eyes;  whilst 
Edmund  strolled  to  the  window,  and  Rosamond,  who 
had  not  quite  finished  her  breakfast,  remarked  how 
difficult  it  was  in  Paris  to  get  an  egg  properly 
boiled. 

*  Your  father  places  me  in  a  very  awkward  posi- 
tion,' murmured  Mrs.  Cameron,  after  carefully 
glancing  round  the  room,  to  be  certain  that  the  door 
was  closed ;  *  he  shows  such  attentions  to  the  Ver- 
neys  whenever  we  are  near  each  other;  indeed,  I 
often  say  he  listens  to  Mrs.  Yemey  much  more  than 
he  does  to  me ;  and  it  was  entirely  his  doing  having 
Mr.  Yerney  with  us  at  Munich  and  Ischl.  I  should 
never  have  thought  of  asking  him  to  stay ;  I  should 
not  have  considered  it  proper — indeed,  it  was  not; 
but  I  could  not  help  it,  and  he  made  himself  so  help- 
ful and  agreeable,  and  is  really  so  very  charming.' 

*  I  do  n't  see  the  impropriety,'  exclaimed  Edmund, 
laughing.  'Rosamond  and  Myra  are  not  likely  to 
fall  in  love  with  him,  considering  his  age.  It  would 
be  no  use,  indeed,  if  they  did,  for  he  is  engaged.' 

*  Engaged  1  Mr.  Yemey  engaged !  *    Mrs,  Cameron 
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almost  screamed  her  surprise.  Rosamond  turned 
pale,  spread  some  butter  on  a  roll,  and  said :  ^  En- 
gaged, is  he  ?     To  whom  ?' 

*  Some  Indian  girl ;  so  I  hear.' 

*0h!'  And  Rosamond  cut  her  roll  into  small 
pieces,  but  did  not  manage  to  eat  it. 

*But  not  to  tell  us  !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Cameron,  in 
a  soliloquising  tone.  *I  don't  belieye  it;  I  can't 
think — Rosamond,  my  dear,  he  certainly  did  pay 
you  great  attentions ;  and  he  is  fond  of  Myra,  very 
fond  of  her  —  he  told  me  so.* 

*  Platonic  affection  for  young  ladies  in  general,' 
said  Edmund.     *  Just  like  Verney's  humbug.' 

*  But  an  Indian  girl !  Not  a  native,  of  course ; 
that  would  be  too  shocking  ! ' 

*  A  Parsee ! '  exclaimed  Edmund,  banteringly ;  *  a 
regular  fire-worshipper;  a  Miss  Something-jee — 
Something-hoy.  A  capital  hit  it  will  be  for  Verney. 
He  will  get  up  the  Parsee  philosophy,  and  talk  down 
all  the  learned  men  at  aU  the  learned  dinner-parties 
in  London.' 

*But  may  we  know  the  lady's  real  name?'  asked 
Rosamond. 

'  Certainly,  when  I  know  it  myself.  As  it  happens, 
I  only  heard  it  in  an  accidental  way,  and  have  quite 
forgotten  it.  Are  you  coming  to  the  Louvre  this 
morning,  Rosamond?' 

'  I  think  so.  What  time  are  we  likely  to  get  our 
letters  to-day?' 

*  I  will  go  and  inquire  for  them,  and  you  can  be 
ready  by  the  time  I  return.  I  suppose  you  will  call  on 
Mrs.  Verney  to-day,  in  spite  of  my  father's  warnm^a?* 
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*  Oh,  no,  Rosamond !  do  n't  go,  my  love,'  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Cameron.  *  Let  Mrs.  Vemey  call  upon  us ;  she 
says,  indeed,  that  she  wilL  I  do  hope  your  father 
will  be  out.' 

^  Nay/  said  Edmund,  ^  you  had  better  hope  that  he 
may  be  at  home,  for  he  will  be  certain  to  ask  her  to 
dinner.  What  will  you  bet  me,  Rosamond,  that  we 
do  n't  fine  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Vemey  established  here, 
in  the  same  hotel,  by  the  time  we  come  home  ?' 

*  I  never  bet,'  was  Rosamond's  reply.  *  Will  you 
go  for  the  letters  ? ' 

^Oh,  yes,  at  once;  only  I  shall  be  back  again 
before  you  have  settled  which  bonnet  to  put  on.* 

Rosamond  smiled  her  reply  and  walked  out  of  the 
room,  not  in  the  least  hurried  or  excited,  leaving 
Edmund  to  place  Mrs.  Cameron's  work  by  her  side, 
and  arrange  her  sofa  cushions. 

No  letters! — a  circumstance  which  Edmund  con- 
sidered worthy  of  congratulation,  as  they  were  able 
to  go  off  to  the  Louvre  without  delay.  He  was 
enthusiastic  about  pictures  in  his  own  way,  which  was 
not  in  the  least  that  of  a  connoisseur.  Rosamond^  on 
the  contrary,  always  knew  beforehand  what  she  ought 
to  admire,  and  stood  before  Murillo's  'Assumption  of 
the  Virgin,'  murmuring,  just  loud  enough  to  be 
heard,  *  Exquisite  —  quite  exquisite ! '  and  then,  pro- 
fessing to  be  unable  to  leave  it,  begged  Edmund  to 
walk  through  the  gallery  and  return  to  her,  and 
stationed  herself  in  a  graceful  attitude  of  admiration, 
with  her  head  turned  from  the  door.  A  gentleman 
placed  himself  near  to  her,  but  rather  behind  her. 
Rosamond  would  on  no  account  have  turned   her 
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head  directly  to  look  at  him,  but  she  moved  her 
position  a  little,  and  as  she  did  so  Mr.  Yernej's 
voice  said,  'Rosamond,  are  you  alone?' 

Rosamond  did  not  start,  though  her  face  flushed. 
She  merely  put  her  glass  to  her  eye,  to  be  quite  sure 
that  her  brother  was  not  near,  and  then  turning  to 
him,  answered,  'I  am  alone  just  for  these  few 
moments.  If  you  have  anything  to  say  privately, 
say  it  quickly.     When  did  you  come?' 

*  Late  last  night,  or  early  this  morning  rather.  I 
told  you  you  might  expect  me  in  Paris  this  week, 
unless  you  heard  to  the  contrary.   Where  is  Myra?* 

'  At  St.  Wolfgang ;  or,  at  least,  she  was  when  she 
last  wrote.' 

Rosamond  was  not  looking  at  Mr.  Yerney,  or  she 
might  have  been  startled  at  the  change  in  his  counte- 
nance. When  he  paused  to  reply,  she  added,  *I 
mentioned  that  Mrs.  Hensman  took  her  back  with 
her  after  you  were  gone.  What  is  the  matter?'  She 
noticed  his  expression  now. 

'Nothing,  nothing!  She  is  at  St.  Wolfgang,  you 
say?     Alone,  I  suppose,  with  the  Hensmans ?' 

'  No  ;  that  Mrs.  Tracy  and  Miss  Stuart  whom  she 
so  raved  about  are  there,  with  several  other  people ; 
but  indeed,  I  told  you  of  it  all  in  my  letter.' 

*  Foreign  posts  ! '  he  said,  carelessly ;  *  but  she  will 
be  here  soon,  no  doubt.' 

*I  can't  tell  anything  about  her  precise  move- 
ments, only  the  Hensmans  are  most  likely  going  to 
bring  her  here  before  we  leave  Paris.  You  look  so 
distressed  I  protest  I  shall  begin  to  be  jealous.' 

'Poor  little  Myra!'  he  exclaimed;  'yes,  I  am  very 
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fond  of  her.  She  is  snch  a  good  little  thing — only 
too  good.' 

'Just  what  she  is  —  too  good.  Her  conscience- 
crotchets  are  always  coming  in  her  way.  Bat  I 
won't  find  fault  with  her;  I  know  you  are  deroted  to 
her.  By  the  by,  a  most  absurd  thing  happened  this 
morning ;  Edmund  propounded,  at  breakfast,  the  fact 
of  your  engagement.* 

*Mine!     Ours?' 

'  Yours — ^not  necessarily  mine.  I  hope  the  Indian 
young  lady  is  quite  well  ?'  and  Rosamond  looked  at 
him  archly,  but  trustingly. 

His  sallow  cheek  was  quite  livid  as  he  said,  'I 
do  n't  like  jokes  upon  such  subjects.' 

'  You  like  them  better  than  earnestness,  I  snppose,* 
replied  Rosamond,  gaUy.  *If  I  had  believed  it, 
what  would  you  have  said?' 

*  That  you  were  not  what  I  imagined  you  to  be; 
Who  has  sent  such  a  report  abroad  ?' 

*I  never  inquired;  I  did  not  dare,  or  I  might 
have  betrayed  myself.  It  only  shows  how  much  we 
are  to  believe  of  the  world's  gossip.' 

'It  must  be  put  a  stop  to  soon.'  He  hesitated. 
'  Rosamond !  in  six  weeks'  time  I  must  be  on  mj 
way  to  India.    Are  you  prepared  to  go  with  me?* 

It  was  Rosamond's  turn  to  look  grave  then.  She 
repeated  :  *  Only  six  weeks  ?' 

*  Only  six  weeks;  it  may  be  even  less.  What  wiR 
your  father  say?' 

*  Ask  him.* 

*  And  if  he  should  refuse  ?' 

*  Ask  him  again.' 
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Mr.  Yemej  was  silent,  and  Rosamond  continued : 
*I  don't  foresee  the  objection;  I  don't  see  what 
there  is  to  object  to.   My  father  knows  I  must  marry.* 

'It  might  be  better  to  have  an  advocate,'  said 
Mr.  Verney;  *  my  aunt  would  take  our  part.' 

*But  you  have  insisted  upon  secrecy;  you  have 
urged  it,* 

'  Up  to  this  time ;  but  things  are  changed.  Rosa- 
mond, I  must  be  married  immediately,  or  not  at  all.' 

'Immediately  meaning  in  six  weeks'  time?' said 
Rosamond. 

*  Yes.  The  world  is  so  absurd  about  these  matters, 
otherwise  one  might  just  manage  the  matter  one's 
own  way,  and  ask  permission  when  the  deed  was 
done.' 

His  tone  was  light,  and  Rosamond  answered  in 
the  same  style :  *  Thank  you.  To  be  married  pri- 
vately, as  if  I  was  ashamed  of  what  I  was  doing! 
No  congratulations,  no  presents  —  only  grave  looks 
and  reproaches.  Where  is  the  love  that  would  be 
worth  such  a  sacrifice?' 

*  Where,  indeed?'  he  replied,  bitterly.  'But,  Rosa- 
mond, if  your  father  should  refuse  his  consent?' 

'  A  very  large  "  if,"  and  a  very  unlikely  one,  as  I 
have  always  told  you.  I  would  have  asked  him  long 
ago  but  for  your  mysterious  reasons  for  delay,  which 
I  never  could  understand.' 

'  Still,  if  he  should  refuse,  what  would  you  do  ? ' 

*I  will  answer  the  question  when  he  has  refused; 
all  I  say  now  is,  try  him.' 

'When?' 

'  To-day.' 
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Mr.  Yemej  shook  his  head. 

*  Are  70a  a  coward?'  exclaimed  Rosamond,  rmlher 
indignandj.     *  Then  let  me  iiy  him.' 

'Mj  poor  darling  !  so  ignorant^  so  impmdent  !* 
Mr.  Yeme7*s  caressing,  patronising  manner  for  the 
moment)  awed  Rosamond  with  an  idea  of  some  un- 
known danger.  He  continued  in  the  same  tone: 
'  But  leave  it  to  me,  Rosamond  ;  leave  it  to  me,  trust 
me.  And  jou  maj  trust  my  aunt ;  that  at  least  wiU 
he  a  comfort  to  you.' 

<If  I  want  comfort,'  said  Rosamond  petnlantfy. 
'  But  I  see  no  occasion  to  trust  anyone  except  our- 
selves.' 

'  I  do ;  and  I  must  he  the  judge.' 

*  As  you  will,'  was  the  light  reply.  *  If  the  end 
can  he  gained,  I  give  up  the  question  of  means  — 
here  is  Edmund.'  And  moving  away  with  her  quiet 
graceful  step,  Rosamond  went  up  to  her  brother  to 
express  her  surprise  that  Mr.  Verney  should  so  un- 
expectedly have  returned  to  Paris. 
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*  "IITY  dear  Charles,  and  you  are  really  engaged  to 
JjL   that  sweet  girl !   Indeed  I  congratulate  you.* 
Mrs.  Verney  took  her  nephew's  hand  in  both  hers, 
and  looked  inexpressible  satisfaction. 

*  I  did  as  you  bade  me/  was  the  slightly  sarcastic 
reply,  and  Mr.  Verney  withdrew  his  hands,  and  took 
care  to  place  them,  so  that  they  could  not  again  be 
seized. 

*  She  is  indeed  a  charming  creature,  full  of  grace 
and  animation  ;  and  such  a  temper  I  absolutely  un- 
ruffled. The  world  will  only  go  too  smoothly 
with  you  both.  My  theory,  I  confess,  is  that  the 
union  of  two  dispositions,  equally  disposed  to  glide 
down  the  current  of  life  rather  than  to  battle  with 
it,  is  not  desirable  for  the  well-being  of  either  ;  but 
in  this  instance  I  own  I  am  in  fault.  Your  noble 
manliness,  my  dear  Charles,  will  be  a  support  to  her 
feminine  weakness ;  and  when  storms  come,  and  of 
course  they  will  come,  you  will  naturally  confide  in 
and  understand  each  other.  It  is  indeed  a  refreshing 
prospect.' 

*I  wish  I  could  think  it  so,'  was  the  answer. 
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<Ah!  70U  are  morbid.  But  that  has  to  do  with 
health.    I  know  you  always  foresee  difficulties.* 

*  I  do  not  merely  foresee  them ;  they  are  presenV 
he  replied;  'I  must  leave  England  in  six  weeks'  time^ 
and  I  must  be  married,  if  I  am  married  at  all,  in  a 
month.  Mr.  Cameron  will  never  consent,  and  I 
believe  I  was  a  fool  not  to  think  twice  before  I  com- 
mitted myself.* 

<  Oh  I  fie,  fie  !  A  man  in  love  to  talk  so  !  Faint 
heart  never  won  fair  lady.    I  am  ashamed  of  you.' 

'  If  Rosamond  had  the  courage,  or  the  love  which 
she  professes  to  have,*  observed  Mr.  Verney,  sinking 
languidly  into  a  chair,  we  should  avoid  all  scenes  and 
all  difficulties,  by  not  troubling  ourselves  about  con- 
sent. When  the  deed  is  done,  consent  is  always 
ready.  But  she  likes  the  fuss  of  a  public  wedding, 
which  I  detest.* 

Mrs.  Verney  laughed.  *  What  a  naughty  man  you 
are!  The  idea  of  suggesting  a  private  wedding 
because  you  hate  a  public  one.  No  wonder  Rosamond 
is  frightened  at  you.  But  what  is  all  this  terrible 
difficulty  ?  * 

« Merely  that  Mr.  Cameron  is  a  straight-laced 
prig,'  said  Mr.  Verney ;  *  and  will  have  his  daughter 
wooed  and  won  in  regular  order,  for  which  I  have 
neither  time  nor  patience.* 

*Very  right  in  Mr.  Cameron.  Quite  consistent 
with  his  sense  of  propriety  and  decorum ;  but  I  sup- 
pose you  foresee  no  real  objection?' 

*  Do  you  ? '  Mr.  Verney  raised  himself  a  little,  and 
listened  somewhat  eagerly  for  the  answer. 

*  Well !  I  will  not  absolutely  undertake  to  say  there 
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will  be  none.  Objections  are  fashionable.  A  marriage 
without  them  would  be  hors  de  regie.  As  Shakespeare 
says,  "  the  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth," 
and  the  world  is  determined  it  never  shall.  But  I 
see  none  which  would  be  insuperable.' 

'And  those  which  are  not  insuperable,  will  be 
what  ?  • 

*  My  dear  Charles,  what  a  singular  question  !  You 
can  answer  yourself  much  better  than  I  can.' 

*  Money,*  said  Mr.  Verney. 

*  Money,  alas  !  the  root  of  all  evil.' 

*  And  settlements.' 

'  And  settlements,  as  you  say.  But  with  Rosamond's 
prospects,  and  your  Indian  income,  there  can  be  no 
ultimate  difficulty  on  that  score,  though  there  may 
be  a  certain  amount  of  hesitation.  I  should  suppose 
that  your  health  might  be  a  matter  of  uneasiness. 
It  might  compel  you  again  to  leave  India.' 

*  And  in  the  meantime  Mrs.  Fitzgerald  will  die,' 
said  Mr.  Verney,  *  and  we  shall  be  able  to  live  com- 
fortably in  England.' 

*  Very  true  I  quite  unanswerable  indeed ;  except 
that  lawyers  are  not  fond  of  contingencies.  But  you 
would  be  able  to  come  forward  with  a  settlement  of 
your  own,  independent  of  your  professional  income.* 

Mr.  Verney  was  silent. 

*I  understand,'  continued  Mrs.  Verney,  with  a 
meaning  smile; '  slightly  encumbered!  most  single  men 
are.  They  want  wives  to  teach  them  economy.  But 
Mr.  Cameron  is  not  a  grasping  man.  When  he  sees 
it  is  a  case  of  real  affection,  a  real  union  of  hearts, 
he  will  not  stand  out  upon  the  question  of  a  few 
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thousands,  knowing,  as  he  must  know,  what  Rosamond 
has  in  store.' 

*  I  should  like  to  be  certain  of  it,*  said  Mr,  Vemey. 

*  Then,  my  dear  Charles,  makeup  jour  mind  to  take 
the  only  step  by  which  to  obtain  certainty*  Com* 
municate  upon  the  subject  at  once  with  Mr.  Cameron.' 

^  It  will  not  be  possible  at  once.  He  is  so  steeped  in 
prejudice ;  so  anti-Yerney  politically,  that  I  shall 
have  to  fight  a  pitched  battle  upon  the  question  of 
marriage  at  all,  before  we  even  approach  the  matter  of 
settlements.  And  it  might  all  be  avoided,'  he  added 
in  a  lower  tone.  '  It  is  nothing  but  a  woman's  delight 
in  the  frippery  of  a  public  wedding.' 

<  Hush  I  hush  I  I  can't  have  you  talk  so :  you 
forget  what  the  world  would  say.* 

*  The  world  would  talk  for  a  day,  and  then  it  would 
forget,'  was  his  reply. 

*But,  my  dear  Charles,  you  are  merely  joking,  and 
the  thing  is  an  absurdity,  an  impossibility.  It  would 
be  out  of  the  question  for  me  to  help  you,  if  you  had 
any  idea  of  the  kind.  You  must  see  at  once  I  should 
be  compelled  to  ignore  the  whole  proceeding.  So 
improper,  so  highly  improper  it  would  be  ! ' 

'Highly  improper,  but  particularly  satisfactory,' 
observed  Mr.  Verney,  in  a  tone  which  left  it  uncertain 
whether  he  was  in  jest  or  earnest. 

*  You  really  alarm  me,  Charles.  I  feel  quite  afraid 
of  mixing  myself  up  with  an  affair  which  may  have 
such  a  doubtful  character,'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Verney. 
*  I  never  knew  you  so  disposed  to  set  the  world  at 
defiance  before.    But  if  you  are  in  such  terror  of 
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Mr.  Cameron's  frown,  why  not  leave  the  matter  to 
me  ?  or  at  least  let  me  sound  him  ?  I  am  not  afraid.' 

*  You  are  not  going  to  ask  to  marry  his  daughter,' 
said  Mr.  Verney,  throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair, 
with  the  comfortable  sigh  of  a  tired  man,  who  has 
suddenly  found  out  a  position  of  rest.  ^  I  am  not  at  all 
sure  that  you  would  not  state  the  matter  much  better 
than  I  should  myself.  You  have  but  to  convince  him 
that  he  need  not  turn  liberal  because  his  daughter 
marries  a  Verney;  and  as  to  settlements — ^'he  paused. 

'  Ten  thousand  he  will  think  very  little,'  said  Mrs. 
Verney,  *  but  that,  if  I  remember  rightly,  was  all  you 
originally  had.' 

'  You. must  make  him  contented  with  less,'  was  the 
reply. 

Mrs.  Verney  shook  her  head,  and  then  murmured 
to  herself,  *  Certainly,  there  is  the  professional  in- 
come, and  a  retiring  pension  after  due  service.  He 
ought  to  be  satisfied.' 

'  Afraid,  like  myself,  I  perceive,*  said  Mr.  Verney, 
with  a  languid  and  rather  amused  smile. 

The  suggestion  touched  Mrs.  Verney's  pride  in 
her  manoeuvring  powers.  *  It  would  be  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life  then,'  she  exclaimed.  *  If  I  might  be 
permitted  to  give  my  experience,  I  should  say  that 
what  is  commonly  termed  moral  cowardice,  is  more 
frequently  found  in  your  sex  than  in  mine.' 

*  And  women  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread,' 
he  replied.  '  Forgive  the  false  metre.  But  I  grant 
you  have  the  courage  of  ignorance.' 

*  Ignorance  or  knowledge,  it  stands  us  in  good 
stead  :  and  I  find  as  a  rule  that  you  gentlemen  are 
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extremelj  glad  to  avail  jonrselves  of  it.  Bat,  m 
dear  Charles,  in  the  present  instance  jou  do  not  nee 
to  be  assured  that  my  best  efforts  will  be  exerted  i 
your  behalf.  To  see  you  and  that  sweet  girl  imitec 
would  be  a  repayment  for  any  anxiety.  Ton  believ 
me  ?  '  and  again  Mr.  Yemey's  hand,  which  had  bee 
incautiously  placed  in  a  position  of  danger,  was  seised 
and  a  murmured  '  God  bless  you! '  completed  the  in 
terview. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVn, 

SADLY  and  monotonouslj  day  after  day  wore  away 
in  the  sick-room  of  the  good  old  rector  of  Tare. 
Sadly,  at  least,  to  all  but  to  him,  who  was  the  one  ob- 
ject of  sorrow.  It  was  such  a  quiet^  painless  sinking 
to  rest  after  the  work  of  life  was  done,  that  no  one 
could  with  reason  wish  that  circumstances  should 
be  altered.  Dr.  Kingsbury  had  outlived  his  genera* 
tion :  there  were  others  more  active  and  original^ 
with  feelings  more  in  accordance  with  the  spirit  of 
the  age,  waiting  to  take  his  place ;  and  none  could 
venture  to  say  that  a  change  might  not  be  beneficial 
to  the  parish.  The  old  Doctor  himself  felt  it,  luid 
said  it.  In  moments  when  he  could  be  roused  to  con- 
versation, he  pointed  out  his  own  deficiencies  with  a 
clearness  which  was  a  new  revelation  to  the  single- 
hearted  Mr.  Baines,  accustomed  to  regard  his  rector 
with  a  reverence  that  had  scarcely  allowed  him  to 
face  the  possibility  even  of  a  mistake  in  his  judge- 
ment. But  there  was  something  about  to  be  taken 
away  which  no  talent,  or  zeal,  or  originality  could 
supply  ;  something  which  was  embodied  not  in  the 
quaintness  of  the  old  rector's  dress,  or  the  abstruse* 
ness  of  his  sermons^  but  in  the  firmly-gco\isidfid.^);^V 
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consistency  of  life  and  teaching,  with  which  no  pecu- 
liar opinions  of  his  own  had  ever  been  permitted  to 
interfere. 

Whether  our  principles  of  action  are  to  be  governed 
by  *  we,'  or  by  *  I,' — ^by  collective  and  traditional,  or 
by  individual  judgement — is  in  fact  a  question  which 
we  must  all,  in  one  form  or  another,  be  called  upon 
to  debate  at  every  step  in  life.  At  Yare,  the  *  we  * 
was  passing  away  with  Dr.  Kingsbury,  and  there 
were  those  who,  although  unconscious  of  the  cause, 
grieved  over  the  loss  with  a  yearning  regret,  which 
seemed  almost  disproportioned  to  the  termination  of 
an  earthly  existence  already  unusually  prolonged. 

And  there  was  one  to  whom  the  old  man's  death 
would  prove  not  only  the  breaking  up  of  hallowed 
ties,  but,  so  far  as  human  eyes  could  judge,  the  entire 
wreck  of  happiness.  Everyone  spoke  of,  pitied,  and 
felt  for  Mrs.  Patty;  yet  Mrs.  Patty  was  perhaps  the 
only  person,  except  the  Doctor  himself,  who  could 
allude  to  the  approaching  parting  with  perfect  calm- 
ness. 

After  that  first  pang,  kept  to  herself,  or  acknow- 
ledged only  to  God,  Mrs.  Patty  never  once  shrank 
from  the  sorrow  that  lay  in  her  path,  never  once 
tried  to  deceive  either  herself  or  others  respecting  it. 
It  was  strange  to  hear  her  mention  it,  strange,  at 
least,  to  those  who  had  been  accustomed  to  put  aside 
the  thought  of  death — to  look  upon  it  as  a  fearful 
mystery,  only  to  be  hinted  at. 

*  When  you  are  gone,  Doctor  dear,*  she  would  say 
to  her  brother,  '  so  and  so  must  be  done  ; '  and  then 
the  old  man  would  smile,  and  answer :  '  Yes,  TsLtty, 
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quite  true,'  and  proceed  to  give  his  advice  as  calmly 
as  though  he  had  been  speaking  of  things  dependent 
upon  a  common  journey.  It  was  a  great  comfort  to 
them  both  to  be  able  to  do  so.  They  had  been  so 
dependent  upon  each  other  for  happiness,  that  the 
idea  of  any  separation  of  interests,  even  for  a  time, 
would  have  been  more  bitter  far  than  the  bodily  part- 
ing. They  had  talked  of  where  Mrs.  Patty  should 
live,  and  fixed  upon  a  cottage  in  Yare,  and  calculated 
the  expense,  and  even  gone  into  details  of  arrangement^ 
not  at  all  with  the  idea  of  taking  thought  anxiously 
for  the  morrow,  but  merely  from  the  habitual  neces- 
sity of  consulting  and  knowing  each  other's  plans. 
And  what  would  have  been  agony  to  many,  was 
soothing  to  the  simple  mind  of  Mrs.  Patty.  For,  as 
she  said,  *  I  shall  feel  I  am  doing  right.  Doctor,  dear, 
if  I  have  your  sanction  ;  and  if  it  should  please  God 
to  interfere  and  prevent  it,  why  then  I  shall  feel 
right  in  giving  it  all  up.  And  anyhow,  doing  right 
is  all  I  shall  have  to  think  about  for  the  few  years, 
or  maybe  months,  till  we  meet  again.' 

It  seemed  to  those  who  looked  on,  more  likely  to 
be  the  latter  than  the  former,  for  Mrs.  Patty  was 
much  worn  by  her  constant  watching  and  nursing, 
and  Faith  and  Betsey  complained  bitterly  that  she 
would  fidget  herself  about  the  Doctor's  dinner,  and 
not  take  a  mouthful  herself.  She  was  very  energetic 
though,  and  kept  her  eye  upon  the  parish,  and  knew 
perfectly  well  what  was  going  on  at  the  schools,  and 
by  no  means  lost  her  interest  in  her  neighbours;  for  all 
these  things,  besides  being  more  or  less  duties,  were 
interests  to  the  rector,  who  listened  to  her  report  of 
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them  with  a  pleased  smile,  even  when  he  could 
scarcely  rouse  himself  to  answer. 

'  Doctor,  dear,  the  Camerons  are  coming  home,  yoa 
will  be  glad  to  hear,'  was  the  information  giTen  him 
one  morning,  as  Mrs.  Patty,  rather  breathless,  took 
possession  of  the  arm-chair  opposite  to  that  in  which 
he  was  sitting  propped  up  by  pillows. 

Only  a  smile  in  reply,  and  she  went  on  :  'Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Cameron,  and  Edmund  and  Rosamond,  are  to 
come  first,  so  our  servants  say  ;  but  little  Myra  is  left 
behind  with  some  friends.' 

'  Then  I  shtUl  not  see  her,'  murmured  the  old  man. 

*  Please  God  you  will,  Doctor,  dear ;  for  Mr. 
Harrison  says  you  have  a  good  deal  of  strength  yeC 
The  thing  which  troubles  mc  though  is,  tliat  it  has  got 
about,  I  can't  make  out  how,  that  Myra  has  been  ill.* 

*Poor  little  girl!  that  must  be  sad  in  a  foreign 
land.     She  hjis  not  my  comforts,  Patty.' 

*  She  won  t  want  them  so  much,  I  hope,*  replied 
Mrs.  Patty,  *  for  young  things  have  a  wonderful  way 
of  learning  to  do  without  what  they  can't  have.  But 
I  should  like  to  hoar  more.  The  news  came  through 
Miss  Greaves,  and  she  heard  it  from  Mrs.  Do  Lancey, 
but — Isn't  it  time.  Doctor,  for  you  to  take  your  medi- 
cine ? ' 

*  The  globules  will  be  best,  Patty,'  said  the  Doctor, 
and  a  smile  which  had  something  almost  arch  iu  it 
lit  up  his  face. 

Tears  started  to  Mrs.  Patty's  eyes. 

*  Oh,  Doctor !  and  you  a  sane  man  and  a  good  !  * 

*  They  are  least  trouble,  Patty.' 

*  And  they  are  poison !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Patty. 
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'  It  is  all  a  question  of  proportion,  Patty.  But  I 
will  not  vex  you.' 

'  It  is  Mr.  Harrison  whom  you  will  vex,'  replied 
Mrs.  Patty  ;  *  and  I  thought,  Doctor,  you  had  given 
up  the  globules  since  poor  Miss  Medley  lost  her 
senses  by  them,  and  is  never  likely  to  recover  them.' 

'  So  I  had,  Patty ;  so  I  had.  But  I  talked  to  Mr. 
Harrison  yesterday,  and  he  quite  agreed  that  his 
medicine  did  me  no  good ;  and  it  has  a  very  nauseous 
flavour.  But  I  will  take  what  you  pour  out.  Did 
you  say  Mrs.  De  Lancey  knew  about  little  Myra? 
I  have  forgotten  who  Mrs.  De  Lancey  is.' 

*  The  lady  who  has  the  school  in  St.  John's  Wood, 
where  Juliet  and  Annette  have  been  sent,'  replied 
Mrs.  Patty.  *  Now' — and  she  handed  him  the  medi- 
cine— 'just  take  this.  Mrs.  De  Lancey  knows  that 
Miss  Stuart  whom  Myra  wrote  about ;  but  you  don't 
recollect.    Ah  me  ! ' 

Dr.  Kingsbury  leaned  his  head  back  in  his  chair, 
and  his  countenance  showed  that  even  this  short 
conversation  had  been  trying  to  him.  Mrs.  Patty 
took  up  her  knitting,  and  they  both  sat  silent  for 
some  time,  till  the  Doctor  looked  up  and  said  :  *  Mr.  . 
Baines  will  be  here  presently  for  prayers.* 

*At  three  o'clock,'  replied  Mrs.  Patty,  *and  it 
wants  a  quarter  to  three.' 

*  I  pray  God  to  help  little  Myra,  and  to  comfort  her 
friends  if  she  should  be  taken  from  them,'  continued 
the  Doctor. 

*  Surely  we  must  all  do  that,'  said  Mrs.  Patty ;  *and 
it  cheers  me  to  think  that  little  Myra  loves  her 
Saviour,  and  trusts  Him,  and  so  it  must  always  be 
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well  with  her,  but  I  don't  imagine  though,  from  what 
I  heard,  that  she  is  so  very  ill.  Mrs.  De  Lancej 
must  have  heard  the  news  from  Miss  Stuart,  because 
she  is  staying  with  Mrs.  Hensman,  at  that  odd  place 
where  Myra  has  been.  You  remember  now,  don't 
you?' 

.  *  My  memory  grows  confused,  Patty,  but  I  think  I 
recollect  something.  Was  Miss  Stuart  a  very  prettf 
young  lady?' 

*  Very  pretty  and  very  unhappy,  from  all  I  can 
hear ;  and  what  is  more  to  me,  and  to  you  too. 
Doctor,  they  declare  she  is  engaged  to  Mr.  Verney. 
Now,  what  do  you  say  to  that?' 

Mrs.  Patty  gave  a  triumphant  glance  at  the  rector, 
evidently  hoping  that  she  should  excite  and  rouse  him 
by  the  intelligence,  which  she  had  with  most  resolute 
self-denial  kept  as  a  bonne-boitche  for  the  last. 

But  the  old  man  was  too  tired  to  be  excited,  and 
he  merely  answered  quietly ;  *  Then  you  need  not  fear 
any  more  for  Rosamond  Cameron,  Patty.' 

Mrs.  Patty's  eyes  twinkled  a  little  impatiently.  *I 
should  fear  for  her  more  than  ever  if  I  Tvere  her 
mother,  for  I  should  expect  her  to  die  of  a  broken 
heart.  I  never  in  my  life  heard  of  anything  so 
double  as  Mr.  Verney.  Miss  Greaves  says  that  from 
her  experience  she  has  no  faith  in  Indians,  but  I  tell 
her  that  is  uncharitable;  and  I  know,  Doctor,  you 
wouldn't  like  me  to  say  so.' 

*  Indeed  not,  Patty,  and  I  am  sorry  that  Miss 
Greaves  should  indulge  so  harsh  a  judgement.  The 
foundation  of  prejudice  against  individuals  is  con- 
stantly to  be  found  in  prejudice  against  classes,  and 
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I  beg  you  to  tell  her  so  from  me.  I  wish  Mr.  Verney 
well,  whomsoever  he  may  think  fit  to  marry.' 

^  Ah !  Doctor,  but  in  these  days  engagements 
do  n't  seem  to  lead  to  marriage,  and  there  is  the 
difficulty  of  being  charitable.  Miss  Greaves  declares, 
and  I  can't  help  fearing  she  may  be  right,  that  Mr. 
Verney  is  playing  false  with  them  both  ;  and  I  had  it 
in  my  mind  this  morning  to  write  to  Mrs.  Cameron 
and  tell  her  what  I  had  heard,  only  I  did  not  quite 
know  how  to  begin.* 

'  Perhaps,'  said  the  Doctor,  drily,  *  the  young  ladies 
may  have  been  a  little  in  fault,  Patty.  Young  ladies 
are  sometimes  wrong,  and  as  we  are  quite  ignorant^ 
it  may  be  as  well  to  divide  the  blame.' 

Mrs.  Patty  shook  her  head,  but  she  would  not  con* 
test  the  point  with  one  who,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
always  took  up  the  side  of  the  accused;  and  she 
merely  said :  '  I  wish,  at  all  events,  Mr.  Verney 
would  make  haste  and  marry  some  one,  and  then  our 
minds  might  be  at  rest.'  A  remark  to  which  the 
Doctor  roused  himself  enough  to  answer,  *  Which  is 
more  perhaps  than  his  would  be,  Patty.  I  do  n't 
think,  from  what  I  have  seen  in  life,  that  marriage  is 
a  very  resting  process.' 

That  was  the  conclusion  of  the  conversation  for  the 
time,  and  it  soon  passed  from  Dr.  Kingsbury's 
thoughts,  but  not  so  from  Mrs.  Patty's.  She  had  so 
accustomed  herself  for  years  to  look  upon  the  affairs 
of  the  Cameron  household  as  her  own,  that  anything 
which  affected,  or  was  likely  to  affect  them,  was 
recognised  at  once  as  a  personal  interest,  and  again 
she  pondered  the. possibility  of  addressing  a  warning 
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letter  to  Mrs.  Cameron  ;  and  being  stopped  as  befors  1 
by  the  insurmountable  difficulty  of  the  first  & 
satisfied  herself  at  last  by  anticipating  a  long  converw  \ 
BBtioQ  the  very  first  day  of  their  meeting, 

'  I  mnst  be  patient  with  the  poor  thing,  tiioof^ 
said  Mrs.  Patty,  uttering  her  self-admonitdif 
thoughts  aloud  ;  'she  is  quite  ill,  and  nearlj  blind, 
and,  I  daresay,  does  not  see  half  that  goes  on.  Well, 
as  poor  Miss  Medley  used  to  say,  men  are  strange  — 
some  men  at  least.' 

Mrs.  Patty's  detenninatioa  to  postpone  her  letter 
did  not  interfere  with  the  indulgence  of  a  little  na- 
tural curiosity  ;  and  at  the  end  of  her  morning's  walk 
of  inspection  through  the  village,  she  turned  up  tiie 
road  to  the  Hall,  in  order  to  make  assurance  donbly 
sure  by  inquiring  the  exact  day  when  the  family  were 
expected,  and  whether  any  further  tidings  had  been 
received  of  Myra. 

The  house  looked — as  moat  houses  cursed  even 
temporanly  with  absenteeism  do  look — the  picture  of 
desolation.  Carpets  had  been  taken  up,  curtfuns 
taken  down ;  whitewashers  were  in  the  kitchen,  a 
charwoman  in  the  scullery.  Mrs.  Patty  nearly  fell 
over  a  dust -pan  in  the  hall,  and  upset  a  bucket  on  her 
way  to  the  drawing-room  ;  and  then,  finding  no  one 
to  give  her  information,  made  her  way  through  a 
freshly -scoured  passive  to  the  housekeeper's  room. 
But  the  only  person  to  be  found  there  was  a  little 
kit«ben-maid,  once  a  school-girl,  busied  in  laying  the 
cloth  for  Mrs.  Pearson  the  housekeeper's  dinner,  the 
said  Mrs.  Pearson  having  gone  out,  and  not  being 
expected  to  I'eturn  for  half  an  hour. 
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*  And  are  you  left  alone  in  the  house,  Fanny  ? '  said 
Mrs.  Patty  kindly  ;  *  you  must  have  enough  to  do.' 

*  Please,  ma'am,  the  others  are  gone  away  for  a 
holiday,  but  they  are  all  coming  back  to-morrow.' 

*  So  soon!  I  suppose,  though,  you  expect  your  master 
and  mistress  back.' 

*  Please,  ma'am,  they  are  to  be  here  by  the  end  of 
the  week.  Mrs.  Pearson  had  a  letter  to-day ; '  and 
Fanny  looked  up,  proud  of  the  extent  of  her  informa- 
tion. 

*  And  Miss  Myra  is  not  coming,  I  believe,'  said 
Mrs,  Patty. 

'Mrs.  Pearson  did  not  tell  me,  ma'am;  she 
only  said  things  were  to  be  put  right  in  a  hurry, 
which  is  why  we  are  so  busy.  Conyers  wrote  to 
Mrs.  Pearson  too.'  Fanny  paused  —  it  was  evident 
she  wished  to  be  asked  what  Conyers  had  said  ;  and 
Mrs.  Patty  very  innocently  fell  into  the  snare,  and 
inquired  if  Conyers  had  mentioned  anything  more. 

*  Only  about  the  wedding,  please  ma'am.'  Fanny 
simpered,  and  looked  at  Mrs.  Patty's  astonished  face, 
and  simpered  again;  and  unable  to  resist  telling 
what  she  knew,  added,  'Miss  Cameron  and  Mr. 
Vemey,  ma'am.' 

Not  one  word  was  obtained  in  answer  from  Mrs. 
Patty.  She  stood  as  if  turned  into  stone,  her  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  surprised  and  rather  frightened  girl — 
who,  instantly  conscious  that  she  had  betrayed  what 
had  been  confided  to  her  in  secrecy,  added,  *K 
you  please,  ma'am,  I  was  not  to  say  it  to  anyone  ; 
but  Mrs.  Pearson  could  not  be  angry  about  you. 
Only,  if  you  please  not  to  say  I  told  it ; '  and  then, 
taking  up  some  plates  which  she  lia4  yx%\.  \kv!^  ^\jl^^ 
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table,  she  barried.  out  of  the  room,  not  daring  to  trust 
&ay  longer  to  her  own  prudence. 

Bewilderment  had  been  Mrs.  Patty's  first  seueation, 
ntter  incredulitj  was  the  second.  The  Tery  fact  of 
the  intelligence  reaching  her  in  such  a  form  yroB  cod- 
clusive  against  it.  It  was  but  the  reTival  of  the  eld 
report,  and  her  own  private  information  from  Wa 
Greaves  roust  be  more  trustworthy.  But  Mrs.  Patty 
could  not  be  satisfied  with  these  convictions.  Slie 
sat  down  to  await  the  return  of  Mrs.  Pearson,  not 
intending  to  ask  any  questions  which  might  betny 
her  authority,  and  bo  cause  mischief,  but  feeling  quite 
sure  that  it  would  not  be  in  the  housekeeper's  powar 
to  conceal  the  news  if  it  really  had  been  given  her  as 
anything  more  than  rumour. 

And  so,  to  Mrs.  Patty's  dire  amazement,  almost  the 
first  words  which  were  spokeu  by  the  portly  Mrs. 
Pearson,  as  she  came  ia  tired  from  her  walk  atd 
apologised  for  sitting  down  in  her  arm-chair,  were, 
*Of  course,  Mrs.  Patty,  you  liave  heard,  and  I  need 
make  no  secret — it  has  not,  indeed,  been  told  |ne 
officially,  but  I  shall  doubtless  receive  instructions  by 
to-morrow's  post — the  wedding,  Conyers  assures  me, 
must  come  off  very  soon,  for  Mr.  Verney  goes  to 
India  immediately.  Poor  Miss  Cameron  !  what  a 
change  for  her,  but  there  is  no  doubt  she  will  to 
happy,  and  young  ladies  like  to  see  the  world ;  only 
he  does  seem  rather  old,  Mrs.  Patty,  does  n't  he  ? 
And  then  his  health;  I  can't  say  I  should  have 
thought  Mr,  Cameron  would  have  approved  j  bot 
one  never  can  say.  We  shall  be  so  busy  now.  I 
have  been  down  in  the  village  trying  to  get  help,  and 
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I  can't  say  I  have  succeeded  yet  as  I  wish.  The 
house  is  in  terrible  confusion,  Mrs.  Patty,  as  you  see, 
and  all  to  be  ready  by  Friday;  and  the  wedding  to 
come  off  no  one  knows  how  soon ! ' 

Mrs.  Pearson  giving  an  opening  for  an  observation 
by  a  pause,  Mrs.  Patty  asked  ;  *  Has  Mrs.  Cameron 
written  to  you  herself,  Pearson  ? ' 

*  No,  ma'am,  not  exactly.  That  is  to  say,  she  sends 
a  few  lines,  just  to  tell  me  what  changes  she  wishes 
to  have  made  in  the  boudoir;  and  to  beg  that  the  work- 
people may  be  hurried ;  for,  indeed,  they  are  terribly 
dilatory;  but  it  is  Conyers  who  gives  most  of  the 
news,  as  might  have  been  expected.  I  have  no 
doubt,  Mrs.  Patty,  that  my  mistress  would  have 
written  to  me  herself,  if  she  had  not  been  coming  so 
soon  ;  but  as  they  are  to  be  here  on  Friday,  it  was  to 
be  expected  that  she  would  keep  it  till  she  came. 
There  can  be  no  doubt,  however,  of  the  fact — no 
doubt  at  all,'  repeated  Mrs.  Pearson,  perceiving  Mrs. 
Patty's  look  of  incredulity.  *  I  will  just  tell  you  what 
Conyers  says,  if  you  like  to  hear.'  Without  waiting 
for  an  answer,  Mrs.  Pearson  dived  into  the  depths  of 
her  pocket,  and  brought  out  the  important  document. 
*  Let  me  see  ;  it  is  just  at  the  beginning.  "  I  told  you 
in  my  last  that  I  should  have  news  for  you  before 
long.  Mr.  Verney  and  Miss  Cameron  have  made  up 
together  at  last ;  and  we  shall  have  a  gay  wedding  at 
the  Hall  before  many  weeks  are  over.  It  is  not  yet 
publicly  given  out ;  but  I  do  n't  doubt  that  it  will  be 
almost  directly.  The  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Verney  are 
here,  in  the  same  hotel ;  and  Mrs.  Verney  has  had 
talks  with  my  master  by  the  hour ;  so  I  suppose  there 
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have  been  some  difficulties.  It  is  sad  to  think  < 
poor  Miss  Myra  being  ill  and  away,  when  such  thiii| 
are  going  on  ;  but  they  say  she  will  do  very  well, 
she  is  kept  quite  quiet ;  and,  of  course,  she  will  I 
home  before  the  wedding  comes  oC  Then,  at  tl 
postscript,  there  is  something  still  more  decided 
'^Miss  Cameron  has  begun  to  talk  of  buying  1m 
things  ;  for  it  seems  that  they  must  sail  for  Indi 
next  month.**  Was  there  ever  anything  so  quick 
There  can  be  no  doubt  after  that,  you  see,  ma'am 
observed  Mrs.  Pearson,  as  she  folded  up  the  lette 
triumphantly. 

Still  Mrs.  Patty  made  no  reply,  except  to  inqoir 
if  Conyers  said  anything  more  about  Miss  Myra? 

*  Only  just  a  few  words,  ma'am.  In  the  first  page 
I  think  it  is.  **  Miss  Myra  was  to  have  been  her 
to-day  ;  but  Mrs.  Hensman  has  written  to  say  tha 
she  has  a  kind  of  bilious  attack,  which  will  preven 
her  coming ;  so  she  is  to  travel  home  with  them  al 
the  way." ' 

*  Thank  you,  Pearson,'  said  Mrs.  Patty.  *  We  mus: 
hope  all  things  will  go  well,  both  with  Miss  Cameroi 
and  Miss  Myra.'  And  very  greatly  to  the  house* 
keeper's  wonder  and  disappointment,  Mrs.  Patt} 
wished  her  good  morning,  and  left  her. 
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ALONE,  ill,  weary  at  heart,  troubled  in  conscience, 
Myra  lay,  tossing  on  her  bed,  in  the  least  noisy 
room  of  the  Baierischer  Hof  at  Munich.     One  form 
was  ever  flitting  before  her  nervous,  tremulous  vision 
— that  of  the  wan  girl  who  had  bent  over  her  at 
St.  Wolfgang,  and  murmured  :  '  He  is  my  all ! '   And 
now  Myra  kept  close  to  her  pillow  a  little  box,  which 
held  a  lock  of  dark  hair  and  an  enamelled  ring  ;  and 
as  she  clasped  it  from  time  to  time,  to  be  certain  that 
it  was  safe,  the  same  sad  voice  sounded  in  her  ears  the 
farewell  with  which  Charlotte  Stuart  had  parted  from 
her,  when,  in  the  midst  of  the  confusion  of  a  general 
departure,  she  had  sought  for  one  moment  of  privacy 
and  confided  the  treasure  to  her  care.     *  Give  it  to 
him.  Miss  Cameron,  alone.     Tell  him  it  contains  his 
choice.     He  asked  me  for  the  hair; — if  he  should 
keep  it,  he  will  return  to  me.     He  gave  me  the  ring ; 
— if  he  should  accept  it  again,  he  is  gone  for  ever.' 
Hours  had  seemed  days  since  Myra  received  that 
charge.     It  was  in  vain  that  Mrs.  Tracy  had  equally 
urged  her,  in  a  last  interview,  to  do  and  say  nothing 
which  should  in  the  slightest  degree  influence  Mr. 
Verney;    in  vain  she  assured  Myra,  that  for  her 
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niece's  sake  everything  would  be  far  better  left  as  i 
was;  that  a  meeting  would  but  bring  pain  ;  that  undc 
present  circumstances,  a  renewal  of  the  engagemeii 
would  be  most  unwise,  if  not  actually  -wrong.  Th 
one  idea  pressing  upon  Mjra's  conscience  was  th 
duty  of  perfect  openness  upon  all  points.  With  he 
father,  with  Rosamond — above  all,  with  Mr.  Verney- 
to  have  no  concealment  or  reservation.  Rosamond' 
happiness,  Mr.  Yerney's  most  dreaded  anger,  and  th( 
confession  which  she  must  herself  make  of  haying 
been  in  a  degree  party  to  the  secret,  were  all  pu 
aside.  She  was,  as  it  were,  goaded  forward  by  th< 
bitterness  of  her  disappointment  in  Mr.  Verney,  an< 
the  sting  of  her  own  self-reproach;  whilst  tlu 
tenderness  and  sympathy  of  her  young  heart  made  hei 
feel  intuitively  the  mockery  of  her  sister's  professec 
affection  compared  with  the  passionate  love  of  th< 
unhappy  girl,  whose  misery  was  leading  her  to  th< 
verge  of  the  grave. 

Myra  looked  her  last  at  St.  Wolfgang  —  the  grej 
mountains  and  spreading  forests,  the  white  walls  oi 
the  conventual  house,  and  the  steep  banks  of  the 
garden  washed  by  the  waters  of  the  silvery  lake  j 
the  old  church,  with  its  picturesque  arcade  and  tall 
bell-tower;  the  cottages  bordering  the  shore,  and 
the  boats  drawn  up  in  front  of  them,  under  dark 
wooden  sheds, —  all  which  she  had  first  gazed  upoo 
as  forming  a  scene  so  grand,  yet  home-like,  that  i1 
might  make  life  on  earth  a  paradise  —  and  felt  bul 
one  wish  —  to  be  away  from  it,  and,  if  possible, 
forget  it.  But  it  was  not  to  be  forgotten.  Myra 
was  very  young,  very  inexperienced,  and  most  lonelyi 
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and  the  thought  now  connected  with  St.  Wolfgang 
haunted  her.  It  followed  her  in  the  long  weary 
journey  to  Salzburg ;  it  pressed  upon  her  still  more 
when  she  found  herself  in  the  same  hotel  at  which 
she  had  rested  on  her  journey  to  Ischl;  it  urged  her 
to  an  almost  unendurable  eagerness  and  impatience 
when  Mrs.  Hensman  proposed  the  delay  of  two  or 
three  days,  in  order  that  they  might  see  the  things 
most  worthy  of  note  in  the  neighbourhood;  and  by 
the  time  they  had  completed  the  railway  journey 
to  Munich,  Myra  was  suffering  from  something  very 
like  a  nervous  fever.  Mrs.  Hensman  was  frightened; 
the  English  physician  perplexed.  It  was  said  to  be 
a  bilious  attack,  because  no  one  knew  what  other 
name  to  give  it.  But  one  thing  was  clear,  that  ex- 
citement and  fatigue  were  equally  to  be  avoided; 
and  Mrs.  Hensman,  in  her  almost  daily  bulletins  to 
Paris,  entreated  that  the  letters  in  answer  might 
contain  nothing  which  should  in  the  least  disturb 
Myra,  or  aggravate  the  feverish  desire  to  be  at 
home,  which  it  was  so  impossible  to  satisfy.  Not 
that  there  was  any  danger — the  doctor  assured  them 
again  and  again  that  there  was  not  the  slightest 
cause  for  alarm.  Rest  and  quiet  were  all  that  would 
be  needed,  and  in  a  few  days — a  week,  probably,  at 
the  utmost  —  they  might  hope  to  move  again. 

Rest  and  quiet !  What  prescription  is  more  fre- 
quently given,  or  more  easily  acquiesced  in  ?  Mrs. 
Hensman,  indeed,  was  quite  relieved  to  think  that 
things  were  no  worse;  but  Myra  turned  her  head 
aside,  and  felt  too  stony-hearted  for  tears,  and  too 
irritable  and  wretched  for  speech. 

SB  2 
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Griefs  and  trials  are  all  matters  of  comparison 
we  are  apt  to  overlook  this  as  we  grow  old.  When  w( 
have  faced  the  great  battle  of  life,  and  learnt  to  stam 
alone  in  the  conflict,  looking  but  to  Heaven  for  aid 
we  can  scarcely  recall  the  trembling,  almost  agonise( 
hopelessness  with  which  we  gazed  around,  searchiDj 
for  human  guidance,  when,  in  the  Providence  of  God 
we  were  first  brought  into  a  position  of  difficulty  am 
left  to  act  according  to  our  own  discretion,  with  oo 
faith  in  the  judgement  of  others  shaken,  and  our  con 
fidence  in  ourselves  —  nought.  And  this  was  Myra' 
trial,  as  it  is  the  trial  of  hundreds  who,  like  her,  havi 
within  themselves  the  power  and  the  will  to  ac 
rightly  and  fearlessly,  but  whose  faults  have  hiddei 
from  themselves  the  strength  of  their  own  characters 

God's  system  of  education  is  very  unlike  man's 
He  does  with  us  what  we  should  never  venture  to  d< 
with  ourselves.  Man  must  guide,  and  check,  am 
make  definite  rules,  and  map  out  the  lines  of  duty 
God  places  us  where  there  seems  to  be  no  guidance 
no  definite  law — where  rules  are  intricate,  anc 
the  path  of  duty  is  vague :  and  when,  in  our  weak 
ness,  we  would  fain  find  support  in  the  wisdom  of  ai 
idol  of  our  own  uprearing.  He  dashes  it  to  th< 
ground,  and  leaves  us  standing  powerless  and  alon< 
to  work  out  our  career  for  ourselves.  So,  at  least 
we  say.  Whether  the  complaint  be  true — whethei 
we  are  really  to  be  powerless  and  alone,  is  the  ques- 
tion which  must,  for  the  most  part,  be  determinec 
for  each  of  us  by  the  spirit  in  which  we  meet  thai 
first  trial.  As  the  horses  and  chariots  of  fire,  thougl 
hidden  from  mortal  sight,  guarded  the  prophet  oJ 
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old,  so  the  strength  and  the  wisdom  of  God  are 
guarding  the  children  of  His  love,  though  their  eyes 
are  blinded  and  they  cannot  know  it.  Alone,  yet 
not  alone ;  perplexed,  yet  secretly  guided ;  weak,  yet 
strong  with  a  strength  which  the  bravest  of  worldly 
hearts  might  envy ; — it  needs  but  one  prayer  of  stead- 
fast faith,one  fervent  appeal  to  the  boundless  wisdom, 
the  unwearying  sympathy,  which  have  been  theirs 
long,  long  before  they  have  learnt  to  seek  them — and 
discouragement  has  loosened  its  chilling  hold,  and  the 
young  heart  springs  upwards  with  a  vigour  of  pur- 
pose, a  noble  consciousness  of  power,  which  is  worth 
all  the  aid  and  all  the  direction  that  the  wisest  of 
earthly  friends  could  bestow.  True,  indeed,  it  is  a 
trial  which  not  all  can  stand.  There  are  those  who 
must  be  tended  and  advised  at  each  step,  and  for 
them  God  most  mercifully  provides  the  outward  helps 
which  are  essential.  And  there  are  others  also,  who, 
reckless  in  their  self-confidence,  seeing  no  help  from 
their  fellow- creatures,  and  not  caring  to  seek  it  from 
God,  rush  forward  blindly  to  their  destruction ;  but 
it  is  not  the  less  true  that  the  highest  natures,  those 
most  fitted  to  exercise  responsibility  and  be  the 
leaders  of  thought  and  action,  whether  in  public  or 
in  private,  are  in  most  instances  trained  apart  by 
God,  through  the  direct  orderings  of  His  Providence, 
without  the  intervention  of  man.  Little  do  they 
know  at  the  time  of  the  aim  and  purpose  of  their 
lives.  Whilst  struggling  with  difficulty,  and  dis- 
heartened by  the  sense  of  their  own  infirmity,  little 
can  they  feel  of  the  steadfastness  of  purpose,  the 
clearness  of  judgement,  which  they  areliowxV^  ^^\Cyw^. 
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It  is  only  when  looking  back— possibly  after  nuu 
years,  possibly  at  the  very  close  of  life,  with  tl 
blessed  assurance  of  victory  won,  and  the  glorioi 
crown  already  in  sight, — that  they  can  venture  i 
recall  the  difficulties  of  that  season  of  peril.  The 
indeed  will  they  look  up  to  God  with  humble  than] 
fulness, — acknowledging  that  He  who  hath  done  a 
things  well,  is  in  this  most  worthy  of  humblest  grat 
tude,  that,  by  leaving  them  destitute  of  human  suppoi 
|Ie  compelled  them  to  cast  themselves  upon  Him. 

But  those  thoughts  were  far  off  from  Myra  i 
her  sick- chamber  in  a  foreign  land.  As  she  la 
restless  upon  her  bed,  and  so  feverish  that  she  wi 
unable  to  collect  her  thoughts,  it  seemed  an  impossi 
bility  to  settle  what  was  to  be  done,  or  how.  At  on 
moment  she  determined  to  write  to  Mr.  Verney ;  - 
but  the  inexperienced  girl  of  sixteen,  writing  to  th 
man  of  forty,  and  such  a  man,  so  clever,  so  sarcastic 
so  well  versed  in  the  ways  of  the  world !  —  it  was 
task  for  which  she  felt  herself  quite  unfitted  !  An 
what  could  she  say  to  him  ?  How  could  she  exprea 
herself?  In  what  way  could  she  appeal  to  him.  Ad 
miration,  awe,  even  something  like  respect,  still  kep 
their  hold  upon  her.  The  idol  was  not  quite  shatterec 
and  in  Myra's  secret  heart  there  lingered  the  hope 
though  scarcely  the  belief,  that  some  undreamt-o 
explanation  would  restore  it  to  its  former  perfection 
No  ;  she  could  not  write  to  him  and  accuse  him.  0 
again,  she  would  write  to  her  father,  her  mother;  shi 
would  consult  Dr.  Kingsbury ;  she  would  speak  to  Mra 
Hensman.  But  it  was  a  question  of  honour.  Mi 
Yerney  had  confided  his  engagement,  trusting  to  hei 
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secrecy.  Charlotte  Stuart  had  given  her  confidence 
in  the  tone  and  spirit  of  one  who  knew  that  it  would 
not  be  betrayed.  There  was  only  one  thing  to  be 
done-— she  must  see  Mr.  Yerney  and  talk  to  him. 
He  was  always  so  kind  to  her,  so  sympathising ;  he 
would  understand  the  pain  she  suffered,  he  would 
forgive  her;  and  he  might — yes,  she  ought  to  believe 
and  expect  it  —  he  might  explain  his  conduct.  And 
then  Myra  went  through  the  interview  in  her  own 
mind,  feeling  herself  all  the  humiliation  which  she 
believed  Mr.  Verney  would  feel,  and  then  imagining 
his  answer,  and  being  crushed  with  shame  by  the 
discovery  that  she  had  been  guilty  of  a  most  un- 
justifiable accusation.  Or  else,  supposing  it  all  true, 
and  picturing  to  herself  his  anger  and  scorn,  and  Rosa- 
mond's distress,  and  in  all  probability  the  necessity  of 
applying  to  her  father,  and  confessing  not  only  Mr. 
Verney's  misdeeds,  but  her  own  share  in  the  conceal- 
mei^t.  Myra  trembled  at  the  prospect,  and  at  last  re- 
membered there  was  a  third  alternative— to  let  every- 
thing take  its  course.  The  engagement  with  Charlotte 
Stuart,  as  Mrs.  Tracy  acknowledged,  was  virtually 
at  an  end.  Why  then  was  she  to  trouble  herself 
with  it  ?  The  pecuniary  afikirs  were  in  no  way  her 
concern.  What  could  she  know  about  them  ?  No 
doubt  her  father  would  make  due  inquiries,' and  if  he 
was  satisfied,  what  right  had  she  to  suggest  suspicions 
of  Mr.  Vemey's  integrity?  She  might  write  to 
Charlotte  Stuart  and  say  that  upon  consideration  she 
felt  that  it  would  be  better  not  to  interfere  personally 
between  her  and  Mr.  Verney,  and  therefore,  the  ring 
and  the  hair  should  either  be  sent  back,  or  else  for- 
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warded  with  a  note  from  Miss  Stuart  herself,  as  eooi 
as  she  reached  England. 

To  adopt  this  alternative  was  a  sore  temptatioB, 
resisted,  returning,  resisted  again,  and  even  then  not 
overcome,  but  only  adding  to  Myra's  physical  ani 
mental  disturbance,  though  still  the  innate  truth  m 
strength  of  her  character  compelled  her  to  see  tha 
the  difficulty  lay  not  in  the  conflicting  claims  of  dutj 
but  in  the  necessity  of  rousing  her  moral  courage 
1£  she  had  not  feared  Mr.  Verney,  she  would  hav 
felt  no  perplexity  ;  whilst,  however,  she  might  reaso 
upon  the  various  results  of  her  possible  decision,  on 
thing  was  clear :  that  the  consequences  of  huma 
actions  are  uncertain,  and  therefore  can  never  be 
safe  inile  of  right.  It  took  a  long  time  before  Myr 
perceived  the  force  of  this  axiom,  self-evident  thougl 
it  is.  It  dawned  upon  her  only  by  degrees  ;  it  migh 
have  been  the  answer  to  her  intensely  earnest  an< 
perfectly  sincere  prayer ,  and  even  then  the  shrinking 
timidity  of  her  woman's  nature  made  her  long  to  pu 
it  aside.  It  was  too  rigid  ;  it  made  too  little  allow- 
ance for  circumstances  or  human  infirmity  ;  and 
though  at  sixteen  Myra  could  not  reason  upon  its 
strictness,  yet  she  felt  it.  Even  when  at  length,  after 
arguing  and  counter-arguing,  it  stood  out  clear,  and 
she  saw  that  there  was  no  escape  from  it,  and  that  it 
must  lead  her  to  speak  openly  to  Mr.  Verney  at 
whatever  cost  of  pain,  she  acquiesced  in  it  with  a 
hesitating  submission,  very  unlike  the  assured  satis- 
faction of  mature  age,  when  once  it  has  arrived  at  a 
decision,  and  feels  that  that  decision  is  right. 

Strong  in  will,  impulsive  and  passionate  in  feeling, 
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alarmed  at  the  consciousness  of  her  own  force  of 
character,  Myra  could  have  thrown  herself  unre- 
servedly upon  any  guidance  which  came  before  her 
with  a  claim  of  authority  ;  and  at  the  moment  when 
she  most  needed  it,  she  had  nothing  to  aid  her  but  the 
still  small  voice  which  none  can  hear  save  the  upright 
in  heart. 

God  help  those  who  stifle  it,  for  it  is  a  voice  which 
when  once  unheeded,  grows  fainter  and  fainter,  until 
at  length  it  fails  to  be  distinguished  from  the  subtle- 
ties of  human  reasoning. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

AND  while  all  this  conflict  of  thought  was  weftrtng 
awa^  Myra's  strength  At  Munich,  vrfaaC  was  the 
8tal«  of  Mr.  Cameron's  household  at  Paris? 

The  news  of  Mjra's  illness  had  been  received  with 
Teiy  varied  feelings.  Mr.  Cameronj  annoyed  at  not 
being  able  precisely  to  carry  out  the  plans  fornoed, 
in  his  own  opinion,  with  consummate  wisdom,  felt — 
as  he  often  did  feel  when  things  went  wrong — that 
somehow  the  world  might  be  improTed  by  being 
governed  difierently.  Mrs.  Cameron  had  from  anxiety 
an  attack  of  nerves,  which  made  her  more  dependent 
upon  Rosamond  than  usual,  and  therefore  more  in- 
clined to  miss  and  want  Myra.  Edmund,  with  a 
dawning  suspicion  that  Rosamond  was  not  quite  open 
in  all  her  actions,  was  vexed  at  not  being  able  to 
talk  out  his  uneasiness  with  the  sister  who,  though  so 
much  younger  than  himself,  had  lately  been  peculiarly 
congenial  to  him,  Rosamond,  though  expressing 
publicly  a  due  amount  of  disappointment,  was  not 
sure  whether  she  was  glad  to  be  freed  from  Myra's 
scruples,  or  sorry  to  lose  her  sympathy ;  and  Mr, 
Vemey  felt  as  if  an  intolerable  load  had  for  the  time 
been   removed    from  his   shoulders,  and  was  only 
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anxious  to  make  use  of  the  breathiug  space  allowed 
him  before  Mjra's  presence — full  as  she  would  be  of 
St.  Wolfgang  and  its  guests — should  increase  the 
awkwardness  and  the  risk  of  his  position. 

So  it  was  that  Mrs.  Vemey,  urged  on  by  her  own 
delight  in  the  exercise  of  her  manoeuvring  powers, 
and  by  her  nephew's  indolent  impatience,  determined 
at  once   to  break  the   ice,   and  bring   before  Mr. 
Cameron's  mind  the  first  idea  of  the  marriage.     She 
had  never  been  more  careful  or  exercised  more  deli- 
cate tact.      She  was  not,  of  course,  to  propose  in 
Mr.Verney's  name,  that  would  have  been  taking  from 
him  his  man's  privilege  and  position.     She  was  only 
to  insinuate,  to  sound,  to  suggest  the  idea,  and  then 
propound  the  difficulties  herself,  instead  of  allowing 
Mr.  Cameron  to  do  so  ;  and  in  that  way  to  awaken 
a  spirit   of   contradiction   on  the  right   side.     By 
raising  imaginary  objections,  she  was  to  exercise  his 
skill  in  knocking  them  down  with  the  decisive  blow 
which  a  man  alv\rays  delights  to  aim  at  a  woman's 
weak  argument.    When  by  this  means  she  had  en- 
listed his  temper  and  his  pride  on  the  side  of  her 
secret  wishes,  she  was  quietly  to  retire  from  the  field, 
and  leave  it  open  to  Mr.  Verney  to  come  forward  and 
make  the  direct  attack,  which  she  prophesied  must, 
after  such  a  preparation,  be  immediately  successful. 

Poor  Mr.  Verney  I  He  had  never  felt  more  grateful 
to  anyone  in  his  life.  His  was  an  unutterably  mean 
position,  and  he  was  not  mean  by  nature.  To  plan  a 
deception,  to  carry  it  on  consistently,  was  not  a 
pleasure  to  him  as  it  was  to  Rosamond.  He  had 
been  a  gentleman  once,  in  the  world's  sense  of  the 
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epithet,  and  he  could  not  as  jet  realise  the  fact  ^ 

he  was  not  one  still.     He  might  break  a  heart ihi 

was  quite  consistent  with  the  most  refined  feeling 
—  but  he  could  not  deliberately  go  and  declare  hia 
self  possessed  of  a  good  professional  income,  and 
tolerable  private  fortune,  when  he  kne^v  that  in  strii 
justice,  he  had  not  at  that  moment  a  penny  which  1 
could  call  his  own.  It  was  a  most  happy  suggestic 
for  him  that  Mrs.  Verney  should  first  introduce  the 
dangerous  topics.  She  would  do  it  in  perfect  got 
faith.  She  might  utter  unnumbered  falsehoods,  b 
they  would  to  her  own  mind  be  truth  ;  and  111 
Verney's  task  would  then  for  the  most  part  be  limib 
to  a  mere  confirmation  of  her  statements.  A  positi^ 
declaration  is  one  thing,  an  assent  is  another,  at  lea 
in  the  eyes  of  a  moral  coward  ;  and  as  Mr.  Vemc 
reposed  upon  the  velvet  couch  in  his  aunt's  salo 
and  listened  to  her  report  of  the  various  cod  versatioi 
which  were  held,  and  the  progress  which  the  afia 
was  making,  he  became  at  length  so  fascinated  I 
Mrs.  Verney's  description  of  his  prospects,  as  si 
had  placed  them  before  Mr.  Cameron,  that  the  trul 
faded  gradually  more  and  more  from  his  mind ;  an 
before  the  day  of  trial  arrived  he  was  able  to  fat 
the  awkward  demands  of  his  false  position  with 
boldness  which,  in  a  better  cause,  would  have  bee 
quite  exemplary. 

All  this  was  extremely  hard  upon  Mr.  Cameroi 
so  very  unsuspicious  as  he  was,  having  his  eyes  i 
carefully  blinded  by  the  veil  of  his  own  suprem 
self-idolatry!  How  was  such  a  man  to  suppose  thi 
he  could  possibly  be  taken  in  on  the  question  of  hi 
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daughter's  marriage  ?     Other  persons  might  blunder, 

K  might  act  hastily,  might  be  influenced  by  unworthy 

s   motives,  or,  what  was  yet  more  likely,  might  be  such 

c    fools  as  to  be  weakly  won  over  to  consent  to  what 

I    their  better  wisdom  disapproved.    But  Mr.  Cameron! 

— why,  he  had  no  passions,  no  prejudices  —  he  was 

absolutely  untouched  by  the  ordinary  infirmities  of 

human  nature.    Let  the  whole  world  be  wrong,  yet 

he  must  be  right ;  and  when  he  said  '  yes,'  the  man 

would  be  an  idiot  who  should  venture  to  declare  that 

he  ought  to  have  said  *  no  I' 

The  idea  of  woman's  influence  in  such  a  case  was 
an  absurdity.  Look  at  the  way  Mr.  Cameron  ruled 
his  wife  ;  look  at  her  almost  abject  submission,  her 
utter  prostration  of  conscience  and  intellect  before 
the  shrine  of  his  supreme  authority.  Listen  to 
him  when  he  spoke  of  women  generally.  Watch 
with  what  dignified  courtesy  he  quietly  put  their 
opinions  aside  whenever  they  differed  from  him  ; 
how  blandly  sarcastic  he  was  in  manner;  how  politely 
compassionate  to  their  physical  weakness;  how  patron- 
ising to  their  intellectual  powers.  One  might  as 
well  have  imagined  a  man  in  full  possession  of  his 
powers  allowing  himself  to  be  directed  by  an  infant 
in  long  clothes,  as  Mr.  Cameron  in  any  way  directed 
by  a  woman ! 

Mr.  Cameron  had  indeed  begun  his  short  residence 
in  Paris  with  a  strong  determination  to  keep  the  two 
families  apart,  but  when  a  man  is  conscious  of  his 
own  strength  of  purpose  inwardly,  he  can  afford  to 
be  a  little  inconsistent  outwardly.  A  most  benevo- 
lent desire  to  give  his  friends  the  benefit  of  his  in- 
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fallible  judgment  ioduced  him  to  lietea  complacent!^ 
when  Mra,  Vemey  complained  of  the  nois 
hotel  ihej  had  cbosen,  and  asked  his  opir 
the  desirableness  of  taking  rooms  elsewhere, 
have  been  quite  unkind  to  throw  off  a  person  wIm 
evidently  trusted  bo  mnch  to  bis  wisdom,  especial^! 
as  the  Colonel  was  worse  than  ignorant  in  all  mattetvl 
appertaining  to  foreign  life,  and  uttered  his  few  word^  J 
of  French  with  a  vehemence  of  false    accent  quitft  i 
excmciating   to  Mr.    Cameron's   moat    correct   ear,  ^ 
Mr.  Cameron  had  chosen  the  best  apartments  in  tha 
best  situation  for  himself,  and  he  could  not  posai^f 
avoid  stating  the  fact.     It  would  have  been  unfair  t» 
himself  not  to  have  done  so,  for  with  his  reserved, 
rather  stiff  style  of  conversation,  which  was   not  at 
all  egotistical  in  small  matters,  the  world  might  other- 
wise have  remained  ignorant  of  the  perfection  of  his. 
travelling  arrangements. 

It  was  quite  natural  for  Mrs.  Vemey  to  exclaim  in 
reply :  '  The  best  in  Paris  !  then  there  can  be  no  hope 
for  us  of  anything  but  second-best ;  but  yours  is  such 
a  charming  situation.  Is  it  absolutely  impossible,  do. 
you  think,  to  find  apartments  in  the  same  hotel  ?' 

Doubtless  Mr.  Cameron  might  have  thrown  cold 
water  upon  the  idea,  and  would  have  done  so,  if  this 
had  been  all,  but  when  Mrs.  Verney  added,  '  To  be 
ander  the  same  roof  with  you  would  be  everything 
to  UB.  Your  advice  would  be  so  invaluable  j '  the 
assertion  was  so  entirely  in  accordance  with  Mr. 
Cameron's  own  views,  that  he  really  could  not  help 
admitting  it,  and  as  a  necessary  result,  felt  himself 
bound  in  conscience  to  further  the  plan. 


\^ 
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_       Thus  Mrs.  Vemey  established  herself  au  secondy 

•    and  when  the  unhappy  Colonel,  oppressed  by  the 

^  weight  of  sixty  years,  and  constantly  threatening 

}  gout,  toiled  and  panted  up  the  endless  stairs,  and 

wondered  why  on  earth  she  had  brought  him  to  such 

a  tower  of  Babel,  she  sweetly  smiled,  and  drew  his 

.    easy  chair  to  the  window,   and  bade  him  rest  and 

enjoy  himself  with  the  charming    view,    and    the 

columns  of  the  *  Times,'  and  then  glided  away  to  a 

few  moments'  enlivening  chat  with  her  *  dear  Mrs. 

Cameron,'  ending,   as   opportunity  offered,  with  a 

request  for  a  little  advice  from  her  *  excellent  Mr. 

Cameron.' 

The  little  advice  became  a  lengthened  conversation ; 
the  lengthened  conversation  did  its  work,  and  at 
length  the  die  was  cast.  After  a  short  and  some- 
what embarrassed  interview,  in  which  Mr.  Verney 
told  no  actual  falsehood  himself,  and  only  implied 
that  the  statements  Mrs.  Verney  had  made  were  in 
the  main  correct,  he  was  allowed  to  seek  Rosamond 
in  order,  as  it  was  supposed,  to  communicate  to  her 
for  the  first  time  the  state  of  his  feelings. 

Rosamond,  when  afterwards  summoned  to  Mr. 
Cameron,  played  her  part  with  the  most  perfect  grace 
and  simplicity.  She  was  modestly  shy,  deeply  touched 
by  her  father's  kindness  and  generosity  of  feeling, 
and  finally  brought  to  the  confession  that  he  had 
made  her  supremely  happy; — and  so  the  engagement 
was  acknowledged. 

When  the  fact  was  announced  to  Mrs.  Verney,  she 
poured  forth  a  torrent  of  congratulations  and  approval, 
quite  sufiicient  to  convince  Mr.  Cameron  that  he  had 
acted, — as  indeed,  how  could  he  have  done  otherwise  ? 


432  A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE    WOBLD. 

the  part  of  a  tender,  watchful,  wise,  Belf-sacrifid 
parent. 

<  My  dear  Mr.  Cameron,  you  have  been  only  i 
good  in  this  matter.  I  could  not  have  expected 
much  in  a  similar  case  from  the  Colonel.  He,  } 
know,  though  most  excellent,  allows  himself  at  tii 
to  be  carried  away  by  political  feeling,  until  i 
claims  of  private  life  are  unfortunately  ignored.  I 
you  are  so  calm,  so  far-seeing,  so  raised  above 
petty  rivalries.  Your  dear  child's  happiness  is 
you  so  superior  to  every  other  consideration.  A 
my  dear  nephew  I  you  have  raised  him  to  the  v< 
summit  of  felicity.* 

*  Mr.  •  Verney  confesses  himself  deeply  attad 
to  my  daughter,  and  expresses  great  satisfaction 
the  prospect  of  a  union  with  my  family,'  said  1 
Cameron,  raising  his  head  so  as  to  show  the  full  heifi 
of  his  very  stiff  cravat.  *  I  could  have  wished  M 
Verney,  that  some  things  had  been  different  but 
waive  the  objections.  I  have  considered  them  anc 
waive  them.' 

*  Ah  !   most  kind !    most  unworldly  f  would  tfa 
there  were  more  like  you  !     We  should  not  then 
often  see  young  people's  happiness  wrecked  by  co; 
siderations  of  mere  interest.' 

*  My  dear  madam,  understand  me.  I  cannot  loc 
upon  these  questions  as  you  ladies  do.  An  affai\ 
du  cceur  (Mr.  Cameron  was  always  pleased  to  briE 
in  a  French  expression  that  he  might  give  his  hearers 
lesson  in  pronunciation)  is  to  you,  I  am  well  aware,  or 
of  primary  importance,  and,  pardon  me  for  saying  thi 
it  sometimes  engrosses  your  sympathies  so  as  some 
what  to  warp  your  judgement.     The  reverse  is  th 
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'  case  with  me.  1  wish  to  consider  my  daughter's 
feelings,  but  I  should  be  wrong  to  act  without  reference 
to  her  material  interests.  If  I  were  to  do  so,  I  should 
ultimately  sacrifice  both.' 

*  Most  true,'  replied  Mrs.  Verney.  *  The  old  pro- 
verb, when  poverty  comes  in  at  the  door,  love  flies 
out  at  the  window,  is  I  fear  but  too  true.' 

*  Proverbs,  my  dear  madam,  contain  the  wisdom 
of  ages.  That  which  you  have  so  aptly  quoted  is  a 
remarkable  example  of  this  statement,  and  acting 
upon  it,  I  could  not  of  course  listen  to  your  nephew's 
proposal  without  fully  weighing  the  position  in  which 
my  daughter  would  be  placed  as  his  wife.  Now,  I  freely 
own  that  this  is  not  in  all  respects  such  as  I  have 
been  in  the  habit  of  contemplating  for  her.  Rosa- 
mond is  singularly  endowed  ;  she  must  command 
admiration.  I  might  have  anticipated  for  her  a 
brilliant  position, — rank,  fortune,  social,  even  political 
influence.  But,  my  dear  Mrs.  Verney,  I  have  lived 
to  see  the  instability  of  human  greatness;  I  have 
learnt  to  rise  superior  to  it.  When  you  so  candidly 
pointed  out  to  me  the  objections  to  the  union,  I  saw 
them.  I  was  indeed  more,  alive  to  them  than  you 
could  possibly  have  been  yourself;  but  I  reasoned 
thus.  If,  I  said,  I  interpose  to  prevent  this  marriage, 
the  responsibility  of  my  daughter's  happiness  will  for 
the  future  rest  upon  me.  Am  I  prepared  to  accept 
it?  This  was  my  question,  a  very  important  one 
as  you  will  no  doubt  admit ;  and  I  answered  it 
in  the  negative.  Then  again  you  suggested  the 
awkwardness  which  might  arise  from  the  diflerent 
views  which  the  Colonel  and  myself  are  apt  to  take  of 

F   F 
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political  subjects.  I  could  not  denj  your  statemei 
I  know  that  in  the  generality  of  cases  political  difi 
ences  are  likely  to  become  private  differences^  bo 
felt — forgive  me  for  saying  so-. — I  felt  that  yo 
were  the  fears  of  your  sex,  accustomed  as  they  arc 
be  governed  by  impulse.  I  have  no  fears  for  mys 
my  dear  madam.  lam  confident  —  not,  I  hope  i 
believe,  too  confident — of  my  own  self-control;  i 
I  may  safely  engage  that  however  vehemently  Colo 
Vemey  may  think  fit  to  express  his  dissent  from ; 
opinions,  I  shall  always  receive  that  dissent  w 
calmness,  and  shall  never  permit  it  to  interfere  w 
the  courtesies  which  the  union  of  the  two  families  n 
demand.  There  remained  then  only  one  point  for  a 
sideration;  and  here  again  I  give  you  full  credit  fori 
openness  with  which  you  expressed  your  alarm  1 
the  income  which  Mr.  Verney  could  offer,  might  i 
be  sufficient  to  provide  my  daughter  with  the  luxur 
to  which  she  has  been  accustomed.  I  granted  t 
correctness  and  the  weight  of  your  calculations,  I 
I  felt  bound  to  place  in  the  opposite  scale  the  fact  tl 
these  luxuries  were  not  absolutely  essential.  I  co 
sidered,  and  I  believe  I  was  justified  in  considerir 
that  if  Mr.  Verney  could  offer  but  a  comparative 
small  income  for  a  few  years,  yet  the  experience 
those  few  years  might  be  ultimately  beneficial 
Rosamond  by  giving  her  habits  of  economy  ;  and 
know  that,  should  your  nephew's  health  be  spared, 
I  trust  it  may,  the  income  of  a  civil  appointment  mu 
increase,  whUst  my  daughter  (though  she  is  not  awa 
of  the  fact)  is  certain  to  receive  a  considerable  increa 
of  fortune  by  the  death  of  her  aunt.    I  confided  tl 
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fact  to  you  in  secrecy,  but  it  naturally  held  a  foremost 
place  in  my  deliberations.  The  result  was,  as  you 
know ;  I  sacrificed  private  feelings,  and  what  might 
perhaps  be  called  a  justifiable  ambition  for  my  child, 
and  have  given  her  to  the  man  of  her  choice.  The 
world  may  disapprove ;  perhaps  it  will,  but  I  have 
acted  considerately,  prudently,  conscientiously,  and  I 
am  satisfied.' 

*  Indeed  you  have  reason  to  be.'  Mrs.  Verney  was 
so  affected  by  Mr.  Cameron's  touching  summing  up 
of  his  own  merits,  that  her  voice  actually  faltered,  and 
to  spare  the  betrayal  of  her  weakness,  she  had  re- 
course to  a  tender  pressure  of  the  hand.  And  Mr. 
Cameron  himself  was  for  the  moment  almost  un- 
manned. It  was  rarely  he  received  such  winning 
sympathy ;  and  when  Mrs.  Verney  softly  murmured, 
*  We  understand  each  other  ;  now  let  us  go  to  your 
dear  wife,'  he  really  did  feel  that  to  purchase  such 
true  appreciation  of  his  virtues,  he  could  admit  to 
terms  of  brotherly  intimacy,  not  only  the  passionate 
Colonel,  but  even  the  motley  crew  of  liberals,  his 
political  followers,  upon  whom,  when  the  door  of  his 
chamber  was  closed,  and  the  world  was  not  near  to 
listen,  Mr.  Cameron  was  apt  to  bestow  epithets  which 
it  would  be  by  no  means  seemly  to  repeat. 

One  great  point  was  gained,  but  there  were  two 
others  almost  equally  important  to  be  attempted. 
The  first  to  induce  Colonel  Verney  to  recognise  the 
proposed  alliance  graciously,  so  as  not  to  offend 
Mr.  Cameron's  pride,  and  the  second  to  hasten  the 
marriage  before  any  obstacles  could  arise  to  prevent 
it.     The  former  was  Mrs.  Verney's  task,  and  she  felt 
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DOW  the  full  benefit  of  the  conversation  by  whioh^he 
had  30  prudently  prepared  her  husband's  mind 
what  WB3  to  come.  The  outburst  of  contradiotion 
vith  which,  a8  a  rule,  Colonel  Verney  coDsidered  it 
incumbent  upon  bim  to  receive  all  propositions,  bad 
already  in  some  degree  had  its  vent.  Wfaat  remained 
could  very  well  be  borne  by  Mrs.  Verney,  certain  u 
she  was  of  ultimately  bringing  him  rouad  to  her 
own  views.  With  admirable  discretion  sbe  carried 
him  off  to  Veraailles  the  very  day  of  Lis  nepheiv'a 
proposal,  and  did  not  allow  him  t«  bear  of  what  bad 
taken  place  till  they  were  comfortably  settled  ia  tbeir 
hotel,  with  a  quiet  day  before  them.  Having  him 
then  completely  in  her  own  power,  she  broke  the 
intelligence  gradually,  agreed  with  him  in  seeiag  all 
the  disagreeables,  listened  with  exemplary  patience 
to  his  recapitulation  of  everything  Mr.  Cameron 
had  ever  said  or  done  to  annoy  him,  and  at  length  so 
soothed  him,  that  by  the  following  morning  he  was 
in  a  condition  to  take  upon  himself  the  part  of  for- 
giving and  forgetting,  which  best  suited  his  really 
generous  disposition,  and  to  write  a  cordial  note  to 
Mr.  Cameron,  accepting  the  marriage  with  a  very 
good  grace. 

Mr.  Verney's  business,  that  of  hastening  the  mar- 
riage, was  more  diiKcult. 

The  idea  of  India  bad  not  hitherto  been  a  serious 
objection  to  the  marriage  in  Mr.  Cameron's  mind, 
because  he  had  looked  forward  to  it  in  the  distance. 
An  event  which  might  take  place  some  time  in  the 
next  year  gave  leisure  for  preparation,  and  Ur. 
Cameron  coald  accept  most  changes  with  equaiumity 
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SO  long  as  his  dignity  was  not  disturbed  bj  his  being 
hurried.  But  to  be  told  that  Rosamond  must  be 
married,  and  ready  to  leave  England  in  a  month's 
time,  would  be  an  announcement,  the  effect  of  which 
no  one  could  calculate.  He  had  so  far  accepted  the 
new  state  of  affairs  as  to  acquiesce  in  the  proposal 
that  they  should  go  home  at  once,  but  this  was 
merely  a  concession  to  feminine  weakness. 

^  Ladies,'  as,  with  a  patronising  smile,  he  observed 
to  Mrs.  Verney,  '  Ladies  are  apt  to  be  excited  by  the 
prospect  of  a  wedding.  They  believe  that  it  involves 
an  amount  of  work  which  cannot  be  completed  under 
many  weeks.  I  see  no  cause  for  such  haste  myself. 
The  marriage  is  as  yet  only  an  indefinite  idea  for  the 
future.  We  shall  have  full  time  for  a  consideration 
of  the  details  when  the  event  is  fixed.  At  present  I 
should  suggest  that  little  might  be  said  about  it. 
It  involves  gossip,  my  dear  Mrs.  Verney ;  and  gossip, 
as  you  will  agree  with  me,  is  objectionable.  Still,  as 
to  our  return,  I  give  in.  In  Mrs.  Cameron's  state  of 
health  I  should  be  sorry  to  disturb  her,  and  she 
fancies  that  it  is  necessary  to  be  at  home;  therefore  I 
give  in.' 

These  very  vague  notions  of  time  were  of  most 
serious  moment  to  Mr.  Verney.  He  had  made  retreat 
impossible,  and  all  that  remained  for  him  was  to  carry 
out  his  plans  boldly  and  speedily,  for  always  in  the 
background  was  a  vision  of  Myra  returning  from  St. 
Wolfgang  with  remarks,  suspicions,  and  questions, 
which  he  might  not  be  able  to  parry,  and  which 
might  risk  the  loss  of  all  that  he  had  sacrificed  honour 
to  obtain.     And  Mr.  Verney's  position  as  regarded 
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Boaamond  woa  by  no  meana  happy  or  satisfactory. 
Whilst  he  had  been  uncertain  of  obtainiDg  his  prize, 
there  had  been  a  little  excitement  in  BtriTia^  for  it. 
Doabt  as  to  whether  she  cared  for  him  had  roiued 
bie  vanity,  and  served  aa  an  incentive  to  the  eSbrta 
he  made  to  please  her;  and  when  first  eecrelly 
engaged,  they  vere  separated,  and  had  no  oppcr- 
tunity  of  trying  each  other's  tastes,  or  teatiag  the 
stability  of  their  professed  affection.  But  once 
acknowledged  as  Mr.  Yerney'a  affianced  bride,  asd 
Bosamond  was  fully  determined  to  enjoy  all  the  pri- 
vileges of  her  condition.  They  are  privileges  which 
a  woman  can  never  enjoy  twice,  for  a  second  marriage 
must,  of  course,  be  quite  matter-of-fact,  compared 
with  a  first.  To  be  idolised,  and  made  the  centre  of  at- 
traction, though  only  for  a  few  weeks,  must  be  a  moet 
tempting  preeminence  for  many.  Bosamond  delighted 
in  worship,  and  worship  she  was  resolved  to  have. 
She  was  the  most  sweet  and  gentle-mannered  ol 
tyrants,  but  she  allowed  her  slave  no  rest.  Mr. 
Verney,  intensely  indolent,  devoted  to  self-gratificx- 
tion,  roused  only  by  the  interest  of  literature  or  an, 
was  called  upon  t«  accompany  Bosamond  in  her  waits 
and  drives;  to  wait  for  hours  whilst  she  was  making 
her  little  purchases,  to  take  part  in  discussions  upon 
dress,  to  pay  visits  to  tiresome  people,  to  give  up 
everything  which  had  a  tendency  to  occupy  his 
exclusive  attention ;  and  if  he  showed  the  slightest 
symptoms  of  rebellion,  to  receive  a  shower  of  coU' 
plaints,  quiet,  but  sharp  as  the  quills  of  a  porcupine, 
which  perhaps  only  feminine  irritation  could  invent; 
and  which  were  tUl  the  more  unendurable  because^ 
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thougli  aimed  at  random,  they  were  sure  to  strike  upon 
that  one  point — the  sincerity  of  professed  afifection— - 
in  which  Mr.  Vemey  was  defenceless. 

He  was  to  be  pitied.  He  might  have  been  open 
to  contempt  if  the  world  had  known  the  truth;  but 
he  was  much  more  to  be  pitied.  He  had  never 
deliberately  intended  to  sin  against  truth  and  honour; 
he  had  drifted  away  from  them — that  was  all.  The 
currents  of  life  had  been  too  strong  for  him,  and  his 
very  talents  had  hidden  the  fact  from  him.  So  keen 
and  vivid  in  his  perceptions  when  he  chose  to  exert 
them ;  so  quick  in  seizing  the  negative  on  all  sub- 
jects— in  seeing  what  ought  not  to  have  been  said  or 
done ;  so  cleverly  cynical ;  so  courteous  even  when 
he  withered  with  his  censure,  it  had  never  once 
struck  him  that  the  least,  the  very  leasts  practical 
effort  after  goodness,  even  let  it  be  never  so  great  a 
failure,  is  better  and  nobler  than  the  most  clear- 
sighted view  of  human  imperfections,  or  the  most 
eloquent  criticism  upon  human  plans.  His  words 
had  been  a  veil  to  his  deeds  throughout  his  whole 
life;  but  words  have  no  power  over  feelings,  and 
still,  in  the  secrecy  of  his  heart,  Mr.  Verney's  thoughts 
reverted  to  the  sorrow-stricken  girl,  brought  face  to 
face  with  the  destiny  of  misery  which  he  had  himself 
prepared  for  her,  and  which,  in  his  better  moments, 
he  would  even  now  have  averted  from  her,  at  any 
sacrifice  short  of  the  courage  required  to  draw  back 
instead  of  to  go  on.  For  Mr.  Verney  was  no  monster 
of  wickedness  and  cruelty.  There  was  much  good 
about  him  —  not  in  him,  but  about  him  —  hovering 
near,  overshadowing  his  faults,  but  not  making  its 


440  A    QLIMPSE   OT   THZ   WOBIJlL 

home  in  his  heart.  Yet  he  did  not  do  the  less  evil) 
and  now,  becttuse  he  felt  that  to  stand  still  vie  i 
greater  danger  than  to  advance,  bia  very  cowardia 
made  him  bold  ;  and  four  days  after  the  engagement 
was  first  recogniaed,  he  suddenly  announced  to  iU. 
Cameron  that,  from  private  information,  he  was 
to  expect  a  recall  to  India  almost  immediately,  mi 
that,  under  these  circumstanceB,  he  was  compelled  to 
press  the  question  of  an  immediate  marriag-e.  IT  i 
delay  could  afterwards  be  obtained,  Bosamond  wodd 
be  able  to  remain  with  her  own  family  until  the  lut 
moment,  but  the  marriage  itself  was  a  necessity. 
Mr.  Verney  blundered  in  using  that  word  '  neceBsify.' 
Mr.  Cameron  was  far  too  elevated  above  the  rest  of 
mankind  to  recognise  any  necessity  but  his  own  will, 
and  the  inadvertence  caused  Mr.  Verney  a  two  hours' 
argument,  ending  very  nearly  in  a  complete  rupture. 
It  was  only  through  the  aid  of  Mrs.  Verney's  flatteries 
that  he  again  carried  the  day,  and  left  Mr.  Cameron 
satisfied  with  the  conviction,  so  dear  to  his  self-appie- 
ciation,  that  he  was,  as  usual,  acting  the  part  of  a 
paternal  martyr. 

They  started  for  England,  and  Kosamond  was  to 
be  married  in  three  weeks. 
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CHAPTER  XL. 

*  A  LETTER  for  you,  Myra,'  said  Mrs.  Hensman, 
XA-  coming  into  Myra's  room  at  Municli  before  the 
latter  was  dressed,  and  laying  before  her  a  very 
English -looking  document,  directed  in  a  large  legible 
hand.  Mrs.  Hensman  had  no  fear  of  the  exciting 
contents  of  that  letter;  it  certainly  did  not  come 
from  home ;  the  handwriting  belonged  neither  to 
Mrs.  Cameron  nor  Rosamond,  and  they  had  been 
Myra's  only  correspondents  for  the  last  fortnight. 
Besides,  if  it  were  not  so,  Myra  was  better  and 
-  stronger,  and  they  were  talking  of  leaving  Munich, 
and  it  would  be  impossible  then  to  keep  from  her  the 
intelligence  which  had  been  conveyed  to  Mrs.  Hens- 
man a  few  days  previous,  that  Rosamond  was  en- 
gaged to  Mr.  Verney.  And  really  it  did  not  seem 
there  could  be  any  reason  for  making  a  mystery  of 
it.  Rosamond  and  Mrs.  Cameron  had  indeed  both 
written  anxiously,  entreating  that  Myra  might  not 
be  informed  of  it  until  she  was  quite  strong,  as  it 
was  likely  to  excite  her  too  much ;  but  Mrs.  Hens- 
man did  not  understand  the  excitement  of  young  ladies 
about  anything  except  their  own  marriage,  or  some 
subject  connected  with  it,  and  she  gave  the  newly- 
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arrived  letter  to  Myra,  in  the  full  belief  that,  wluA- 
ever  might  be  its  contents,  it  Tvould  do  her  good 
rather  than  harm.  And  certainly,  to  jadge  firoa 
Myra's  exclamation  and  smile  of  delight^  Mrs.  Hens- 
man  had  judged  wisely.' 

*  From  Mrs.  Patty  !  How  very  good  of  her! 
Please,  dear  Mrs.  Hensman,  open  the  blinds ;  I  in 
so  much  obliged  to  you  for  bringing  it.' 

Myra  was  much  altered,  even  from  that  short  iO 
ness.  Her  features  had  a  thin  sharp  look,  and  hf 
eyes  were  almost  painfully  bright.  And  she  wi 
very  nervous  too;  her  hand  trembled  so  much  thi 
she  could  not  open  the  letter  herself.  If  Mrs.  Hen 
man  had  been  a  more  diligent  observer  of  hunu 
•nature,  she  might  have  remarked  these  symptom 
and  wondered  at  their  cause  ;  but  she  had  one  e: 
planation  for  all  phases  of  illness  —  fatigue  ai 
biliousness,  long  journeys  and  foreign  cookery!  Ai 
Myra  had  rested  for  a  fortnight,  and  been  fed  < 
chicken  and  rice,  and  of  course,  therefore,  she  w 
recovering  rapidly,  and  all  that  remained  to  ma) 
her  uncomfortable  would  soon  pass  off.  This  co: 
fidence  in  Myra's  improvement  was  a  little  shake 
however,  as  Mrs.  Hensman  lingered  in  the  roo 
whilst  the  letter  was  being  read.  Myra's  face  show< 
such  unmistakable  eagerness,  surprise,  and  distres 
as  to  create  a  very  uneasy  misgiving  as  to  the  wisdo 
exercised  in  giving  it  her. 

*No  bad  news,  my  dear,  I  hope?'  she  ventured 
say;  and  Myra  looked  up,  and  answered,  hurriedl 
•Oh,  nol  none,  thank  you,'  and  went  on  reading,  ac 
of  course  Mrs.  Hensman  left  her. 
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This  was  Mrs.  Patty's  letter : — 

*  My  dear  Myra, — The  Doctor  and  I  have  heard 
that  you  are  not  well,  and  we  are  troubled  at  the 
news,  though  I  am  not  thinking  that  you  are  very 
ill  for  one  or  two  reasons — first,  because  I  know 
your  mamma  is  coming  home  to-morrow,  and  next  be- 
cause Mrs.  Pearson  told  me  to-day  about  Rosamond's 
being  about  to  be  married  so  soon  to  Mr.  Vemey^ 
Neither  of  these  things  would  be  thought  of  if  your 
friends  were  anxious  about  you  ;  but  the  Doctor  and 
I  still  think  it  must  be  very  uncomfortable  to  be  ill 
in  a  foreign  land,  where,  as  I  have  always  heard, 
there  is  more  show  than  comfort,  and  we  wish  you 
to  know  that  we  think  about  you.  As  to  Rosamond's 
marriage,  I  wish  her  more  happiness  than  falls  to  the 
lot  of  most  people;  and  I  hope  she  has  chosen  well, 
and  will  make  a  good  nurse  to  her  husband  when  he 
grows  old,  which  he  is  likely  to  do  many  years  before 
she  does.  You  are  so  fond  of  Mr.  Verney,  my  dear 
Myra,  that  I  dare  say  you  are  very  glad  to  have  him 
for  a  brother-in-law.  I  wish  he  may  prove  a  good 
as  well  as  a  pleasant  connection,  but  if  he  will  stay 
in  India  it  will  not  so  much  signify.  The  Doctor 
sends  you  his  best  love,  and  would  very  much  like 
to  see  you.  When  he  heard  you  were  ill,  and  kept 
behind  at  Munich,  he  began  to  think  that  he  should 
not  live  to  do  so,  for  he  grows  very  weak,  and  does 
less  and  less  each  day.  But,  as  I  tell  him,  God  most 
times  takes  off  the  earthly  garments  of  us  old  people 
slowly,  in  order,  no  doubt,  not  to  hurry  or  frighten 
us.     And  I  do  n't  see  myself  all  the  bad  symptoms 


444  A  GLIMPSE   OF  THE    WOBUJt. 

which  he  sees.  Mr.  Harrison  comes  to  him  even 
day,  and  so  does  Mr.  Baines,  and  he  is  able  to  tiDi 
to  them  both.  Mr.  Baines  told  him  yesterday  tin 
Johnny  Ford  is  quite  a  different  boy  since  he  hi 
been  at  the  Asylum,  which  was  very  pleasant  heaiinj 
for  the  Doctor,  and  will  be  the  same  for  you  also,  a 
you  were  so  interested  in  him.     I  always  remembe 

the   day  you  and  I  went  to  see  Johnny the  d* 

that   Mr.  Verney  came  to  luncheon.      How  little 

thought  then  how  much  he  would  have  to  do  wit 

your  family!     Mr.   Baines   has   asked    for   a  littl 

holiday,  and  is  likely  to  be  away  at  the  wedding 

if,  as  I   hear,  it   is  to  come  off  soon.       He   is  nc 

looking  very  well;  I  wish  he  did  not  w^ant  to  go  jof 

now,  but  health  must  be  attended  to.     Dear  Myra, 

shall  be  very  pleased  to  see  you  again.      The  Doctc 

•  says  you  will  be  a  comfort  to  me  by  and  by,  and  h 

«  pleases  himself  with  thinking  that  I  shall  be  neare 

']  to  you  in  my  little  cottage  than  I  am  now.     He  mad 

■  the  landlord  come  and  see  him  last  week,  and  settle 

J  how  they  were  to  manage  for  me  to  have  two  littl 

parlours  and  a  bedroom  for  a  friend.     Poor  dear !  i 
i  comforts  him  to  look  after  everything    for  me,  ha 

/  my  thoughts  turn  more  to  a  resting-place  in  paradise 

than  to  any  rest  on  earth.     And  I  shall  soon  follow 
i  the  Doctor.     He  and  I  often  talk  of  it,  and  he  sayi 

he  does  not  doubt  that  he  shall  be  allowed  to  com^ 
and  meet  me.  It  would  be  very  home-like  am 
pleasant  if  it  were  so ;  but  anyhow  I  could  neve; 
feel  lonely  or  strange  with  my  Blessed  Saviour  in 
take  care  of  me,  and  so  I  tell  the  Doctor,  and  he  an< 
I  are  quite  happy,  and  quite  willing    that    thing; 
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ij  should  be  as  they  are ;  and  so  must  you  be,  dear 
j  Myra.  We  shall  all  shed  sorrowful  tears,  no  doubt, 
f  when  the  time  comes  to  say  good-bye ;  but  I  have 
learnt  to  feel  that  tears  are  of  many  kinds,  and  that 
there  are  some  which  God's  love  so  sweetens  that  one 
should  be  loth  to  exchange  them  for  smiles. 

*  And  now  I  must  say  good-bye,  for  Faith  is  going 
to  the  post,  and  to  do  some  errands  in  the  village, 
and  if  I  write  any  more  I  shall  make  her  late  in 
returning.  I  send  my  best  love,  and  the  Doctor  bids 
me  add  his  blessing.  We  shall  both  look  anxiously 
for  news  of  your  being  better. — Your  very  afifec* 
tionate  old  friend,  *Mabtha  Kingsbury.' 

Myra  read  through  the  letter  to  the  end.  What 
impression  she  received  from  the  latter  part  it  would 
be  difficult  to  say.  There  are  times  when  the  utter 
dissimilarity  between  those  who  are  living  for 
this  world,  and  those  who  are  living  for  the  next, 
presents  itself  to  us  so  vividly  that  they  appear 
scarcely  to  belong  to  the  same  race  of  created  beings. 
That  simple  trusting  mind  which  could  accept  part- 
ing and  grief,  Death  and  Eternity  so  quietly,  what 
connection  could  it  have  with  the  false,  selfish,  scep- 
tical heart  which  seemed  destined  to  work  misery 
for  all  who  were  brought  in  contact  with  it  ?  Myra 
read  Mrs.  Patty's  words  of  confidence  in  God,  as  if 
they  were  the  words  of  the  Bible,  but  it  was  impos- 
sible to  feel  that  they  could  be  an  e very-day  reality r 
The  one  reality  to  her  at  that  moment  was  cold- 
hearted  deception  and  its  consequences.  Rosamond 
to  be  married  to  Mr.  Verney  immediately  ! — Then  it 
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was  all  known,  acknowledged,  settled ;  and  she  htA 
not  been  told  of  it.    For  an  instant  every  other  feel-r 
ing  was  swallowed  up  in  the  bitterness  of  wounded 
pride,  and  the  thought  crossed  her  mind,  that  as  she 
had  been  wilfullj  kept  in  ignorance,  events  mast 
take  their  course,  and  she  could  not  be  responsible  for 
them.    But  again,   why  had   she   not   been  told  ? 
What  motive  could  there  be  for  withholding    the 
intelligence  ?    Myra  was  too  generous  to  indulge  an 
angry  feeling  groundlessly,  and  she  seized  upon  the 
doubt  at  once.     Mrs.  Patty  did  not  say  how,  or  from 
whom  she  had  received  the  information ;  and  surely,  if 
the  news  were  true,  Mrs.  Hensman  would  have  heard 
it,  but  she  evidently  knew  nothing.  It  would  be  better 
to  wait  quietly,  not  to  say,  or  do  anything,  at  least 
for  a  few  days,  when  there  would  doubtless  be  a  con- 
firmation, or  a  refutation  of  the  report.    And  Myra 
strove  to  be  patient,  and  exerted  herself  to  dress,  and 
then  went  into  the  salon,  and  tried  to  read,  and  talk, 
and  be  natural ;  and  failed  so  entirely  to  conceal  her 
nervous  uneasiness,  that  Mrs.  Hensman  secretly  de- 
cided that  she  had  made  a  mistake  in  giving  her  the 
letter,  as  it  had  so  evidently  done  her  harm,  and  that  it 
would  be  a  dangerous  experiment  to  repeat.   The  one 
thing  to  be  done  was  to  keep  her  quiet,  and  get  her  to 
England  as  soon  as  possible.     When  once  in  the  care 
of  her  own  family  they  might  treat  her  as  they  thought 
best.    And  with  this  idea  Mrs.  Hensman  wrote  by 
that  day's  post,  quite  agreeing  that  nothing  should  be 
said  about  the  engagement  at  present,  and  suggesting 
that  frequent  letters  were  upon  the  whole  rather  to  be 
avoided  than  encouraged;   Myra  was  so  nervously 
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excited  with  the  least  thing,  and  then  the  feverishness 
returned  and  the  weakness  consequent  upon  it.  Mrs. 
Hensman  hoped  to  be  in  England  with  her  in  the 
course  of  a  fortnight,  and  there  everything  might  be 
broken  to  her  prudently. 

The  days  wore  on  lingeringly,  anxiously,  doubt- 
fully, and  Myra  improved  so  little,  if  at  all,  that 
Mrs.  Hensman  at  length  moved  in  despair.     They 
travelled  slowly  to  Stuttgardt,  Heidelberg,  Frankfort, 
Coblentz,  Cologne,  Liege,  Lille,  resting  often  for  a 
day,   but    always   with    such    uncertainty  in   their 
movements  that  there  was  no  opportunity  of  receiving 
letters,  and  still  Myra  did  not  even  know  decidedly 
where  Mr.  Verney  was,  still  less  had  she  time  or 
power  to  write  to  him.    But  she  was  going  home ;  in 
a  few  days  she  would  be  in  England.     It  was  only  to 
be  patient ;  to  pray  to  be  shown  what  to  do;  to  ask  for 
courage  that  she  might  not  fail  in  her  duty ;  that  she 
might  say  the  right  thing  in  the  right  way.     How 
often    she  went   over    in    her    mind    the    dreaded 
interview  need  not  be  told,  nor  how  she  pictured  to 
herself  Mr.  Verney's  withering  smile  and  quiet  sneer, 
and  thought  how  he  would  hate,  perhaps  despise  her 
—  and  marry  Rosamond  after  all.     Myra  never  be- 
lieved that  she  should  prevent  the  marriage.     Her 
confidence  in  Mr.  Verney's  power  was  far  too  strong 
for  that.     He  would  carry  his  point  and  put  her  aside, 
and  she  would  be  his  sister,  but  not  as  he  once  might 
have  been.     He  would  never  forgive  her — never  love 
her  again ;  and  even  now  Myra's  heart  was  so  earnest, 
so  true  in  its  affection,  that  the  thought  drew  bitter 
tears  from  her  eyes. 
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The  Hotel  Dessin,  at  Calais,  was  not  reached  till 
late  at  night.  The  wind  howled  through  the  mi- 
carpeted  passages  and  the  rain  beat  against  the  iiii« 
perfectly-fastened  windows,  and  a  distant  roar  of  the 
angry  sea  was  heard  as  the  under-tone  to  every  barst 
of  the  tempestuous  wind !  But  it  was  for  one  night 
only,  —  anything  may  be  borne  for  one  night ;  and 
there  are  very  many  worse  shelters  from  a  storm  than 
the  Hotel  Dessin.  When  Myra  was  told,  however,  the 
next  morning  that  it  was  too  rough  for  her  to  be 
allowed  to  cross  the  Channel,  her  heart  absolutely 
failed  her,  and  she  burst  into  tears. 

<  Weakness    of    spirits,    consequent    on     loss    of 
strength,'  said  Mrs.  Hensman ;  and  perhaps  she  was 
right.     At  any  rate  she  was  more  confirmed  in  her 
resolution  not  to  run  any  risk ;  and  the  faint  hope 
which  Myra  had  entertained  of  being  able  to  gain  her 
point,  and  be  permitted  to  cross  at  all  hazards,  was 
extinguished.    She  sat  down  in  the  comfortless  salon^ 
not  even  attempting  to  read,  but  trying  to  amuse  her- 
self by  watching  the  sturdy  peasants,  who,  regardless 
of  the  rain,  to  which  French  people  generally  seem 
to  be  supremely  indifferent,  were  trudging  through 
the  streets  with  their  sabots  clattering  on  the  rough 
pave.    But  a  white  cap  and  a  wooden  shoe  were  no 
longer  novel  sights,  and  Myra's  eye  was  much  more 
quickly  caught  by  the  black  coat  and  white  neck-tie 
of   an   English  gentleman,  a  clergyman  evidently, 
rather  young,  not  very  dignified  in  his  appearance  or 
walk,  but  surely,  Myra  thought  she  knew  him— - 
doubted,  looked,  doubted  again  ;  then,  as  he  finally 
stopped  before  the  entrance  to  the  hotel,  exclaimed, 
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J    *  Mr.    Baines ! '    and    absolutely   forgetful    of   pro- 

j    priety,  almost  ran  out  of  the  room  to  meet  him. 

J        Mrs.  Hensman  was  very  glad  to  see  an  English 

,    face,  though  it  might  be  that  of  a  person  nearly  a 

,     stranger.     Colonel  Hensman  laughed,  and   declared 

,     that  his  little  friend  Myra  was  so  excited,  he  could  not 

but  fear  the  meeting  would  be  dangerous,  but  still,  in 

a  foreign  country,  civility  was  a  first  duty  ;  and  he 

forthwith  went  downstairs  to  renew  his  acquaintance 

with  Mr.  Baines,  and  invite  him  to  join  them  in  their 

private  salon, 

Mr.  Baines,  struggling  with  the  difficulties  of  a 
French  sentence,  and  a  first  experience  of  francs, 
souSy  and  centimes,  received  the  invitation  with  a 
thankfulness  which  was  quite  touching;  and  confiding 
his  purse  to  the  Colonel,  who  promised  to  make  all 
due  payments,  and  engage  his  bedroom  for  him,  ^as 
ushered  upstairs  by  the  waiter,  and  when  the  door  of 
the  salon  was  opened,  found  himself  alone  with  Myra. 
His  first  exclamation  was  one  of  pleasure ;  his  next  of 
most  perplexed  surprise. 

*  Are  you  not  intending  to  cross  ?  Surely,  you  are 
going  ? ' 

*  Mrs.  Hensman  won't  go,'  said  Myra ;  *  she  is  afraid 
of  the  storm.' 

*  But  not  going  ?  You  will  be  too  late !  Is  it  im- 
possible ?* 

*  Not  at  all  impossible ;  but  I  am  not  allowed.' 

*  But  you  must  go  —  surely,  you  must.  You  will 
not  be  in  time.' 

*  Not  in  time  for  to-day,  but  in  time  for  to- 
morrow.' 

a  a 
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'  But  B  da^  will  make  so  much  diSerence — I  do  n't 
undertttaad.' 

'  Neither  do  I,'  said  Myra. 
'  Yon  intend  to  be  present,  of  conrae  ? ' 
'Fresent  at  what?     Please  to  speak  oat,   Mt. 
Baines.     You  look  so  strange.   What  is  the  matter?' 
'But  —  surely,  it  can't  have  been  kept  from  yoa. 

The  day  after  to-morrow  is ' 

'What?' 

*  Your  sister's  wedding  day,' 
Myra  turned  very  pale,  sat  perrectly  still  for  about 
two  seconds,  and  then  rose  and  walked  slowly  out  of 
the  room.  Almost  immediately  afterwards  Mra. 
Hensman  entered.  Mr.  Baines  stood  up  to  ex- 
plain, and  attempted  to  apologise  for  having  been 
abrupt,  but  Mrs.  Hensman  interrupted  him;  '  Excuse 
me  i  we  will  leave  all  that.  Is  this  news  true  ? ' 
'  Quite  true.' 

'  The  day  after  to-morrow  ? ' 

'  Undoubtedly.  I  understood  that  Miss  Myra 
Cameron  was  expected  at  home  yesterday.' 

Mrs.  Hensman  thought  for  a  moment.  '  Is  the 
packet  gone  ?'  she  rang  the  bell.  It  was  not  an- 
swered for  several  minntes;  Mr.  Baines  proposed  to 
go  in  seai'ch  of  Colonel  Hensman;  Mrs.  Hensman 
followed  him,  but  the  landlord  of  the  hotel  was  met 
on  the  stairs,  and  the  question  was  repeated. 

'  He  did  not  know  whether  the  packet  was  gone ; 
he  would  inquire ;  he  thought  it  possible — probable ; 
ho  would  return  directly.'  But  ten  minutes,  which 
seemed  as  hour,  went  by,  and  still  he  did  not  come. 
At  length  the  answer  was  brought — the  packet,  was 
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at  that  very  moment  leaving  the  harbour.  Mrs. 
Hensman  gave  a  sigh  of  relief,  and  led  the  way  back 
to  the  salon. 

*  Now,  Mr.  Baines/  she  said,  as  she  sat  down  on 
the  velvet  but  cushionless  sofa,  and  begged  him  to 
take  the  arm-chair  opposite,  *we  have  time  before 
us;  you  must  tell  me  all  about  it.  It  is  a  roost 
inexplicable  and  unfortunate  blunder.  I  knew, 
certainly,  that  Rosamond  Cameron  was  engaged,  but 
this  marriage  is  a  thunderbolt.' 

It  was  placing  the  unhappy  young  curate  on  the 
rack,  but  he   bore  the  ordeal  with  great  outward 
composure.     'Mr.  Cameron's  family,'  he  said,  *had 
been  in  England,  as  doubtless  Mrs.  Hensman  knew, 
for  more  than  a  fortnight.      Miss    Cameron's   en- 
gagement  had  been    announced   directly  they  ar- 
rived, and  he  always  understood  that  the  marriage 
would  be  speedy,  but  he  had  heard  nothing  definite 
till  ten  days  ago,  when  he  was  told  that  no  time 
could  be  lost,  as  Mr.  Verney  was  under  the  ne- 
cessity of  starting  immediately  for  India,  and  that 
the  wedding-day  was  fixed.     At  the  same  time,  he 
understood  that  Miss  Myra  Cameron  was  on  her 
way  home,  and  would  probably  arrive  there  three  or 
four  days  before  the  wedding.    Beyond  this  he  knew 
nothing.    As  to  why  he  had  chosen  that  precise  time 
for  leaving  Tare,  and  escaping  the  wedding  festivities, 
Mr.  Baines  said  nothing.     He  confined  himself  to  a 
bare  narration  of  facts,  given  in  a  dry  tone,  and  with 
considerable  rapidity  of  utterance. 

Mrs.  Hensman  listened  politely,  but  it  was  evident 
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that  she  scarcely  besrd  vbttt  b«  said;  tuid  when  le 
ended,  instead  of  making  any  direct  reply,  she  merely 
remarked,  *  I  Bee  bow  it  is ;  they  must  b&ve  written 
to  Munich  after  we  left  it  We  went  off  earlier  tlum 
we  had  intended,  in  order  to  have  a  day  at  Heidelberg. 
How  Tcry  proToking ! ' 

'But  you  were  prepared ;  you  knew  of  tbe  engage- 
ment,' said  Mr.  Bainea. 

'  Olt,  yes,  in  a  way;  that  is,  Colonel  Hensman  ani 
myself  did.  But  it  has  been  kept  from  Myra — gha 
has  been  so  unwell,  and  she  is  so  easily  excited.  We 
wanted  her  to  be  at  home,  and  be  told  of  it  hj  her 
own  family  quietly.' 

'  And  I  mentioned  it  bo  saddenly  I '  exclaimed  poor 
Mr.  Baines,  looking  alarmed  at  the  tboagbt  of  thd 
possible  mischief  be  had  done. 

Mrs.  Hensman  gave  him  no  consolation ;  she  did 
feel  very  nnreasonably  provoked  with  him,  and  she 
said,  coldly,  '  It  is  too  late  to  regret,  and  Myra  must 
have  been  told  before  to-morrow.  She  will  be  at 
home  now  in  time.' 

'But  it  is  so  startling — it  will  all  seem  so  hurried; 
and  she  will  lose  a  day  with  her  sister,'  eaid  Mr. 
Baines,  in  the  tone  of  one  who  thought  the  latter 
vexation  too  serioue  to  be  endured  with  anything 
like  equanimity. 

'  Myra  is  too  sensible  to  fret  nnnecesaarily,'  was 
the  reply;  but  Mrs.  Hensman  did  not  apparently  feel 
oa  certain  of  this  fact  as  her  words  implied,  for, 
withont  any  apology,  she  went  immediately  to  look 
for  Myra,  and  poor  Mr.  Baines  was  left  to  meditate 
upon  bis  blunder  and  bis  disappointment,  and  console 
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himself  as  best  he  might  with  Murray  and  a  foreign 
Bradshaw,  or,  when  they  failed,  to  amuse  himself 
with  the  novelties  of  the  sabots  and  blotises,  the 
torrents  of  rain,  and  the  pave  streets,  which  had  so 
entirely  failed  to  interest  Myra. 
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TO  news  of  Myra?'  said  Mre.  Cameron,  watching 
her  husband  anxiously  as  he  opened  the  post* 
bag  at  breakfast  time. 

'I  do  not  see  what  news  you  are  to  expect,  my 
dear ;  Myra  will  be  here  almost  as  soon  as  a  letter 
could  reach  us.  Rosamond,  these  documents  are  for 
you  ;  a  secretary  will  be  required  to  answer  them,' 

Mr.  Cameron  handed  Bosamond  a  collection  of 
letters,  some  congratulatory,  some  from  tradespeople 
and  milliners.  They  were  glanced  at,  and  laid  aside 
with  an  air  of  quiet  importance,  and  Rosamond  con- 
tinued her  breakfast 

'I  shall  be  very  glad  when  this  turmoil  is  over,' 
observed  Mrs.  Cameron,  plaintively ;  *  and  I  do  n't 
understand  about  Myra.  I  thought  she  would  cer- 
tainly have  written  a  few  lines  to  her  sister.  And 
it  is  such  a  storm  to-day  I  Tbey  cannot  possibly 
cross,  and  Myra  will  not  be  able  to  try  on  her  dress. 
Are  you  sure,  Rosamond,  that  Conyers  gave  the 
right  pattern?  And  then  she  has  been  ill,  and 
perhaps  she  is  thinner;  it  would  be  so  very  awkward 
if  the  dress  did  not  fit.  Don't  you  think  it  im- 
possible for  them  to  cross  to-day,  Mr.  Cameron? ' 
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*I  think  nothing  impossible,  my  dear,  that  is 
necessary.  Myra  must  come ;  I  told  Mrs.  Hensman 
so.  If  they  had  done  wisely,  they  would  have  taken 
the  Ostend  passage  and  have  been  here  yesterday. 
It  is  very  unwise  to  hasten  things  in  this  way.' 

Mr.  Cameron  looked  a  dignified  rebuke  at  Rosa- 
mond as  he  said  this,  for  in  his  secret  heart  he  was 
not  quite  easy  as  to  Myra's  silence  ;  and  whenever  he 
was  uncomfortable  he  solaced  himself  by  blaming 
some  one  for  some  thing.  Just  now,  everything  dis- 
agreeable was  laid  to  the  charge  of  the  hurry  and 
business  occasioned  by  the  wedding. 

*  I  can't  help  thinking  it  was  foolish  in  us  to  keep 
her  so  much  in  ignorance,'  continued  Mrs.  Cameron; 
*  she  will  be  so  very  much  startled,  and  she  takes 
things  to  heart  curiously  sometimes.  But  then  we 
did  not  know  anything  ourselves  for  certain  till  quite 
lately.  It  is  a  thousand  pities  Mr.  Verney  could  not 
have  waited  a  little  longer.' 

*  Myra  will  do  very  well,  mamma,'  said  Rosamond, 
in  a  tone  of  quiet  assurance,  which  was  like  an  opiate 
to  Mrs.  Cameron's  nervous  fidgetiness.  *  She  will 
have  sufficient  time  to  think  and  reconcile  herself  to 
everything  on  the  journey,  and  she  will  have  been 
spared  a  great  deal  of  confusion  and  worry  by  not 
having  been  Jiere  the  last  fortnight.' 

*  Certainly,  that  is  very  true.  I  have  never  suffered 
so  much  in  all  my  life  from  the  whirl  of  things  as  I 
have  since  we  came  home.  I  have  not  been  able  to 
settle  myself  in  the  least,  and  Conyers  seems  to  have 
no  time  to  attend  to  anything.  And  now,  to-day, 
how  many  people  are  coming  ? ' 
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*  I  have  made  a  list,  my  dear,'  said  Mr.  Camero 
*  I  will  read  it  to  you.' 

He  drew  a  paper  from  his  pocket-book,  and  we 
through  the  names  of  aunts,  uncles,  cousins,  intimi 
friends,  persons  who  were  certain  to  come,  perso 
who  were  doubtful,  persons  who  had  been  asked  ai 
refused,  persons  who  would  like  to  come  but  con 
not,  till  poor  Mrs.  Cameron  felt  as  if  she  had  be 
looking  at  a  merry-go-round,  and  the  various  i 
dividuals  mentioned  flitted  past  her  be'wildered  brai 
and  became  absolutely  undistinguishable. 

*  I  desire  to  do  eyerything  with  method,*  said  li^ 
Cameron.  'There  is  nothing  like  method  for  tl 
avoidance  of  confusion,  more  especially  'when  tii 
presses.  You  will  understand  now,  my  dear,  i 
that  you  have  to  do,  and  I  will  leave  a  copy  of  tl 
paper  with  you  for  your  instruction.  Juliet,'  and  1 
turned  to  the  two  younger  children,  who  had  be< 
brought  from  school  to  be  present  at  their  sistei 
wedding  —  *  you  write  a  good  and  legible  hand,  1< 
this  list  be  copied  for  your  mamma,  and  then  retui 
it  to  me.' 

*And  who  did  you  say  were  coming  to  sleep?'  ii 
quired  Mrs.  Cameron  ;  *  I  did  not  quite  understand.' 

*  The  paper,  my  dear  !  You  will  have  nothing  t 
do  but  to  consult  the  paper.  Rosamond,  I  shal 
require  your  attendance  in  my  study  this  evening 
The  necessary  legal  documents  will  by  that  time  b 
prepared.' 

*And  if  Myra  should  not  come?'  inquired  Mna 
Cameron. 
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*  Myra  will  come,  my  dear.  She  must  come,  and 
she  will.     I  beg  that  you  will  not  distress  yourself.' 

Mr.  Cameron  begged  in  the  tone  of  command,  and 
his  wife  was  silenced ;  but  when  he  had  left  the 
breakfast  table  she  again  confided  her  misgivings  to 
Rosamond. 

*  There  was  a  storm,  that  was  certain ;  and  packets 
did  not  always  cross  in  stormy  weather,  and  what 
should  they  do  if  Myra  did  not  come?' — observa- 
tions which  had  all  been  made  and  answered  before, 
and  Rosamond's  only  resource  was  to  divert  Mrs. 
Cameron's  mind  for  the  present  by  talking  of  the 
crowd  of  visitors,  whilst  earnestly  hoping  in  her  own 
mind  that  Mrs.  Verney  would,  as  usual,  drive  over 
from  Stormont  early,  and  use  her  all-powerful  influ- 
ence for  the  quieting  of  Mrs.  Cameron's  nerves. 

Rosamond  really  was  to  be  admired  that  morning 
for  the  tact,  patience,  and  self-possession  which  she 
displayed.  Myra,  under  similar  circumstances,  would 
not  have  done  half  as  well.  Rosamond  might  have 
been  the  most  unselfish  of  mortals,  to  judge  by  the 
care  and  thought  which  she  bestowed  upon  all  things 
and  all  people.  Mrs.  Cameron  complained  of  hasty 
arrangements,  and  had  more  than  once  been  heard 
to  prophesy  that  nothing  could  by  any  possibility  be 
properly  managed  when  so  little  time  was  allowed 
for  preparations;  but  Rosamond  had  from  the  first 
determined  that  whether  much  haste  or  little  were  to 
be  used,  she  would  not  bate  one  iota  of  the  essentials 
of  a  wedding  ordered  in  the  best  style;  and  quietly 
and  diligently  she  had  worked,  not  only  for  the  last 
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}  fortnight,  but  even  before  they  left  Paris,  with  ^ 

view  of  being  ready  at  the  appointed  time. 

*  Miss  Cameron  is  so  far-seeing  about  everjthisj 
said  Conyers  to  Mrs.  Pearson,  when  the  wedding  n 
discussed  that  same  day  in  the  housekeeper's  roo 
*  Would  you  believe  it,  she  had  ordered  half  1 
dresses  before  anyone  else  would  have  thought  ab( 
them,  and  now  she  takes  everything  as  quietly  as 
she  had  been  getting  ready  to  be  married  for  the  I 
six  months.  Mr.  Verney  would  not  find  many  lad 
with  such  thought.  Just  imagine  what  poor  M 
Myra  would  have  done  in  the  same  case  !  Why,  i 
would  not  have  had  a  thing  ready,  even  at  the  ] 
moment.  Well !  •  there  are  some  people  bom  w 
brains  for  common  use,  and  some  with  brains 
uncommon;  and  for  my  part,  I  begin  to  think 
common  ones  get  through  the  world  much  the  bes 

*  Very  true,  Conyers,'  was  the  reply,  « but,  do  j 
know,  I  can't  help  taking  a  greater  fancy  to  M 
Myra  of  the  two.  I  should  n't  like  to  be  her  ladj 
maid,  and  no  doubt  you  speak  feelingly ;  but  JM 
Cameron  is  never  caught  in  the  wrong  in  anythi: 
and  somehow  that  strikes  me  as  being  what  i 
Scotch  grandmother  used  to  call  "  uncanny."  ' 

Uncanny  or  not,  Rosamond  was  most  surprising 
useful  on  that  day.  Not  even  to  Mr.  Verney, 
whom  she  had  latterly  vented  any  secret  feelings 
annoyance,  did  she  show  the  slightest  shade  of  i 
patience,  fretfulness,  or  discontent.  She  was  e 
dently  basking  in  the  sunshine  of  her  positii 
supremely  pleased  with  herself,  and  only  one  degi 
less  pleased  with  every  other  person.     As  for  3 
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}i    Verney,  he  was  the  root  and  author  of  it  all,  and  of 
[(    necessity  received   his  due  share  of  appreciation. 
^    Bosamond  was  sweetly  deferential  to  him  now,  at 
f^    least  whenever  any  one  was  present.     It  belonged  to 
g     the  part  of  a  Jiancee,  and  she  would  on  no  account 
have  been  otherwise.     K  she  had  no  eyes  to  see  that 
,     he  was  cold  and  irritable  almost  to  nervousness,  that 
his  face  looked  haggard,  that  he  started  at  sounds 
which  were  perfectly  natural,  examined  the  weather- 
glass as  though  some  important  event  depended  upon 
it,  and  was  so  abstracted  that  he  often  answered  her 
questions  in   a  way  which  was  scarcely  sensible— 
who  was  to  blame  her  ?     She  had  gained  her  object. 
She  enjoyed  the  eclat  of  her  engagement,  and  looked 
forward  to  the  dignity  of  a  wife.     Mr.  Verney  was 
clever  and  exclusive,  and  she  was  proud  of  his  ad- 
miration.    She  liked  him,  and,  indeed,  believed  she 
loved  him.     He  was  too  indolent  to  contradict  her, 
and  with  him  she  thought  that  she  should  be  more 
her  own  mistress  than  she  could  be  in  her  father's 
house.     In  short,  marriage  had  presented  itself  as 
rather  an  agreeable  and  exciting  possibility,  and  as 
there  seemed  no  pai*ticular  reason  against  it,  it  ap- 
peared better  to  accept   it.     Rosamond  had  taken 
care  of  herself,  and  Mr.  Verney  had,  no  doubt,  taken 
equal   care   of  himself.      It  was   only  unfortunate 
that    he    did    not    show    his    contentment    to    the 
world,  or  at  least  to  that  portion  of  it  which  was 
prepared  to   criticise.     Mr.    Cameron,   indeed,   was 
absent  as  usual ;  Mrs.  Cameron  was  closeted  with 
Mrs.  Verney,  or  engrossed  in  busy  nothings  ;  and  the 
guests  who  arrived  by  instalments  were  at  first  too 
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much  occupied  with  themselves,  their  jonrnejB, 
their  requirements  for  comfort,  to  scan  his  wot^ 
actions  very  closely.  But  the  servants  made  t 
remarks  freely,  and  hy  them  it  was  decided 
Mr.  Verney  looked  much  more  as  though  he 
preparing  for  his  execution  than  for  his  wedding 
thing  not  to  be  wondered  at,'  as  Conjers  obscr 
'  seeing  that  the  gentleman  was  nothing  on  i 
occasions,  and  every  one  wished  him  out  of  the  y 
It  was  only  when  the  wedding  was  over  ihi 
would  have  things  according  to  his  own  fashion, 
they  would  just  wait  a  little  they  wonld  see  qa 
change,  for  she  knew  from  what  she  had  hear 
Stormont,  that  Mr.  Yerney  was  not  a  gentlemi 
be  put  upon  by  any  one.' 

The  early  part  of  that  day  was  occupied  by  1 
moud  in  giving  orders  for  Mrs.  Cameron  ;  the  a 
noon  was  devoted  to  farewell  visits  in  the  villag 
order  to  leave  the  next  day  absolutely  free  for  pac! 
and  final  arrangements,  so  that  there  might  b 
confusion  on  the  wedding  morning.  JSir.  Ve 
offered  to  go  with  her,  but  Rosamond  negatived 
proposal.  They  might  meet  possibly  at  the  Reel 
she  said,  but  parish  visits  she  preferred  paying  al< 
they  would  be  managed  more  quickly. 

The  visit  to  the  Rectory  was  Rosamond's 
duty.  She  delayed  it  till  she  had  only  ten  min 
to  spare,  if  she  hoped  to  be  at  home  in  tim( 
dress  for  dinner.  Mrs.  Patty  had  engaged  that 
Doctor  would  see  her  at  any  hour.  Weak  tho 
he  was,  he  would  make  every  effort  to  say  good- 
to  her ;  a  more  solemn  good-bye  far  than  any  wl 
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Rosamond  contemplated  ;  but  she  either  could  not 
or  would  not  face  the  fact,  and  tripped  as  lightly 
up  the  stairs  to  the  sick-room,  as  though  she  was 
about  to  enter  a  ball-room. 

Yet  even  Eosamond  was  sobered  when  she  ap- 
proached her  old  friend.     There  is  a  "vast  difference 
between  the  aspect  of  illness  however  serious,  and  of 
death — a  difference  which  none  can  understand  who 
have  not  witnessed  it.     We  may  watch  by  a  sick-bed, 
week  after  week,  month  after  month,  and  feel  no 
hesitation  in  bringing  to  it  the  pursuits  and  amuse- 
ments of  common  life.     We  smile,  and  the  smile  is 
without  sadness ;  we  laugh,  and  the  mirth  gives  us 
no  shock!     We  even  wish,  as  we  say,  to  distract  the 
invalid's  thoughts ;  we  know  that  business  and  plea- 
sure imply  the  existence  of  a  hope  of  recovery,  and  we 
feel  that  by  encouraging  such  a  hope,  we  do  in  fact 
strengthen  life.     But  there  is  a  look,  indescribable, 
but  instantaneously  felt,  which  acts  upon  us  like  the 
solemnity  of  a  religious  rite.     As  we  gaze  upon  it, 
business  becomes  profanation,  and  mirth  a  mockery. 
Death  has  laid  its  grasp  upon  that  mortal  frame,  and 
death,  however  gentle  its  approach,  is  the  summons 
to  a  Presence  before  which  every  interest,  thought, 
and  enjoyment  of  earth  must  be  tested  for  Eternity. 

Eosamond  Cameron  was  the  selfish,  frivolous  de- 
votee of  this  world,  when  she  crossed  the  threshold 
of  Dr.  Kingsbury's  chamber ;  but  when  she  sat  down 
beside  the  old  man's  bed,  and  caught  the  earnest 
expression  of  his  glassy,  deep-sunk  eye,  and  the 
flickering  of  his  heavily-drawn  breath,  she  was  the 
awed  frightened  worshipper  of  a  power  which  for  the 


I  OF  THI  VOKLD. 

to-morrow,  bat  deatli  iooritabl^  and  vtrj  aoon. 
dew,'  Kad  he  tamed  to  Bonnund,  *  the  Bible  ia  Iv  1 
joa  both.    Hr.  Temej,  «  djing  man's  wosds  are  ftr  1 

^u  both.     Christimoitf  is  truth  ;   Chrut  ia  eref^-  ] 
thing.     Lire  for  Him;  fgr  fliem  ia  nodiiiig  cdse  irortli 
liTing  for.* 

A  sigh  rose  from  the  d^tba  ot  Mr.  Ventay's  brvaa^ 
and  be  eud  in  «  tone  low  and  eameit,  and  in  which 
there  jet  blended  somewhat  of  hia  nabirsl  sarcasm^ 
'  I  wish  joa  coold  give  me  the  legacj  of  jour  faith, 
Doctor ;  I  should  be  a  bett^  nun  than  I  have  era 
been  jeL' 

'Sir,  it  will  not  come  bj  wishes;  it  will  come  b/ 
prayer.  Bnt  we  should  hare  spoken  of  these  things 
before." 

'Tea,  indeed  we  sboold;  that  is,  if  it  wootd  hare 
done  any  good ;  bat  I  am  afraid  it  is  too  late  now.' 

'  Too  Ute^  too  late  for  so  many  things.  Lord,  I 
pray  Thee  to  pardon  me ; '  and  the  old  man  clasped  bis 
hands  together,  whilst  an  expression  intense  in  its 
sorrowful  hamility  rested  upon  bis  sharpened  features. 

Mrs.  Patty  came  forward.  '  That  is  enough.  Doctor, 
dear.    Now  Mr.  Vemey,  if  you  pleaie.' 

Dr.  Kingabury  looked  at  Mr.  Vemey  ioteotly-,  and 
mnrmured  a  solemn  farewell ;  and  then,  as  Rosamond 
drew  nearer,  be  took  her  buid  and  pressed  it  to 
his  lips  with  a  half  paternal,  half  courtly  tender- 
ness, and  said,  as  he  released  it:  '  My  ehil^  I  would 
give  you  my  last  blessing.' 

She  knelt,  and  laying  his  hand  upon  her  head,  the 
old  Doctor  committed  her  to  '  God's  gracious  mercj 
and  protection,  and  prayed  that  the  Lord  would  lift 
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•  looking  in  at  a  doorway  which  opened  into  adressing- 
_  room. 

;       •!  will  take  care,  Patty,  thank  you.     Will  you 
t  bring  me  the  book  ? ' 

Mrs.  Patty  entered  with  a  heavy  tread,  to  which 
however  the  old  man  seemed  quite  insensible;  she 
placed  a  Bible  upon  the  bed,  and  went  away. 

*  I  dare  say  you  have  several,  my  dear,'  he  said  to 
Bosamond,  as  he  pointed  to  it,  'but  I  give  you 
what  I  value  most.     When  you  look  at  it — *  he  paused 

,    for  breath,  and  at  that  moment  a  shadow  darkened 
the  doorway,  and  Mrs.  Patty  again  came  up  to  the 
.  bedside  and  said  : 

*  Mr.  Verney,  Doctor;  only  for  one  instant.  I  have 
told  him  he  must  not  stay  longer.' 

The  old  Rector's  eyes  lighted  up  with  a  gleam  of 
their  former  interest,  and  when  Mr.  Verney  ap- 
proached, without  waiting  for  any  greeting,  he  took 
his  hand,  and  joined  it  with  Rosamond's,  and  mur- 
mured as  he  held  them  both ;  *  Grant  that  they  may 
so  live  together  in  this  world,  that  in  the  world  to 
come  they  may  have  life  everlasting.' 

There  was  no  response,  but  Mr.  Vemey's  face  was 
ashy  in  its  paleness.  Rosamond  sat  down  trem- 
bling. 

*  Shall  I  move  the  book.  Doctor? '  said  Mrs.  Patty. 
But  he  laid  his  hand  upon  it.     *  I  was  saying  —  I 

wished  to  say  —  Mr  Verney,  death  is  the  truest  of  all 
tests.' 

*  It  is  not  death  with  you  yet,  Doctor,  I  hope,'  began 
Mr.  Verney. 

'  Yes,   sir,   it  is  death ;    not  perhaps  to-day,    or 
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r  up  His  countenance  upon  her,  and  give  ber  peace, 

I  both  at  that  time  and  evermore ;'  and  then  Eosamond 

J  rose  up  and  left  the  room  with  Mr.  Verney,  feeling 

,  for  the  time  a  better  Christian  in  spirit  than  she  had 

,  ever  been  before  in  the  course  of  her  whole  life. 
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pleasant  flatteries  to  the  elderly  relations,  whilst 
Kosamond  played,  and  sang,  and  talked  with  the 
younger  ones  ;  Mr.  Verney  hovering  near  her,  watch- 
ing her  as  though  she  had  been  a  pretty  and  petted 
child,  and  every  now  and  then  leading  her  out  to 
some  quick  repartee,  which,  uttered  in  Rosamond's 
sweet  voice  and  with  her  very  quiet  manner,  never 
failed  to  be  perfectly  lady-like.  In  that  respect  Mr. 
Verney  had  certainly  chosen  well.  His  wife  would 
never  offend  his  taste.  And  Rosamond  was  more  to 
be  loved  that  evening.  She  was  more  real,  more 
genuine  in  her  good-nature,  more  earnest  and  simple 
in  all  she  said.  The  better  part  of  her  nature  had 
been  touched  by  the  old  Doctor's  farewell,  and  its  in- 
fluence still  lingered  with  her.  But  it  was  only  lin- 
gering ;  there  was  no  depth  in  the  feeling  ;  it  awoke 
no  self-scrutiny,  no  penitence ;  it  was  accompanied  by 
no  resolutions.  The  blossom  was  fair  to  the  eye, 
but  the  plant  had  no  root,  and  in  a  few  hours  it 
would  fade.     By  the  next  morning  it  had  faded. 

How,  indeed,  could  it  be  otherwise  ?  No  leisure 
was  there  for  thought  or  regret,  for  hope  or  fear,  on 
that  crowded,  busy,  most  matter-of-fact  day.  We 
idealise  important  occasions.  We  look  forward  to 
them  as  we  imagine  they  ought  to  be;  as  in  fact  they 
are  in  spirit ;  but  we  forget  that  the  material  forms 
in  which  they  are  presented  to  us  will  at  the  moment, 
in  all  probability,  entirely  prevent  our  realising  this 
spirit.  If  we  have  not  learnt  to  perceive  the  unseen 
and  invisible  under  the  veil  of  our  ordinary  life,  we 
shall  be  unable  to  discover  it  when  it  is  presented  to 
us  under  circumstances   which    are  extraordinary, 

HH  2 
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They  who  live  with  falsehoods — fashion,  Tatuty. 
worldly  ambition,  self-importaoce — as  if  thej  iavolTed 
lasting  intereBtH,  will  be  blind  when  brought  in  con- 
tact with  the  moat  impreasive  realities,  because,  in  the 
ordering  of  God's  Providence,  the  same  forms  inveet 
Ixtth  truth  and  deception,  the  things  c^  Time  aitd  the 
things  of  Etemity  ;  and  only  the  eyes  which  have 
been  opened  by  His  grace  can  see  the  immeasurable 
difference  between  them. 

Rosaurond  Camerou's  laat  day  of  preparation  for 
her  wedding  was,  as  such  days  always  must  b«^ 
distracted  by  orders,  interruptions,  trials  of  temper, 
little  disappointments,  cares  of  the  most  minute  eha- 
rscter.  And  ai  Rosamond  had  never  trained  herself 
to  see  in  all  such  daily  occurrences  anylbing  by 
which  to  elevate  her  mind  by  the  exercise  of  self- 
discipline,  or  lead  her  above  the  world  by  the  very 
turmoil  and  annoyance  which  beset  her  in  it ;  so 
now  they  entirely  overpowered  the  higher  yearnings 
which  the  thought  of  death  bad  awakened.  The 
seed  had  been  sown  in  the  heart,  but  the  cares  and 
the  pleasures  of  life  were  already  springing  up  and 
choking  it. 

Mr.  Verney  was  not  like  Rosamond;  he  was  too 
indolent,  too  indifferent  to  be  engrossed  by  petty  busi- 
nesB.  He  gave  his  orders  to  his  servants,  and  then 
left  them  to  he  executed.  It  was  not  in  bis  way  to 
trouble  himself,  except  to  find  fault  when  anything 
was  forgotten  or  done  amiss.  And  it  might  bo  that 
he  did  see  deeper  into  the  meaning  of  all  that  was 
going  on  \  that  he  did  in  one  sense  realise  more  of  its 
importance.    Boxes  and  packages,  dresses  aod  pre- 
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eents,  were  nothing  to  him,  and  he  gave  them  no 
attention  ;  but  the  prospect  of  relief  from  pecuniary 
care,  and  the  attainment  of  luxury  and  worldly  posi- 
tion, were  a  great  deal ;  and  all  these  were  involved 
in  his  approaching  marriage ;  and,  therefore,  whilst 
smiling  patronisingly  upon  Rosamond,  he  kept  him- 
self  as  much  as  possible  aloof  from  the  business  which 
gathered  round  her  ;  as  though  marriage  was  too 
serious  to  admit  of  such  lighter  considerations  ;  and 
looked,  moved,  and  spoke  with  dignity  and  calmness, 
and  in  his  secret  heart  was  —  miserable, 

*Myra  must  be  here  soon,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron, 
entering  the  school-room  where  Edmund,  Juliet,  and 
Annette  were  engaged,  under  Rosamond's  superin- 
tendence, in  packing  a  box  of  books  and  drawings, 
which  were  especially  to  be  cared  for.  *  It  is  getting 
on  for  five  o'clock,  and  your  father  said  certainly  she 
would  be  at  home  in  time  for  dinner.' 

*  Godfrey  says  she  can't  come  till  after  eight,'  said 
Juliet,  *and  he  must, know.' 

*  I  do  n't  see,  my  dear,  why  Godfrey  is  to  know 
better  than  your  father.  I  shall  go  and  ask  Mr. 
Verney.  I  know  he  is  in  the  library,  and  really  I 
am  anxious.' 

*  Let  me  go,'  said  Edmund,  *  though  I  do  n't  sup- 
pose he  can  tell  us  more  than  Bradshaw.' 

*  Godfrey  understands  Bradshaw  best,'  persisted 
Juliet,  'and  he  and  I  looked  at  it  last  night,  and 
settled  it.' 

*  Then  of  course  it  will  be  so,'  said  Rosamond, 
laughing. 

*  Of  course,'  repeated  Edmund.     *  It  is  such  a  pity 
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that  Godfrey  and  Juliel  can't  undertake  the  goTen- 
ment  of  the  world;  they  would  manage  it  admirably.' 

'  With  Mr.  Verney  to  help  us,'  said  Juliet.  '  I  am 
fure  he  lays  down  the  law  more  than  anyone.* 

'  Only  he  does  it  in  a  diacreet  way,'  observed  Boea- 
mond. 

'  Yes,'  Baid  Juliet,  meaningly,  '  he  is  very  diecreet. 
We  all  know  that ;  do  n't  we  Annette  ? ' 

'  Juliet,  the  sooner  you  go  back  to  school  the 
better,'  remarked  Edmund,  sharply, 

'  I  meant  no  harm,'  replied  Juliet,  In  a  tone  of  mock 
humility.     '  I  only  repeated  what  Miss  Greaves  said.' 

■Edmund,  if  you  would  just  go  and  look  for  Mr. 
Verney,  and  bring  him  here,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron. 
'  And  Juliet,  you  must  learn  not  to  be  pert.  What 
does  it  signify  what  Miss  Greaves  said  ?' 

'  Nothing  now,  mamma,  certainly,'  replied  Juliet 
'  And  Miss  Greaves  has  never  really  known  Mr. 
Yerney;  though  she  has  heard  things  said  of  him.' 

Rosamond  looked  up  quickly,  but  she  did  not  ask 
what  Miss  Greaves  had  heard.  Juliet,  however, 
answered  the  glance. 

'  She  heard  of  him,  you  know,  fWim  that  young 
Indian  lady.  Miss  Stuart,  whom  people  said  he  was 
going  to  maiTy.' 

'  Oh  ! '  was  Rosamond's  short  reply. 

'  And  you  can't  think  how  surprised  she  was,  when 
Mrs.  de  Lancey  told  her  of  your  engagement,  Rosa- 
mond. She  would  not  believe  it  at  first,  and  I  was 
so  glad  when  I  could  prove  it  was  true.  Though  I 
heard  Miss  Greaves  say  to  Mrs.  de  I-aiicey,  that  Miss 
Stuart  had  been  jilted.' 
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*  Juliet,  this  gossip  is  wrong  and  unladylike/  ob- 
served Mrs.  Cameron,  severely  ;  *  do  n't  let  me  hear 
any  more  of  it.' 

But  Eosamond  only  smiled,  and  said  gently,  *0h 
yes,  mamma,  if  you  please ;  it  is  amusing  to  know  the 
nonsense  the  world  talks.    Let  me  hear  it  all,  Juliet.' 

'  Yes,  let  us  hear  it  all ;'  and  Juliet  felt  a  hand  laid 
lightly  on  her  shoulder,  and,  turning  round,  saw  Mr. 
Verney  standing  behind  her.  *  Young  ladies'  stories 
of  their  schools  are  a  revelation  of  a  new  world.' 

Juliet  coloured  crimson,  shook  off  Mr.  Verney's 
hand,  and  remained  silent. 

There  was  a  most  awkward  pause.  *  Mysteries  I ' 
said  Mr.  Verney.  *  I  won't  inquire,  but  you  might 
trust  me.' 

*  No  mystery,'  observed  Mrs.  Cameron;  *but  Juliet 
brings  home  school-room  gossip,  and  I  do  n't  approve 
of  it.' 

*  It  was  not  gossip,  it  was  truth,'  murmured  Juliet 
to  Annette;  but  Annette  was  prudent,  and  took  no 
notice. 

Eosamond  busied  herself  with  the  packing,  but 
that  she  was  uncomfortable  was  very  evident.  Mrs. 
Cameron  had  recourse  to  Bradshaw,  and  engaged  both 
Mr.  Verney  and  Edmund's  attention  in  the  endea- 
vour to  explain  it,  which,  as  her  sight  was  so  bad 
that  she  could  not  read  the  figures,  was  no  easy  task. 
Mr.  Verney  glanced  at  Kosamond  more  than  once, 
and  when  at  length  Mrs.  Cameron  released  him,  he 
went  up  to  her,  and  said :  *  You  are  tiring  yourself; 
you  had  better  let  me  help  you.' 
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'Thank   joo,  no;  I  eata  masuige  Ibr  nysell^' 
KoMcmond  urrniid  <keidedl j  awxr  finoL  Imn. 

'  lii  n't  it  30  eoriocu  Ikoir  daja  come  over  agmbi  ?' 
ex^^lAimed  Jallet,  '  Do  n't  joa  remember,  Idr.  Ter- 
nfj,  tb«  4^9^  we  were  paeking  for  BoaaiDond  befim 
fi>ie  went  ap  to  London,  how  joa  came  in  just  when 
the  was  looking  orer  a  portf<^io  as  she  is  doing  now, 
and  how  j'on  admired  the  ^Bridge  of  St.  Martin?" ' 

*  Yen/  he  Mid,  '  I  hare  reaaon  to  remember  it ;' 
and  drawing  nearer  to  Rosamond,  he  added,  in  a  tone 
intended  for  no  one  bat  herself  *  It  was  the  gift  of 
that  drawing  which  first  gaye  me  confidence.' 

Juliet's  quick  ears  had,  howerer,  caught  the  words, 
and  with  her  usual  utter  want  of  tact,  she  exclaimed: 
'  ft  was  only  half  Rosamond's  after  alL  It  did  duty  for 
Annette  too,  when  it  was  wanted,  so  it  was  very  con- 
vonient     It  gained  Annette  a  prize,  and ' 

Kdinund  interrupted  her.  '  Juliet,  it  strikes  me 
that  both  you  and  Annette  chatter  much  more  than 
yon  work.  You  may  just  as  well  put  on  your  bonnets 
and  conio  for  a  walk  with  me.  Perhaps,  though,  my 
niothor  wantn  you?* 

•Ni).'  Mrn.  Ciuneron  did  not  want  them ;  *  she  was 
going  to  lie  down  in  her  own  room ;  she  was  very 
iirod,  and  hor  eyos  ached ;  she  wished  Myra  was 
nt  houu^  to  iTud  to  her,  and  then  perhaps  she  might 
go  \o  i»loop.'  Annette  offered  to  take  Myra's  place, 
hut  Mrit.  Ctuuorou  was  fanciful  about  reading.  She 
wait  accu8tk>moii  to  li[yra,  and  could  not  reconcile 
hor^oir  to  anyone  else ;  and  Edmund,  who  seemed 
W\\{  upou  (akii\g  (>o$sossiou  of  his  two  younger  sisters, 
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and  leaving  Mr.  Verney  and  Rosamond  alone,  repeated 
his  proposal  for  a  walk,  and  succeeded  in  dispersing 
the  party. 

Whether  his  thoughtfulness  was  appreciated,  re- 
mained to  be  proved.  Eosamond  continued  her  occu- 
pation, Mr.  Verney  stood  by  her ;  neither  spoke  for 
some  seconds.  Then  Mr.  ^Verney  said,  *And  you 
won't  let  me  help  you  ? ' 

*  No,  thank  you.' 

*  There  is  something  the  matter,  Rosamond.' 

*  Nothing,  thank  you.' 

*  That  means  something  j  I  must  know.* 

*  And  if  I  do  not  choose  to  say  ? ' 

*  You  are  annoyed  at  some  nonsense  of  Juliet's  ?  ^ 

*  I  have  not  heard  any  nonsense  that  I  am  aware  of.' 

*  Some  sense  then  ;  something  she  has  told  you.' 

*  She  has  said  nothing  to  annoy  me.' 

Mr.  Verney  bit  his  lip.  *  Rosamond,  I  can't  stand 
this.' 

*  Neither  can  I.  Would  you  kindly  move  out  of 
the  light  ? ' 

He  made  a  gesture  of  impatience,  and  was  going 
away.  Then  he  stopped,  and  said  ;  *  Are  we  to  go 
on  in  this  way  all  day  ?  ' 

*  In  what  way  ?  I  shall  soon  have  finished  what 
I  am  doing.' 

*  You  mean  to  drive  me  wild !  *  he  exclaimed.  *How 
can  I  explain  what  is  amiss,  if  you  won't  tell  me  what 
it  is?' 

*  There  is  nothing  amiss.  I  daresay  your  young 
Indian  friend  has  recovered  her  disappointment  by 
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I  this  time,  and  of  course  she  is  the  only  person  1 

pitied.' 

Mr.  Vemey  turned  yery  pale. 

*  I  see,'  continued  Rosamond,  bitterly,  *  there 
need  of  explanation.  It  is  all  very  natural.  I  c 
find  fault,  only  I  think  I  might  have  been  told.' 

*  Told  !  what  ?    That  intolerable  school  gossi 

*  Yes,  it  is  quite  intolerable.' 

*  But  what  is  it  ?  For  pity's  sake,  Rosamond,  < 
go  on  with  this  absurd  mystery.' 

*  I  merely  follow  your  example,*  said  Bosan 
*If  you  had  plainly  told  me,  when  I  aUuded 
similar  report  in  Paris,  that  you  had  been  eog 
before,  I  should  have  understood  it.    I  am  not  jea 

*  But  I  was  not  engaged ;  I  was — it  is  all  nons 
What  do  you  mean  ? ' 

*  Only  that  I  should  have  felt  it  was  treatin 
more  honourably  to  be  quite  open,  as  I  have 
with  you.    I  have  never  been  engaged  t^l  no¥ 
should  have  told  you  if  I  had  been.' 

*  Engaged  ?  folly  !  absurdity  !  Do  you  sup 
Rosamond,  that  a  man  of  my  age  is  bound  to  co 
every  passing  fancy  ? ' 

*  Certainly  not.  A  passing  fancy  and  an  ens 
ment  are  very  different.' 

'  And  if  I  had  been  engaged,  where  would  '. 
been  the  harm  ?  ' 

*  None  at  all.  Though  I  do  n't  know  that 
pleasant  to  go  about  the  world,  as  the  person 
has  caused  another  to  be  jilted.' 

*  I  do  n't  allow  that  word,  Rosamond.' 
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'  I  do  n't  wish  you  to  allow  it.  Tell  me  onlj  that 
I  may  contradict  it.' 

'  I  will  not  answer  the  question  ;  it  is  an  insult. 
Rosamond,  you  can't  doubt  me.' 

*  I  do  n't  want  to  do  so,'  said  Rosamond,  more  gently, 
'  but  I  cannot  have  a  child  like  Juliet  sneering  at  me. 
And  —  I  should  like  to  know  the  truth.' 

*  Would  you  ? '  and  he  smiled  a  little  sarcastically  ; 
*  it  would  be  very  easily  told.  You  had  better  apply 
to  the  circulating  library,  and  read  how  often  foolish 
men  have  been  caught  by  pretty  faces,  and  then  re- 
pented. Seriously,  it  is  not  worth  your  inquiring 
about ;  only  I  can't  bear  to  see  you  unlike  yourself. 
Was  the  young  lady's  name  Stuart  ? ' 

He  hesitated  as  he  spoke  the  name,  but  Rosamond 
did  not  remark  it,  and  before  she  could  answer,  he 
went  on  quietly,  *  An  Indian  fancy  I  one  must  have 
something  to  amuse  oneself  with  in  such  a  wearisome 
life.  And  all  men  take  to  flirting  more  or  less.  I 
do  n't  pretend  to  say  that  I  was  better  than  the  rest, 
and  I  daresay  the  young  lady — as  most  young  ladies 
do  —  considered  it  a  more  serious  occupation  than  I 
did.  But  it  is  not  worth  your  troubling  yourself 
about,  love.     Won't  you  believe  me  ?  ' 

Rosamond  was  touched  by  the  tone.  Her  pride 
rather  than  her  affection  had  been  wounded,  and  to 
see  Mr.  Verney  in  the  least  humble,  quite  satisfied  her. 

She  looked  up  and  smiled,  as  she  answered  :  '  I 
only  wish  you  would  take  Juliet  in  hand.  She  is 
much  worse  than  she  used  to  be,  and  she  was  intoler- 
able enough  before.  I  wonder  how  it  is  that  nothing 
can  ever  make  her  a  lady.' 
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Hr.  "Vtnej  ahrogged  hu  thimUen.  *  Natare  * ' 
he  said.  '  It  i<  alwaja  loo  strcMig  for  art.  Bat  leaic 
her  to  ma  ;  abe  aball  not  Xonaeal  joa  waj  more.* 

'  She  baa  do  nserrf^  no  diaaeticm,*  coatinDed  fio- 
uiDond.     '  And  ibe  piqoea  bendf  npon  it ;  ■! 
it  troth.' 

'  Troth  which  u  not  alnja  to  be  tpakaiy'  aid 
Mr.  Veraey, 

'  No  ;  in  thii  reapect  abe  ia  aomeirhat  like  Mjn, 
who  is  also  at  times  aacoiiimoiilj  awkward  and  dis- 
agreeable, in  what  she  sajs.    Don't  yon  think  so? ' 

Mr.  Veraej  made  do  anewer. 

'I  forgot — Myraia  anch  a  petof  foora,*  contioeed 
BoNunond,  interpreting  his  silence ;  '  joa  iron't  be 
aatisfied  till  you  hare  seen  her.' 

'  Ferhapa  not,'  and  Hr.  Verney  very  quickly  leR 
the  room. 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 


t  TTOW  he  did  despise  himself  I  There  is  no  feeling 
I  X-L  so  utterly  unendurable  as  that.  And  Mr.  Ver- 
nej  was  not  a  man  to  take  out  his  actions,  examine, 
if  and  make  excuses  for  them.  He  was  too  proud  to 
I'  own  that  he  was  wrong,  too  indolent  to  endeavour  to 
prove  that  he  was  right.  His  effort  for  years  had 
0  been  to  escape  from  himself,  and  he  was  an  adept  in 
the  art.  When,  as  a  youth,  he  did  what  conscience 
condemned,  he  simply  strove  to  forget  it,  and  so  he 
did  now.  And  under  the  circumstances  in  which  he 
was  placed,  he  could  have  forgotten,  he  could  have 
made  himself  fairly  comfortable,  if  only  he  had  not 
been  haunted  by  an  apparently  unreasonable  dread 
of  Myra's  return.  How  she  could  interfere  with  him, 
indeed,  he  did  not  see ;  and  whatever  she  might  say, 
he  had  but  to  adopt  the  same  tone  which  had  just 
succeeded  so  well  with  Rosamond,  for  there  is  nothing 
like  acknowledging  a  report  up  to  a  certain  point  if 
one  wishes  to  stop  it.  But,  after  all,  Mr.  Verney  had 
not  lost  the  feelings  of  a  gentleman,  however  little 
he  might  retain  those  of  a  Christian ;  and  when  he 
was  compelled  to  evade,  equivocate,  perhaps  even  to 
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Utter  a  direct  falsehood,  he  despised  himself^ 
then  he  was  wretched.  He  wandered  into  the  gaidai 
now,  and  finding  Godfrey  Cameron  there,  endniei 
the  penance  of  his  soeietj  for  nearljan  hoar,  hecaose 
he  could  not  bear  to  be  left  alone.  He  strolled  into 
Mrs.  Cameron's  boudoir,  and  again  went  through  all 
the  Bradshaw  calculations,  in  order  to  occapj  his 
thoughts  ;  he  almost  determined  to  walk  down  to  the 
Parsonage  and  inquire  after  the  rector,  but  he  was 
afraid  of  being  asked  to  walk  up-stairs,  and  he  could 
not  face  another  interyiew  with  a  djing  man,  and 
that  man  Dr.  Kingsbury  ;  and  at  length,  as  the 
dinner  hour  approached,  he  hurried  back  to  Stor- 
mont,  dreading,  as  he  said  to  Rosamond,  to  be  scruti- 
nised before  the  appointed  time  by  a  fresh  relay  of 
guests ;  and,  by  the  aid  of  a  cigar,  a  novel,  and  his 
toilet,  contrived  to  distract  his  mind  until  the  carriage 
was  announced  which  was  to  take  him  to  dine  at  the 
HalL 

And  then  came  the  ordeal  of  the  stiff  circle  before 
dinner,  and  the  introductions  and  the  attempts  at 
conversation ;  but  all  that  was  an  assistance  to  Mr. 
Verney.  He  was  in  his  element  when  called  upon  to 
exert  himself  conversationally,  and  the  sight  of  num- 
bers awoke  bis  spirit  of  criticism,  and  so  his  self- 
appreciation  was  restored.  Whenever  he  could  be  sati- 
rical he  felt  himself  superior,  and  then  the  ordinary 
laws  which  govern,  or  ought  to  govern  the  common 
herd,  became  a  matter  of  less  importance  to  him; 
he  could  afford  to  overlook  them.  By  the  time 
dinner  was  on  the  table,  ladies  glanced  at  him 
timidly  and  admiringly,  and  gentlemen   listened  to 


A   GLIMPSE   OP  THE  WOKLD.  479 

him  as  a  man  whose  opinions  were  worth  having,  an4 
Mr.  Verney  was  satisfied,  and  at  ease. 

<  Was  not  that  a  ring  at  the  hell?'  asked  Mrs.  Cam-* 
eron  of  the  hutler,  just  as  the  second  course  was 
placed  on  the  table.  Mr.  Verney,  who  was  seated 
near  her,  turned  round  as  though  he  had  been  shot. 
The  butler  left  the  room  to  inquire. 

<  We  are  expecting  Myra,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron  in 
explanation  to  the  gentleman  at  her  right  hand.  '  Mr. 
Verney  is  as  anxious  about  her  as  any  of  us ;  she  is 
such  a  favourite  of  his.' 

Captain  Stevens,  who  was  a  distant  relation, 
laughed,  and  made  some  common-place  remark  about 
its  not  being  permitted  to  fall  in  love  with  two  young 
ladies  at  once. 

*  I  am  afraid  it  is  an  offence  rather  frequently  com- 
mitted,' exclaimed  Colonel  Verney,  joining  in  the 
conversation.  *  I  have  heard  of  three  cases  of  jilting 
this  season.' 

*  If  the  first  culprit  could  have  been  hung,  it  would 
have  been  a  warning  to  the  rest,'  said  Edmund 
Cameron,  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  table.  *  One 
dreadful  example  every  season  would  save  an  infinity 
of  trouble.' 

*  I  hope  you  would  not  make  an  example  of  both 
sexes,'  observed  Mrs.  Verney,  *for  jilting,  you  know, 
is  considered  by  some  young  ladies  quite  their 
privilege.' 

There  was  a  general  exclamation  of  disavowal  of 
the  doctrine  from  all  the  ladies  present,  and  Godfrey, 
thrusting  himself  into  the  conversation,  and  taking 
their  part  for  the  sake  of  contradiction,  undertook  to 
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1  prove  from  his  own  knowledge   that  in  one 

^  instances,  generally  known,  the  fault  had  rest 

the  gentleman.     Rosamond's  taste  went  agai 
topic,  and  she  tried  to  stop  him ;  but  whenever  ( 
was  in  the  vein  for  anecdotes,  it  would  have 
j  easy  to  do  this  as  to  arrest  the  current  of  i 

Story  followed  story,  whilst,  one  by  one,  the  at 
of  nearly  every  person  at  table  was  attracts 
Godfrey  had,  what  of  all  things  he  most  coi 
the  command  of  the  conversation. 

'It  was  not  Myra,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron,  '. 
forward  and  addressing  Mr.  Verney  in  an 
tone.  He  bowed  and  smUed,  and  said  he  < 
expect  her  so  soon;  and  then  he  went  on  quie 
cassing  a  question  of  political  reform  with  ( 
Mainwaring,  his  next  neighbour,  apparent 
hearing  a  syllable  which  Godfrey  was  sayin 
only  pausing  to  fill  his  glass  whenever  th( 
came  round.  He  drank  but  little  generally,  bi 
evening  was  an  exception. 

*  I  understand  your  nephew  has  first-rate  i 
of  conversation,'  remarked  Captain  Stevens  i 
Verney.  *  It  is  a  pity  he  does  not  give  more 
the  benefit  of  them.' 

*He  has  no  morbid  desire  for  social  distil 
replied  Mrs.  Verney.  *  It  is  a  mind  sufficie 
itself,  requiring  no  support,  and  therefore  not  i 
ready  to  exert  itself.  But  he  can  be  drawn  ( 
those  who  understand  him;'  and  acting  upon  h< 
suggestions,  Mrs.  Verney  dexterously  insinuate 
self  into  the  political  conversation^  and  compel] 
i^ephew  to  give  her  his  attention  and  his  opinio 
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But  she  failed  in  persuading  him  to  display  him- 
self. He  answered  her,  but  it  was  with  only  that 
amount  of  interest  which  politeness  required,  and  he 
shrank  back  into  what  Mrs.  Verney  called  his  shell, 
and,  with  a  smile,  she  banteringly  told  him  that  he 
was  so  nervous  and  so  pre-engrossed,  she  would  wait 
till  after  the  next  day  to  gain  his  attention. 

The  ladies  left  the  dinner- table.  Mrs.  Verney 
persuaded  Mrs.  Cameron  to  go  and  rest  in  her 
boudoir.  Rosamond  also  withdrew.  Coffee  was 
brought  in,  the  ordinary  circle  was  formed,  the  ordi- 
nary little  nothings  were  said,  and  the  spirit  of  ennui 
was  stealing  over  the  party.  Juliet  looked  at  the 
time-piece. 

*  Five  minutes  to  the  half  hour  !  Myra  ought  to 
be  here.     Hark ! ' 

A  carriage  was  distinctly  heard,  the  wheels  crash- 
ing over  the  graveL  Juliet  and  Annette  rushed 
down  the  stairs. 

*  How  pleasant  it  is  to  see  such  sisterly  affection  ! ' 
murmured  Mrs.  Verney.  *  Elise,  my  love,  I  wish 
you  would  just  go  and  prepare  Mrs.  Cameron  for  dear 
Myra's  arrival.  Mrs.  Cameron  is  so  sadly  nervous,' 
she  continued,  addressing  the  party  generally,  *and 
she  has  been  painfully  excited  by  Myra's  delay.  But 
it  is  all  over  now.  I  felt  sure  myself  that  nothing 
could  occur  to  mar  the  general  happiness  on  an  oc- 
casion so  auspicious.' 

There  was  a  bustle  on  the  staircase,  a  murmur  of 
voices  ;  then  Elise  Verney  came  back,  saying  that 
Myra  was  gone  to  her  mother.     She  was  not  looking 

I  I 
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at  all  well;  the  journey  bad  fatigued  her  a  good 
and  tbey  had  had  a  bad  crossing. 

Everyone  was  immediately  very  sorry,  but  tho 
it  quite  natural,  and  bad  no  doubt  she  would 
recover ;  and  then  each  lady  who  had  enjoyec 
privilege  of  crossing  the  Cbannel  felt  anxioti 
relate  her  experience,  and  listened  'with  polite 
patience  to  her  neighbour's  details,  till  she  could 
an  occasion  to  introduce  her  own.  So  the  stii 
of  the  party  wore  off,  and  Mrs.  Verney,  percei 
that  the  conversation  had  become  more  general, 
the  opportunity  of  stealing  out  of  the  room,  w 
really  good-natured  wish  to  know  something  i 
Myra. 

She  met  Annette  in  the  corridor.  *Myr^  is 
mamma.  We  have  been  sent  away.  Mrs.  Vei 
is  there  anything  the  matter  ? '  and  Annette, 
was  naturally  timid,  and  really  tender-hearted,  i 
up  to  Mrs.  Verney's  side,  and  looked  up  anxious 
her  face. 

*The  matter,  my  dear,  no.  What  should  hi 
matter?  Poor  little  Myra  is  tired.  Just  go  an< 
Rosamond  that  she  must  come  down  and  make 
self  agreeable.     I  will  go  and  speak  to  your  man 

*But  Myra  looked  as  if  she  was  unhappy,* 
Annette,  ^  and  mamma  exclaimed  so  when  she 
her;  and  she  is  ill,  I  am  sure.' 

*My  dear  Annette,  do  not  let  your  little  hea 
disturbed  with  fancies.  Go  and  fetch  Rosamond 
stay  quietly  in  the  drawing-room.  Tell  Rosamc 
shall  return  in  a  few  minutes.  When  the  genth 
come  up  w^  must  have  some  music* 
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*  The  gentlemen  are  coming  up  now,*  exclaimed 
Annette  ;  *  I  must  go  and  tell  Mr.  Verney  that  Myra 
is  come ;  he  will  be  so  glad/  But  Mr.  Verney  was 
not  there,  he  was  still  in  the  dining-room  talking 
politics,  Edmund  said,  and  Annette  must  not  trouble 
him  about  Myra ;  he  would  know  about  her  quite  as 
soon  as  he  wished.  Annette  went  back  to  the  draw- 
ing-room discomfited,  and  Mrs.  Verney,  not  without 
a  slight  feeling  of  curiosity,  knocked  at  the  door  of 
Mrs.  Cameron's  boudoir. 

*  Come  in,'  was  said  in  a  weak  voice,  and  Mrs. 
Verney  opened  the  door  jijst  as  Myra,  who  had  been 
kneeling  by  her  mother's  sofa,  started  up,  endeavour- 
ing to  appear  as  if  she  had  been  standing. 

*  Charmed,  most  charmed  to  see  you,  love,'  said 
Mrs.  Verney,  kissing  her  ;  *  you  have  had  a  wretched 
journey,  I  hear ;  a  miserable  crossing.  Let  me  see 
how  you  are  looking.'  She  gently  laid  her  hand  on 
Myra's  shoulder,  and  turned  her  to  the  light,  as  she 
might  have  done  when  she  was  a  child  of  ten  years 
old. 

Myra  bore  the  touch  bravely,  but  her  answer  was, 
in  spite  of  herself,  chilling.  '  They  had  had  rather  a 
rough  passage,  but  it  was  nothing  like  that  of  the 
previous  day.' 

*  And  you  have  been  surprised,  excited,  your 
nerves  are  shaken  —  you  were  not  prepared  for  this 
sudden  and  most  interesting  event  ?  Dear  Mrs. 
Cameron,  she  will  do  well  to  retire  to  rest  imme- 
diately, after  having  eaten  something.     Do  n't  you 

think  so  ? ' 
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*  I  wish  to  go  into  the  drawing-room,*  said  My; 
decidedly ;  *  mamma,  if  you  do  n*t  object,  I  will 
and  dress  at  once.' 

*  It  is  a  strange  fancy,  mj  dear,*  was  the  rep] 

*  very  unlike  yourself.*  And  Mrs.  Cameron  appea 
I  to  Mrs.  Verney:  *She  does  not  look  like  hers 
'                     does  she  ?     I  was  quite  startled  when  I  saw  her 

first.' 

'Feverish,'    said    Mrs.   Verney,     with    a    smi 

*  feverish  from  excitement,  but  it  will  wear  off.  J 
you  quite  certain,  my  love,  that  you  will  do  wisely 
attempting  to  see  your  friends  to-night  ?  You  i 
have  such  a  very  trying  day  to-morrow ;  and  ; 
must  be  up  early,  so  must  we  all.* 

*  And  I  want  Conyers  to  try  on  your  dress,*  s 
Mrs.  Cameron ;  *  I  should  like  to  see  it  on  mys 
Indeed,  it  is  so  late,  Myra,  I  think  you  virill  do  m^ 
better  not  to  think  of  appearing  in  the  drawi 
room ;  no  one  will  expect  you.' 

*  You  have  seen  Rosamond,  of  course,*  said  ^ 
Verney. 

*  She  has  seen  no  one  but  myself  and  the  1 
children,  I  believe,*  observed  Mrs.  Cameron.  * 
were  just  having  a  little  talk  about  the  marri 
when  you  came  in,  my  dear  Mrs.  Verney.  I  -^ 
telling  her  that  she  must  not  put  on  a  sad  face,  wl 
her  sister  is  going  to  be  so  happy.' 

'Dear  child  !  She  was  always  so  sensiti 
murmured  Mrs.  Verney.  *But  you  will  see  R< 
mond  looking  so  bright,  my  love;  and  Charles 
supremely  happy.' 

Alas  !  for  Myra,  and  that  unfortunate  impossibil 
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of  concealing  her  feelings  which  entirely  prevented 
her  being  a  heroine.  Her  face  expressed  a  mixture 
of  impatience  and  misery,  which  the  effort  to  subdue 
only  served  to  intensify. 

*  Mamma,  I  think  I  should  like'  to  go  to  my  own 
room,'  was  all  the  answer  she  could  make. 

*  Do  so,  my  dear.  Make  yourself  comfortable,  and 
tell  Conyers  what  you  would  like  to  have  —  a  little 
tea,  I  suppose ;  and  perhaps  some  chicken,  or  a 
cutlet ;  order  just  what  you  fancy.' 

*  I  can't  eat,'  said  Myra,  *  my  head  aches  ;  and  I 
have  not  seen  Eosamond,  or* —  her  voice  was  scarcely 
audible,  as  she  added — *  Mr.  Verney/ 

Mrs.  Verney  laughed.  *  Oh  !  is  that  it  ?  The 
old  fancy.  Well!  I  must  say  you  are  constant;  and 
you  need  not  be  at  all  jealous  ;  he  is  devoted  to  you 
still.' 

*He  has  been  looking  forward  to  seeing  you  all 
day,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron.  *  Suppose,*  and  she  turned 
to  Mrs.  Verney —  *  Would  it  be  troubling  you  very 
much  to  ask  him  to  come  and  see  Myra  here  ?  The 
gentlemen  must  be  out  of  the  dining-room  by  this 
time.' 

*  Oh  !  mamma,  no,  not  here  ; '  Myra  paused,  con- 
scious of  the  strangeness  of  her  words  ;  then  added, 
*  It  will  tire  you ;  and,  indeed,  if  I  may,  I  should  like 
to  go  into  the  drawing-room.* 

*  But  with  a  headache,  my  dear,  and  having  had 
nothing  to  eat  ?' 

*  Poor  child  I  she  won't  be  satisfied  till  she  has  had 
him  all  to  herself,*  said  Mrs.  Verney.  *  I  daresay 
she  has  something  very  important  to  say  to   him. 
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They  were  ftltrftje  famed  for  haring^  secrets,  mod  I 
think  under  the  circomstsnces  we  maj  trust  them.' 

3f rs.  Cameron  receired  the  saggestion  quite  lite- 
rallj.  '  I  do  n't  understand*'  she  said.  '  Mr.  Vemejr 
can  come  here  verj  well,  and  then  Mjra  can  have 
something  to  eat  and  go  to  bed ;  that  seems  to  me 
the  most  sensible  notion/ 

'  I  have  not  seen  papa,  either/  persisted  Mjra. 

*  Homesick  for  ererjone,  I  perceive,'  said  Mrs. 
Vernfry.  *What  do  you  say  to  indulging  her,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Cameron,  and  allowing  her  to  go  into  the 
drawing-room  just  as  she  is?  The  party  are  all 
relations,  or  intimate  friends,  and  thej  will  quite 
understand  that  she  is  just  come  off  a  journey.' 

*As  you  will,'  said  Mrs.  Cameron,  languidly.  ^I 
don't  think  I  can  appear  again  to-night  myself;  I  \ 
am  quite  exhausted.  I  should  like  to  see  Rosamond  I 
liC'fore  she  goes  to  bed ;  and  Myra,  my  dear,  when 
you  go  up  stairs  remember  you  must  put  on  your  dress, 
and  let  Conyers  see  that  it  fits.  I  think  I  may  de- 
pend upon  her,  don't  you  ?'  she  added,  speaking  to 
Mrs.  Vernoy. 

*  Without  doubt ;  or  Hosamond  will  look  at  it,  I  am 
Buro.  Now  Myra,  love,  just  go  and  take  off  your 
bonnot,  and  make  your  hair  smooth,  and  then  I  will 
iiitroduco  you,  as  you  wish  it  so  much.' 

But  Myra  hud  just  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that 
hIio  did  not  wish  it  at  all,  that  she  had  made  a  most 
loolish  blunder,  and  in  her  intense  dread  of  drawing 
upon  herself  unnecessary  remark,  bad  decided,  as  is  so 
often  the  case,  upon  the  very  line  of  conduct  which 
would  be  the  most  remarkable.    All  through  the  long 
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journey  she  had  been  endeavouring  to  plan  how  she 
should  meet  Mr.  Verney,  and  what  excuse  she  could 
make  for  seeing  him  alone  ;  and  finding  herself  unable 
to  determine  a  question  which  could  only  be  settled  by 
the  circumstances  of  the  moment,  she  had  worked 
herself  up  into  a  state  of  nervous  uncertainty,  which 
was  the  sure  precursor  of  a  blunder.    She  had  already 
drawn  upon  herself  her  mother's  attention,  and  Mrs. 
Verney's,  and  now  she  was  going  to  do  what  of  all 
things  she  most  dreaded,  face  a  large  party,  who 
would  look  at  and  watch  her ;  and  perhaps,  after  all, 
she  might  fail  in  finding  the  moment  which  she  de- 
sired for  begging  to  speak  with  Mr.  Verney  alone. 
As  she  passed  the  drawing-room,  on  her  way  to  her 
own  room,  she  stopped ;  the  door  was  half  open,  and 
she  looked  in.     Mr.  Verney  was  there,  standing  with 
his  back  to  her,  drinking  coffee,  and  talking  to  some 
ladies.     Myra  forgot  she  could  be  seen,  and  stood 
riveted  to  the  spot,  her  heart  beating  violently.     Per- 
haps he  would  turn  and  se^  her;  if  so,  he  would 
surely  come  and  speak  to  her;  and  once  she  was  nearly 
certain  that  he  did  see  her.     But  he  walked  to  the 
other  end  of  the  room  immediately  afterwards,  and 
Myra  could  then  only  follow  her  own  much  regretted 
idea,    and   prepare   herself   for   the    drawing-room 
ordeal. 

Happily,  other  persons  had  considered  her  comfort 
more  than  she  was  inclined  to  do  herself,  and  when 
she  went  to  her  room  she  found  Annette  there,  and  a 
very  comfortable  repast  provided ;  the  bridesmaid's 
white  tarlatan  dress,  with  its  pale  blue  ribbons,  was 
spread  upon  the  bed,  and  Conyers  was  waiting  to 
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f'jT  %z*j  drkj.  MfUT  AjQsiene  to  be^  Mrs.  Vemcj  not 
to  vait  for  Ler.  aod  poored  herself  oot  a  cop  of  tei^ 
bat  Ebe  eould  eat  nothing. 

*  If  Tou  don't  eat.  Miss  Mjra,  perhaps  joo  would 
Trr  oo  Tour  dress  at  ooee/  said  CcmjerE,  '  and  then  I 
rould  yc\  about  altering  it,  if  there  should  be  aoj- 
xlxiu^  u>  be  altered.* 

'  Ok  no.  Con  vers!  not  to-night ;  I  can't.  Take  it 
awav,  please/ 

'  But  indeed,  Mi£s  Mjra,  it  will  onlj  take  fire 
minatee/ 

'  ImjioeBible  !  It  miut  be  bj  and  bj.  Annette, 
I  shall  be  readj  directlj.'  MjTa  pushed  awaj  her 
cup,  turned  to  the  glass  to  arrange  her  hair  and  her 
dress,  and  make  herself  look,  as  Annette  said,  pre- 
sentable, and  hurried  down  stairs. 

*  Shall  we  wait  for  ^Mrs-Vemej?'  said  Annette,  as 
they  paused  before  the  drawing-room  door.  Mjra 
made  no  answer;  her  ner%'Ousness  had  become  des- 
{>eratioD,  and  they  went  in. 

The  room,  which  was  not  large,  waa  well  filled 
and  well  lighted ;  and  as  Myra  entered,  a  brilliant 
duet  on  the  harp  and  piano  was  just  beginning ;  and 
the  general  attention  being  thus  pre-oceupied,  she 
contrived  to  reach  the  middle  of  the  apartment  with- 
out notice.  Then  a  cousin  perceived  her,  and  came 
up  and  spoke;  then  an  aunt,  and  a  friend,  her  father, 
and  Kosamond,  and,  in  a  few  minutes,  she  was  the 
centre  of  a  little  circle,  all  making  eager  and  loud 
inquiries,  under  the  protection  of  the  clanging  chords 
of  Donizetti's  opera.     But  where  was  Mr.  Vemey  ? 
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Still  not  seeing  her,  but  talking  in  a  distant  comer 
to  General  Mainwaring,  who,  being  an  old  man 
with  grey  hair,  and  a  Member  of  Parliament  besides, 
had  been  looked  upon  by  Myra  with  awe  from  her 
infancy.  To  interrupt  such  a  conversation  would 
have  been  an  unpardonable  disrespect.  The  music 
ceased.  Myra  hoped  Mr.  Verney  would  move,  and 
he  did  move ;  he  turned  round,  saw  her,  came  up  to 
her,  shook  hands  heartily,  said  a  few  kind  words  — 
so  kind,  indeed,  that  Myra  felt  herself  the  basest  of 
hypocrites — and  then  went  back  again  to  his  politics. 
What  else  could  she  have  expected?  Her  anxiety  to 
speak  to  him  alone  became  all  but  unsupportable. 
One  or  two  of  the  party  who  were  to  have  beds  in 
the  village  were  preparing  to  take  their  leave.  Mrs. 
Verney  came  up  and  begged  her  to  go  to  bed  also. 
Rosamond  urged  the  same  request,  promising  to  come 
to  her  room  for  a  few  minutes*  chat.  Her  father 
made  a  remark  upon  her  pale  face,  and  told  her  she 
was  foolish  in  remaining ;  and  Myra  felt  tired,  so  that 
she  could  scarcely  stand;  and  bewildered  and  feverish, 
so  that  she  could  with  difficulty  bring  herself  to  make 
a  rational  answer  to  anything  that  was  said;  and 
still  lingered,  and  persisted  in  lingering,  until  Mr. 
Cameron  sternly  ordered  her  to  go  at  once,  and  the 
die  was  cast. 

Myra  wished  a  general  *good  night,'  and,  walking 
up  to  Mr.  Verney,  interrupting  him  in  the  middle  of 
a  sentence,  said,  in  a  very  low  trembling  voice,  *  I 
have  something  to  say  to  you.  Will  you  come  with 
me  to  the  school-room  ? ' 
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I  *  Certainly,  if  you  desire  it ;'  but  the  expr< 

*  his  face  at  that  moment  Mjrra  never  forgot. 

*A  private  tete-d-tete,*  said  Mrs.  Verney, 
passed   her   in   the  corridor,      *  That    is  no 
proper ;  but  I  suppose  you  are  forestalling  tl: 
I  lege  of  brother  and  sister.     Grood  nighty  deai 

'  we  meet  at  ten  to-morrow.      Charles,  the 

wishes  to  go  ;  are  we  to  wait  and  take  you  I 
send  the  carriage  back  ? ' 

*  Send  it  back,  if  you  will ;  I  like  to  be  indep 
*And  to  have  a  few  last  words  with  Roi 
Well,  it  is  very  natural  I  Good  night,  one 
dear  ;*  and  Mrs.  Verney  kissed  Myra.  *  Ho^ 
ingly  hot  your  forehead  is  !  Praj  go  to  bed 
you  will  be  ill  again.' 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

THE  school-room  was  but  dimly  illuminated  by  the 
one  candle  which  Myra  placed  upon  the  centre 
table.  Mr.  Verney  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  his 
face  turned  partially  away  from  the  light.  He  was 
the  first  to  speak. 

*  Well,  dear  child,  it  is  late ;  you  must  say  your 
say  quickly.' 

*As  quickly  as  I  can;  but,  oh,  Mr.  Verney  I  I 
think  you  know!*  And  Myra  drew  near,  and  raised 
her  eyes  to  him  timidly.  • 

*  Know !  I  know  a  good  many  things.  You  must 
really  speak  plainly,  if  I  am  to  understand  you.' 

*  You  will  be  angry —  it  may  not  be  my  business, 
— but  it  has  made  me  so  very  unhappy.  I  saw  Miss 
Stuart  and  Mrs.  Tracy  at  St.  Wolfgang.' 

He  turned  round  and  looked  her  full  in  the  face. 
*  Really!  and  I  suppose  they  inquired  after  me?' 
No  answer.   Myra  was  too  much  amazed  to  speak. 

*  They  are  old  acquaintances  of  mine,'  he  con- 
tinued.    *  Perhaps  they  talked  about  me  ?' 

*  Yes,  they  talked;  they  said — but  Mrs.  Tracy  did 
not  wish  me  to  repeat  it  all,  only  I  must.' 

*My  dear  little  girl,  this  is  too  silly.     What  do 
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Myra,  very  gravely.     *  I  do  n't  know  how  things  are 
at  this  moment,  but  I  do  know  that  you  were  en- 

*  gaged,  and  as  a.  proof *     She  paused,  and  laid 

*  upon  the  table  the  little  case  containing  the  ring  and 
^   the  lock  of  hair. 

As  he  took  them  up  she  saw  his  colour  change. 
'^  *  I  have  a  message  for  you,'  continued  Myra.  *  Miss 
Stuart  bids  you  take  your  choice  between  the  two. 
You  asked  for  the  hair ;  if  you  keep  it  she  feels  that 
you  will  return  to  her.  You  gave  her  the  ring ;  if 
you  accept  it  back  again,  she  will  know  that  you  are 
gone  from  her  for  ever.' 

*  Rosamond  will  thank  you  for  this,'  was  the 
answer. 

*I  know;  it  may  seem  treacherous,  but  they  were 
given  me.  Oh,  Mr.  Verney !  I  have  been  very 
wretched.' 

*  Because  you  have  interfered  with  affairs  which 
are  quite  out  of  your  province,'  continued  Mr.  Ver- 
ney, sternly.  *  I  did  give  this  ring ;  I  did  ask  for 
this  hair.  I  was  like  other  men.  Eosamond  knows 
it;  she  is  satisfied/   You  need  ask  no  more.' 

*  And  Miss  Stuart  is  miserable,'  said  Myra. 
Mr.  Verney  leaned  his  head  upon  his  hand,  as  he 

said,  in  an  under  tone,  *  And  I  have  been  miserable 
also.' 

'  I  may  return  the  hair  ?*  asked  Myra. 

There  was  no  reply. 

*  And  I  may  tell  my  father  all  that  I  know,*  she 
continued. 

*Tell  your  father  !'  Mr.  Verney  started  from  his 
seat.     *Myra,  do  you  think  I  am  a  man  likely  to 
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endure  this  monstrous,  this  unheard-of  interfen 
Tell  your  father !    Yes,  tell  him  at  your  peril' 

'  I  must  tell  him,'  was  Mjra's  firm  answer. 

Mr.  Vemey's  tone  changed.  « Even  so— tell  k 
you  will,*  he  said.  '  Go  to  him,  let  him  know 
you  have  forgotten  your  duty  to  your  sister— 

you  have  striven  to  mar  her  happiness hear  i 

he  will  say.' 

*  I  must  tell  him  all  that  Mrs.  Tracy  told  me,* 
sisted  Myra. 

*  All  I  What  all  ?  Mrs.  Tracy  knows  there  i 
engagement  now.* 

<Mr8.  Tracy  spoke  of  other  things  besides 
engagement,'  said  Mjra,  hesitatingly. 

'  Mark  me,  Myra,  if  you  have  been  listening 
lies,  and  are  now  going  to  repeat  them,  God  ki 
how  bitterly  you  will  repent  it.  Let  me  hear  \ 
Mrs.  Tracy  said.' 

*  She  told  me  things  which  I  must  repeat  to 
father,'  began  Myra;  but  Mr.  Verney  interrui 
her. 

*Then  Mrs.  Tracy  is  a  false  hypocrite  aD< 
Rosamond  is  rendered  miserable  for  life  it  will 
her  doing  and  yours,  Myra.  And  we  trusted  y 
yes,  we  trusted  you  more  than  any  other  hui 
being ! ' 

*  And  I  was  wrong  in  consenting  to  be  so  trust 
said  Myra,.     'That  also  shall  I  say  to  papa.' 

Mr.  Verney  rose  and  walked  up  and    down 
room. 

*I  have  been  very  unhappy,*  continued  Myra^  *a 
I  cannot  bear  the  feeling  of  having  done  wrono"  a 
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longer.  And,  Mr.  Verney,  if  there  is  no  truth  in 
what  Mrs.  Tracy  said,  you  will  very  easily  explain 
everything  to  papa.* 

*  Myra,  listen  to  me.  You  are  bound  in  honour  to 
tell  me  the  accusations  made  against  me,  before  you 
repeat  them  to  anyone.     I  require  you  to  do  so.* 

Mr.  Verney  placed  himself  before  her,  and  looked 
at  her  with  an  expression  of  determination,  before 
which  she  actually  quailed. 

*  I  think  I  am  bound  to  do  so,'  she  replied.  *  I 
wished  to  speak  to  you  now  for  that  reason.  I  will 
try  and  remember  it  all.* 

*  Yes,  all ;  let  there  be  no  reserve,  no  prevarication.' 
The   colour  mounted   to   Myra's  cheek,  and   she 

looked  up  at  him  indignantly.  *  Mr.  Verney,  you  have 
no  right  to  use  that  word.  I  do  not  know  how  to  pre- 
varicate. Mrs.  Tracy  told  me  that  you  were  greatly 
in  debt,  that  even  if  you  were  to  return  to  India 
your  income  would  not  be  sufficient  to  set  you  free, 
and  that  your  private  fortune  was  all  gone,  because 
it  was  mixed  up  with  Mr.  Stuart*s  affairs,  which 
within  the  last  two  months  had  become  so  involved 
there  was  no  hope  of  retrieving  them.  And  she  said, 
also,  that  if  it  had  not  been  for  these  money  difficul- 
ties you  would  have  married  Miss  Stuart.  This  is 
what  I  must  tell  papa,'  she  added  ^  ^  he  must  know  it 
to-night.' 

Mr.  Verney  had  listened  with  a  countenance  ab- 
solutely impassive ;  when  Myra  concluded,  a  sharp, 
satirical,  light  laugh  seemed  to  ring  through  the 
apartment,  as  he  said,  *  Is  that  all  ?  ' 

*  Yes,  all.* 
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'  Thank  70U,  I  suppose  I  ms^  be  allowed  to  ^nra 
yon  the  trouble  of  commnnicBtliig  these  impcvtnnt 
facts,  or  exaggerations,  or  falsehoods,  or  with  irlaE' 
ever  name  they  may  be  dignified,  to  your  father?' 

Myra  gazed  at  him  in  otter  perplexity. 

'  Tou  have  no  wish,  I  imagine,  to  place  yoarself  in 
an  unfitting  or  improper  position,'  he  continued. 

<  I  wish  to  tell  papa  what  Mrs.  Tracj  told  ae,' 
said  Myra,  <  and  I  intend  to  do  so.' 

'  Precisely  so;  that  is,  you  wish  Mr.  Cameron  to 
know.     If  I  tell  him,  you  will  be  equally  satisfied.' 

Myra  hesitated.  'I  must  t«ll  him  that  I  was 
wrong  in  sending  the  letters,*  she  said. 

'We  will  leave  your  little  confessions  for  the 
present.  They  are  not  exactly  to  the  poinL  Time 
presses.  I  desire  you  simply  to  nnderstaod  that  I 
relieve  you  fhim  your  mission.' 

'  And  you  will  say  it  all  ? '  said  Myra.  *  But 
Mrs.  Tracy,  I  am  sure,  wished  me  to  say  it  myself.' 

'  We  win  forget  Mrs.  Tracy.  The  question  lies 
between  you  and  me.' 

'  Oh!  Mr.  Vemey,  you  would  not  deceive  me,'  said 
Myra,  and  she  looked  at  him  with  an  expression  of 
such  child-like,  earnest  truth,  that  the  cold-hearted, 
cynical  man  of  tbo  world  was  touched  by  it,  and  ho 
answered  with  a  sincerity  which  could  not  be 
<loubted — 

'Myra,  on  the  word  of  a  man  of  honour,  I  will 
not  marry  your  sister  until  your  father  knows  every- 
thing that  is  to  be  known  about  me.' 

'  A.nd  I  may  speak  to  hiro  myself  after  yon  have 
spoken  to  him  ?'  said  Myra, 
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He  turned  from  her  abruptly. 

*  I  don't  doubt — I  can't.  Oh,  Mr.  Verney,  forgive 
me!' 

There  was  a  silence  of  some  seconds.  Mr.  Verney 
kept  his  face  partially  averted.  Then  he  answered 
in  a  voice  from  which  all  bitterness  was  gone — '  Say 
to  him  what  you  will  to-morrow.  Now,  good 
night.' 

Myra  burst  into  tears. 

*Poor  child  1'  he  took  her  hand  tenderly,  and  she 
allowed  it  to  rest  in  his,  whilst  scarcely  articulate 
through  her  sobs  came  the  words  :  *  K  you  will  only 
say  you  forgive  mel' 

*  God  bless  you.  I  am  not  worthy  to  forgive  you.' 
The  last  sentence  was  uttered  as  if  spoken  to  him- 
self, and  before  Myra  could  add  another  word  he  had 
left  her. 

Myra  listened  to  his  footsteps  along  the  corridor 
and  thought  he  went  back  to  the  drawing-room,  and 
after  vainly  trying  to  hide  the  traces  of  tears  on  her 
face  she  went  up  to  her  own  room.  Conyers  was 
waiting  for  her  with  the  bridesmaid's  dress. 

*0h.  Miss  Myra!  how  could  you  be  so  forgetful 
and  stay  so  late  !  Your  mamma  has  rung  for  me 
twice,  to  know  if  the  dress  fits.' 

'I  am  so  tired,'  was  Myra's  most  true  answer. 
*  Conyers,  you  must  leave  it.' 

Conyers  merely  replied  by  assisting  Myra  to  un- 
fasten the  dress  she  wore,  and  to  put  on  the  other. 

*  Miss  Cameron  wished  to  come  in  and  see  it  on, 
•  Miss  Myra  j  I  believe  she  promised  your  mamma  she 
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would.  It  looks  very  nice,  doesn't  it  now  ?*  Conysi 
moved  the  glass  so  that  Myra  might  look  at  herself. 

It  was  a  startling  contrast,  that  bridal  attire  m 
the  pale  face  of  distress.  Myra  glanced  at  herself  fo 
an  instant,  and  then  sat  down  ivith  a  look  of  sue 
utter  wretchedness  that  Conyers,  interpreting  it  i 
fatigue,  looked  quite  alarmed. 

'  Shall  I  go  and  call  Miss  Cameron  ?*  she  askec 
when  Myra  seemed  a  little  recovered. 

*  Yes,  if  you  will.  Tell  her  to  come  quickly;'  »n 
when  Conyers  was  gone  Myra  walked  up  and  dow 
the  room  with  her  hands  clasped  together,  repeatin 
a  few  words  of  prayer,  which,  though  wanderinj 
and  unconnected,  soothed  her  with  the  conscioasnes 
of  not  being  left  to  bear  her  burden  alone. 

Cheerful,  bright,  good-natured,  looking  as  if  it  ha 
been  morning  instead  of  night,  JRosamond  cam 
Myra  scarcely  knew  what  she  said  or  did  ;  she  onl 
felt  that  every  tone  of  her  sister's  voice  went  throu^ 
her  as  if  it  had  been*  the  thrust  of  a  dagger. 

'You  are  tired,  poor  darling,'  said  Rosamond 
giving  a  hasty  glance  of  inspection.  <  The  drei 
does  very  well.     Gro  to  bed.' 

*  Is  everyone  else  gone  ?     Mr.  Vemey  ?  * 

'  Not  yet,  I  think.  Shall  I  take  him  your  love  r 
and  she  laughed. 

Myra  sank  down  upon  the  nearest  chair. 

*  Oh  child,  to  rumple  your  dress  in  that  way 
Take  it  off,  Conyers,  and  put  her  into  bed.  Goo 
night.' 

Mjra  just  managed  to  say  *  good  night,*  and  tha 
was  all.     Happily,  perhaps,  for  herself,  she  was  b; 
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f    this  time  so  utterly  worn  out  that  she  could  only 
J    leave  herself  in  Conyers'  hands  to  be  undressed. 
J        *  Do  n't  call  her  too  early  in  the  morning,  Conyers,' 
I,    was  Rosamond's  last  good-natured  speech.      *  She 
won't  be  wanted  till  it  is  time  to  go  to  church.' 
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CHAPTER  XliV. 

*T7IGHT  o'clock,  Miss  Mjra.     Indeed  you  most  lie 
XJ     quick.' 

Myra  started  from  a  heavy  yet  disturbed  sleep,  td 
sat  up  in  bed,  scarcely  conscious  ivhere  she  was. 

•Your  sisters  are  very  nearly  ready,  and  the 
bridesmaids  are  all  to  have  their  breakfast  togethtf 
in  the  school-room  ;  and  my  mistress  hopes  yoa  will 
be  able  to  go  down  and  attend  to  them.  Miss  Myra: 
so  please  make  haste.     Can  I  help  you  ? ' 

*  Thank  you,  Conyers,  no.  I  do  n't  want  help;  but 
is  papa  dressed  ? ' 

*  I  can't  say.  Miss  ;  not  yet  though,  I  fancy.' 
*But  can  I  see  him?    Was  he  very  late  last  night? 

Do  you  think  I  can  see  him  ?  '  j 

« Indeed,  Miss  Myra,  if  you  would  only  dress  your-     1 

self  you  could  settle  all  that  afterwards.    Your  mamma 

is  so  fidgety  about  the  school-room  breakfast.' 

« If  you  will  leave  me,  Conyers,  I  will  be  as  quick 

as  I  can.     Juliet  must  begin  without  me.      Pray  go,* 
There  was  an  intense  irritability  in  Myra's  tone. 

Conyers  departed. 

Was  it  then  Rosamond's  wedding  morning  ?  Were 
there    no    difficulties  -  no    obstacles  ?       fiad    Mr. 
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Verney  really  satisfied  her  father  ?  And  had  Myra 
only  dreamt  of  some  terrible  discovery?  She  listened 
to  the  sounds  in  the  house  :  all  was  stir,  excitement, 
preparation.  Juliet's  voice  was  heard  on  the  stairs — 
loud  and  merry.  She  wanted  Conyers  to  alter  her 
sash ;  the  bridesmaids  did  not  like  the  way  their 
sashes  had  been  made  up,  and  must  have  them  put  on 
differently.  Then  came  Annette  with  rather  a 
whining  voice,  complaining  that  she  should  never  be 
ready  in  time ;  then  a  cousin,  who  stood  in  Rosa- 
mond's doorway,  called  *  Conyers '  in  the  authori- 
tative tone  which  belongs  to  the  chief  confidante  of 
the  chief  personage  on  an  important  occasion  ;  and 
again  Conyers,  doubtless  actuated  by  some  secret 
misgiving,  knocked  at  Myra's  door,  to  inquire 
how  long  it  would  be  before  she  was  ready  —  and 
Myra  started  up  and  began  to  dress. 

She  always  dressed  slowly  :  her  mind  was  apt  to 
wander  to  subjects  which  interested  her;  and  this 
morning  she  was  awkward  and  nervous,  and  every- 
thing went  wrong*  Again  and  again  messages  were 
sent  to  hurry  her,  and  then  the  nervousness  increased ; 
and  she  longed,  oh,  so  earnestly  !  to  have  a  quiet 
time  for  her  prayers  ;  and  when  she  knelt  down  she 
could  not  collect  her  thoughts  or  express  what  she 
wanted  to  say;  and  just  as  she  had  begun  to  be  a 
little  composed  another  knock  made  her  start  up, 
and  she  had  to  answer  some  trivial  question,  which 
iiTitated  her,  and  made  her  feel  quite  wicked.  It 
was  very  trying;  but  more  trying  than  all  was  a  sense 
of  unreality,  which  made  her  several  times  pause  as 
if  something  in  her  mind  was  wrong  ;  as  if  in  some 
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way  sbe  had  been  under  a  great  delusion,  and  1 
not  yet  awakened  from  it. 

But  she  was  dressed  at  last,  and  -went  down 
breakfast.  A  meiry  party  was  assembled.  Juliet 
pouring  out  coffee  and  Annette  tea.     Henrietta 
Elise  Verney  with  the  other  bridesmaids,  making 
all  eight,  were  assembled.     They  were  all  tall 
eagerly  when  Myra  came  in. 

*  Look,'  said  Juliet,  holding  up  a  ring  to  her,  *1 
what  was  found  on  the  mantel-piece  this  morni 
There  is  carefulness ! ' 

Myra  turned  quite  white,  but    answered  gen 

*  The  ring  is  not  mine.' 

*  Not  yours  I  What  will  you  say  next  ?  ' 
know  Mr.  Verney  gave  it  you  last  night,  and 
case  is  on  your  dressing-table  at  this  moment.  "W 
I  tell  him  what  a  value  you  put  upon  his  gifts 
wish  he  had  offered  it  to  me.' 

*  Please  give  me  the  ring,  Juliet,'  replied  M'' 

*  and  will  you  let  me  have  some  coffee  ? ' 

*Do   give  her  the   ring,  Juliet,'   said    Henri 
Verney,  who  was  sitting  near  her.     *  She  does 
look  well  enough  to  bear  being  teased  this  mornii 

*  But  she  says  it  is  not  hers,'  said  Juliet.  *  T 
it  must  be  Mr.  Verney's,  and  I  shall  give  it  back 
him.' 

*  Oh  no,  Juliet !    indeed  you  must  not.     Let 
have  it,'  exclaimed  Myra.     *  I  know  about  it,  onb 
is  not  mine.' 

*  Then  there  is  a  mystery,'  exclaimed  Juliet,  lo 
ing  round  triumphantly,  *and  I  was  right.  Hot 
will  torment  Mr.  Verney  I     I  could  not  imagine  wl 
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you  and  he  had  to  say  to  each  other  such  a  long  time 
last  night.' 

The  remark  drew  the  general  attention  upon  Myra, 
who  sat  drinking  her  coffee,  and  trying  to  look  un- 
conscious and  indifferent,  whilst  the  trembling  of  her 
hand  and  the  paleness  of  her  lips  plainly  betrayed 
her  agitation. 

Glances  passed  around.  Henrietta  Verney  whiss 
pered  to  a  servant  to  bring  a  little  sal-volatile,  but 
the  whisper  reached  Myra's  ears,  and  had  a  most 
strengthening  effect.  She  looked  up  and  smiled,  and 
said  she  was  much  obliged,  but  she  was  quite  well. 
The  journey  of  the  day  before  had  been  fatiguing, 
but  she  should  be  quite  herself  after  breakfast ;  and 
then  the  remarks  ceased  apparently,  but  a  certain 
feeling  of  curiosity  and  suspicion  had  been  awakened, 
which  was  not  lessened  by  the  tone  in  which  Myra 
asked,  whether  anyone  had  seen  her  father  that 
morning. 

*  I  see  him  now,'  exclaimed  Annette,  as  she  turned 
to  the  window.  *  He  is  walking  across  the  lawn  with 
the  Archdeacon.  They  are  going  to  the  church,  I 
am  sure,  to  be  sure  that  everything  is  right.' 

Myra  pushed  aside  her  coffee-cup  and  hurried  to 
the  door. 

*Myra,  Myra,  where  are  you  going?'  exclaimed 
Juliet.  *  There  are  a  thousand  things  we  want  to 
say  and  arrange.     You  must  not  go.' 

*  I  must  speak  to  papa,'  said  Myra.  She  hurried 
out  of  the  room,  and  Annette  watched  her  rushing 
across  the  lawn. 

^  Something  is  the  matter,'  observed  Juliet  oracu- 
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larly.     Everyone  else  seemed  to  think  the  same,  am 
a  party  gathered  round  the  window. 

'  In  her  white  dress  and  without  a  bonnet !  S 
like  Myra  it  is/  murmured  Annette.  ^  I  do  belies 
she  will  go  out  into  the  high  road.* 

*  The  Archdeacon  will  think  her  mad/  said  Juliei 
'  She  has  not  caught  up  with  them  though/exclaime 

a  young  cousin.     *  Just  look,  she  is  coming  back.' 

*  I  do  n't  believe  papa  is  going  to  the  chnrch,'  ni 
Juliet.  *  He  has  turned  down  towards  the  Bector 
Can^t  you  see  him  crossing  the  bridge  ?  ' 

Myra  returned  almost  immediately,  and  said  quietl 
*  Dr.  Kingsbury  is  not  so  well  this  morning,  and  h 
asked  to  see  papa.    He  will  be  back  again  direcUj 

*  Oh  I  then  you  did  catch  up  with  him,*  exclaim 
Juliet.  *  What  did  the  Archdeacon  think  of  yoi 
He  must  have  been  very  much  astonished^' 

*  I  did  not  speak  to  the  Archdeacon,'  replied  My 

and  her  voice  grew  husky  as  she    added *  th 

don't  think  Dr.  Kingsbury  will  live    through  t 
day.' 

A  general  silence  fell  upon  the  party. 

At  that  instant  the  door  was  thrown  open  rati 
widely,  and  Rosamond,  in  her  bridal  dress  of  whi 
silk,  with  an  orange-blossom  wreath  and  lace  ve 
entered  the  room.  A  murmur  of  admiration  pas8< 
from  mouth  to  mouth.  Rosamond's  figure  was  e: 
quisitely  graceful.  Her  delicate  complexion  w 
tinged  by  excitement,  her  blue  eyes,  usually  rath< 
hard  and  cold,  were  softened  into  an  expressic 
which  was  almost  tender  in  its  sweetness,  wrhilst  h< 
small  mouth  was  brightened  with  a  smile  of  the  ma 
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perfect  amiability.  No  man  could  have  looked  at  her 
that  morning  without  believing  that  he  who  could 
win  her  for  his  wife  must  have  a  prospect  of  perfect 
happiness.  The  more  cynical  of  her  own  sex  might 
indeed  have  traced  an  absence  of  perfect  simplicity 
in  her  movements,  and  a  tone  of  satisfied  vanity  in 
the  gentle  greeting  which  she  gave  her  friends  ;  but 
it  was  surely  not  more  than  might  be  considered  na- 
tural under  the  circumstances.  What  failing  is  so 
inherent  in  a  woman's  nature  as  vanity?  It  is  the 
last  fault  which,  except  in  aggravated  cases,  the 
world  feels  called  upon  to  condemn.  It  is  the  first 
which  anyone  earnestly  yearning  to  serve  God  with 
a  perfect  heart  will  labour  to  uproot. 

'  Mamma  told  me  she  had  promised  you  I  should 
come  and  show  myself ;'  and  Kosamond  advanced  into 
the  centre  of  the  room.  *  Myra,  love,  how  are  you 
this  morning  ?  You  do  n*t  look  as  if  you  had  slept 
an  hour.' 

Myra  looked  at  her  for  an  instant  in  silent  admira- 
tion, and,  kissing  her,  whispered — *  Oh,  Rosamond, 
are  you  happy  ? ' 

*Yes,  dear  child,  quite  happy — quite.  Do  you 
doubt  ?  '  and  Kosamond  laughed. 

Myra  said  not  another  word,  but  turned  to  go  away. 

*  The  carriages  will  be  here  almost  directly,  and 
the  bridesmaids  are  to  go  first,  Myra,'  exclaimed 
Juliet,  following  her. 

*  I  must  wait  for  papa,'  said  Myra.  She  paused  in 
the  doorway. 

*He  may  stay  with  Dr.  Kingsbury  till  the  last 
moment,'  observed  Juliet. 
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*  Ah,  poor  Dr.  Kingsbury  !  I  am  so  sorry.   It 
dreadfully  unfortunate,'  murmured    Rosamond, 
should  so  have  liked  him  to  perform  the  ceremony.' 

*  Please,  Myra,  do  n't  keep  us  waiting/  persist 
Juliet.     *  Where  are  you  going  now  ?* 

*  To  mamma's  room.  I  have  not  seen  her  tl 
morning.' 

*  But  Conyers  is  with  her,  and  she  will  be  worn 
if  she  is  interrupted.  Do  stay  here,  and  let  us  ke 
an  eye  upon  you.' 

*  Please  not,  Juliet.  I  —  I  do  n't  feel  very  wd 
No  one  thought  of  asking  what  was  the  matter,  a 
Myra  shut  herself  up  in  her  own  room. 

Those  next  minutes  of  waiting,  how  endless,  h 
intolerable  they  appeared  I  One  or  two  carriaj 
drew  up,  and  as  each  one  came  near  Myra  expec 
the  summons.  Several  times  she  fancied  she  h« 
her  father's  voice.  Several  times  she  believed  tl 
she  was  called  herself.  Then  came  the  suggest 
not  to  worry  herself  any  more — to  forget  Mrs.  Tra 
to  trust  Mr.  Verney,  to  believe  that  it  was  all  rig 
Then  all  kinds  of  absurd  impossible  wishes  entei 
her  head — that  she  could  run  down  to  the  Rect< 

— see  her  father — see  the  dear  old  Rector tell 

she  had  to  tell  there.  Oh !  why  had  she  delaye 
It  must  have  been  cowardice.  If  she  had  not 
dreaded  an  interview  with  her  father,  surely  b 
would  have  sought  it  more.  And  if  all  should  i 
be  right!  Now,  at  the  very  last  moment ! — her  hei 
turned  sick  with  fear,  and  just  at  that  moment  t 
call  rang  through  the  corridor,  *  The  carriages  a 
ready  for  the  bridesmaids.     No  time  to  be  lost.' 
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gi       Juliet  rushed  to  Myra's  room.     Conjers  also  was 

ill    at  hand. 

ii{        '  Your  mamma  has  sent  me,  Miss  Mjra,  that  she 

jg    may  be  quite  sure  your  dress  is  right.' 

r         *  I  must  see  papa '  was  all  Myra  could  say. 

,1         '  Papa  ! '  interposed  Juliet.     *  Nonsense,  Myra,  it 
is  impossible.* 

^         *  Indeed,  Miss  Myra,  it  won't  do  to  wait.     Can  I 

t     tell  him  anything  for  you  ?  '  asked  Conyers. 

Another  impatient  call  for  the  bridesmaids,  and 
almost  at  the  same  instant  some  one  was  heard  to  say, 
^The  carriage  is  to  take  Mr.  Cameron  up  at  the 
Rectory.* 

Myra  turned  to  her  sister  with  sudden  dignity  of 
manner.  *  Go,  Juliet,  I  will  follow  directly  ; '  and 
Juliet  rather  awed  and  repelled,  though  she  did  not 
know  why,  ran  downstairs. 

Myra  leaned  back  in  the  carriage,  and  spoke  not  a 
word  till  they  reached  the  church. 

The  bridesmaids  were  to  wait  in  the  school-room, 
which  was  close  adjoining.  There  the  little  pro- 
cession was  to  be  formed,  and  the  school-children 
were  already  in  attendance,  prepared  to  strew  flowers 
in  the  bride's  path.  Several  gentlemen  were  stand- 
ing about,  watching  for  the  carriage  which  was  to 
come  by  the  Rectory  road.  Inquiries  were  made  for 
Mr.  Verney,  but  the  Stormont  party  had  not  yet 
arrived. 

The  Archdeacon  drove  up,  and  there  was  a  feeling 
of  impatience  and  disappointment.  He  went  into  the 
vestry,  and  Godfrey  Cameron  followed  him. 

Still  no  carriage  from  the  Rectory  ;  but  presently 
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came  a  great  rumble  of  wheels,  and  the  Storm 
carriage  and  four  stopped  before  the  west  poi 
The  school-children  crowded  round  so  that  no 
could  exactly  see  who  got  out,  bat  it  was  to  be  s 
posed  that  Mr.  Verney  was  one  of  the  num 
Myra  pressed  to  the  doorway,  and  even  went  a 
steps  into  the  road.  As  the  difficulty  of  approacli 
her  father  increased,  the  misgivings,  the  fears, 
reproaches  of  her  possibly  over-scrupulous  eonscie 
awoke  to  agony. 

*  They  are  coming— yes,  coming.  Now  then.'  Ji 
pulled  Myra  back,  and  the  bridal  carriage  drew  u 

Godfrey  came  out  of  the  vestry  and  went  into 
school-room.  *The  Archdeacon  and  Mr.  Bath 
are  quite  ready;  form  yourselves  properly  — 
Stormont  people  are  in  the  church.* 

Myra  deliberately  left  her  place,  and  to  the  ( 
sternation  of  everyone  went  up  to  her  father  as 
got  out  of  the  carriage,  and  laid  her  hand  on  his  a 

*  Papa,  I  must  speak  with  you.' 

Mr,   Cameron's    face  was  like   a    thunder-ch 

*  Speak,  child  !     Now?    Folly!' 

*  Papa ' — she  drew  him  aside,  and  her  voice  tr 

bled,  so  that  she  was  scarcely  intelligible *h 

you  seen  Mr.  Verney  ?     Is  it  all  right  ?  * 

*  Seen  him  ?  He  is  here.  Of  course  all  is  rig 
Go,  child,  go ;  do  n't  think  you  are  to  arrai 
things.' 

Myra  shrank  away  crushed  ;  but  she  joined  i 
procession  into  the  church.  The  building  w 
crowded.  All  the  village  people  were  there,  t 
farmers,  and  many  of  the  neighbouring  gentry,  wl 
were  to  \>e  '^reae^iX.  «k\.  >iJKia  \ix^^^"^t  ^tarwards. 
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Kosamond,  leaning  on  her  father's  arm,  walked  com- 
posedly up  the  aisle,  the  eight  bridesmaids  following. 
Mr.  Cameron  glanced  round  for  Mr.  Verney,  so  did 
Godfrey,  Edmund,  the  Archdeacon ;  so  also  did 
Colonel  Verney  and  the  Stormont  guests.  Where 
was  he  ?  Some  one  whispered,  *  he  must  have  for- 
gotten the  ring,  or  the  license  ; '  and  the  murmur 
was  handed  round,  but  still  people  looked  surprised. 

Mr.  Cameron  went  up  to  Colonel  Verney.  *  Is  he 
coming  ?     What  is  the  matter  ? ' 

*  Comiag  !  He  must  be  here.  Who  came  with 
him?' 

No  one.  The  Hall  party  had  believed  he  was  to 
accompany  Colonel  Verney.  Colonel  Verney  had 
understood  that  Mr.  Verney  was  gone  to  the  Hall. 

The  buzz  in  the  church  became  audible.  One  or 
two  persons  left  their  places  and  went  out  into  the 
churchyard  to  look.  Rosamond  was  led  to  a  seat,  still 
outwardly  retaining  perfect  self-possession.  Myra 
clasped  her  hands  tightly  together,  and  neither  trem- 
bled nor  felt  bewildered,  for  the  hour  for  courage  was 
come. 

Mr.  Cameron,  with  his  head  erect,  and  insensible 
to  the  gazing  crowd,  walked  down  the  aisle,  and  in  a 
loud  authoritative  tone  ordered  that  Colonel  Verney's 
carriage  should  drive  back  instantly  to  Stormont. 
*  Mr.  Verney  had  mistaken  the  hour.' 

The  coachman  mounted  the  coach-box,,  and  ga- 
thered up  the  reins,  and  was  about  to  drive  off,  when 
a  boy  was  seen  running  at  full  speed  down  the  lane 
from  the  Hall. 

^A  message,  sir,'  said  the  Stormont  footman, 
touching  his  hat     *  Shall  we  wait  for  it  ? ' 
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*  Yes,  wait.'  Mr.  Cameron  walked  forward 
Bteps. 

The  footman  brought  back  a  letter  direcl 
Myra. 

*  The  young  fellow  says,  sir,  that  he  me 
Verney  about  an  hour  and  a  half  ago  near  th( 
way  station,  and  that  he  gave  him  this  note  ao 
him  to  take  it  to  the  Hall.' 

*  An  hour  and  a  half  ago  !  *  exclaimec 
Cameron. 

*  Yes,  sir ;  the  boy  says  he  knows  it  ought  t< 
been  given  sooner,  but  he  was  obliged  to  go 
where  else  first.' 

Mr.  Cameron  took  the  note,  examined  it, 
broke  the  seal. 

*  Gro  for  Miss  Myra — bid  her  come  here.* 
The  man  entered  the  church,  and  went  up  to 
All  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her.     Mrs.  Verney 

up  to  her,  begging  to  be  told  what  was  the  n 
So  did  Colonel  Verney.  Curiosity  became  ic 
The  congregation  were  leaving  their  seats  and  c 
ing  into  the  aisles.  Rosamond  remained  in  her 
but  she  was  deadly  pale.  Edmund  Cameron 
thought  for  Myra,  and,  drawing  her  arm  withi 
led  her  down  the  church.  She  leaned  upon  hii 
as  her  father  put  the  letter  into  her  hands. 
envelope  enclosed  another  letter  addressed  t< 
Cameron.     The  lines  addressed  to  herself  were 

*  You  will  give  this  to  your  father.  I  hav 
tered  into  no  explanations ;  but  after  the  d 
expressed  in  your  conversation  last  night,  and  w 
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gi  I  imagine,  will  be  shared  by  all  your  family,  it  is 
impossible  for  me  to  fulfill  my  engagement.    I  leave 

y  it  to  you  to  comfort  Rosamond,  if  she  should  require 
comfort.'    C.  V. 


I 

(I 


Myra  gave  the  note  to  her  brother,  and  tried  to 
speak,  but  her  voice  failed  her,  and  she  almost  fell 
to  the  ground.  Edmund  lifted  her  into  one  of  the 
carriages  and  went  up  to  Mr.  Cameron. 

'  We  must  take  Rosamond  home,  sir.  Shall  I  fetch 
her?' 

Mr.  Cameron's  face  was  livid  with  rage.  He  threw 
Mr.  Vemey's  letter  to  the  ground,  and  as  he  clenched 
his  hands,  for  perhaps  the  first  time  in  his  life  aa 
oath  escaped  him. 

*  Shall  I  fetch  her,  sir  ? '  repeated  Edmund. 

There  was  no  answer ;  but  Mr.  Cameron  strode  up 
the  aisle,  and,  without  uttering  a  single  word  of  ex- 
planation, led  Rosamond  from  the  church,  placed  her 
in  the  carriage  by  Myra's  side,  seated,  himself  by  her, 
and  in  a  tone  of  thunder  gave  the  order  to  drive  to 
the  Hall. 

Then,  like  the  rush  of  a  storm,  the  congregation 
poured  forth  from  the  church  —  clergymen,  brides- 
maids, relations,  friends,  spectators — in  one  mingled 
crowd,  and  through  them  all,  as  they  gathered  at 
the  entrance,  dashed  the  Stormont  carriage  and  four, 
with  Colonel  Yemey  shouting  frantically  to  the 
coachman,  *  To  the  Hall  I  to  the  Hall ! '  and  Mrs. 
Vemey,  even  then  not  forgetting  her  propriety,  en- 
deavouring to  calm  him  by  reminding  him  that  it 
might  be  there  was  nothing  really  amiss. 
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THE  whole  brunt  of  that  terrible  storm  for  th 
few  hours  fell  upon  Myra.  If  she  had  bu 
all  that  she  knew  public  exposure  might  have 
prevented.  So  it  is  that  in  this  vrorld  the  inn 
suffer  for  the  deeds  of  the  guilty,  and  the  con 
tively  small  offence  on  which  the  public  eye  is 
is  exaggerated  into  a  crime,  whilst  the  hiddei 
grievous  sin  which  God  will  condemn  at  the  lasi 
is  overlooked,  and  even  justified.  But  Myra 
brave  now.  There  was  no  surprise  or  hesitatioi 
nothing  to  conceaL  She  had  been  led  into  a  diffi 
by  first  consenting  to  become  a  party  to  Rosa 
and  Mr.  Verney's  deception,  and  circumstances 
aggravated  it  till  she  could  find  no  ivay  of  es 
So  far  she  confessed  herself  in  the  wrong,  and 
with  quietness  and  humility  the  reproaches  v 
were  lavished  upon  her.  Her  brother  Edmund  i 
defended  her.  A  straightforward  unselfish  char 
instinctively  understands  the  feelings  of  one  "w 
resembles  it ;  and  when  Myra,  after  narrating  all 
she  knew,  left  her  father's  study,  bowed  dow 
the  thought  of  his  anger,  it  was  Edmund  who 
dertook  to  put  her  conduct  in  its  true  light.     ^ 
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indeed,  she  needed  such  help.  Godfrey  lectured  her; 
her  mother  cried,  and  asked  how  she  could  have 
kept  it  all  from  them ;  Juliet  tormented  her  by  tri- 
umphantly reminding  her  that  she  had  known  from 
the  first  there  was  some  mystery ;  and  Rosamond,  her 
pride  stung  to  the  quick,  turned  away  when  Myra 
would  have  kissed  her,  with  the  cold  words,  ^  Thank 
you,  I  require  no  pity,'  and  shut  herself  up  in  her 
room,  till  she  could  nerve  herself  to*  the  due  amount 
of  haughty  contempt  which  she  believed  her  position 
demanded. 

And  whilst  Myra's  fault  was  thus  exaggerated 
because  it  had  brought  a  wound  to  the  family  vanity, 
Rosamond  was  excused,  pitied,  and  caressed,  and  even 
Mr.  Yerney  escaped  with  a  less  share  of  indignation 
than  might  have  been  anticipated.  When  Edmund 
endeavoured  to  exculpate  Myra,  and  spoke  of  Mr. 
Verney  as  he  deserved,  Mr.  Cameron  sharply  replied, 
*  The  man  is  a  scoundrel;  I  desire  never  to  hear  his 
name  again.  But  your  sister,  Edmund,  is  a  little 
fooL' 

And  this  state  of  feeling  continued,  until  a  visit 
from  Colonel  Verney  had  directed  Mr.  Cameron's 
wrath  into  a  more  just  and  natural  channel  Tho- 
roughly shocked  and  distressed,  the  good-natured 
Colonel  had  at  first  vented  a  torrent  of  indignation 
upon  his  nephew  ;  and  pity  upon  Rosamond ;  and 
having  driven  away  from  the  Hall,  which  he  declared 
he  could  never  have  the  face  to  enter  again,  he  had 
stated  his  intention  of  following  the  missing  bride- 
groom, and  demanding  a  full  explanation  of  his  con- 
duct.    But  Mrs.  Verney,  more  cautious,  and  with  a 

L  L 
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more  dear  comprehension  of  the  true  state  i 
case,  quieted  this  fever  of  excitement,  and  the  C 
then  was  only  anxious  to  go  back  to  Mr.  Can 
and  make  the  apology  which  he  felt  the  hoa 
the  Yemey  name  demanded. 
I  A  most  excellent  intention,  entrusted,  alas !  tc 

'  unfitting  hands.     The  Colonel  began  his  apolog] 

it  was  accepted  stiffly,  with  the  addition  of  some 
cutting  remarks  upon  the  deception  which  had 
practised.  He  did  his  hest  to  agree,  but  being  tc 
upon  the  point  of  the  family  honour,  he  did  not 
inclined  to  hear  from  another  what  he  would 
been  the  first  to  say  himself,  and  ofiered  a  sligh 
cuse.  Mr.  Cameron  was  bitter,  the  Colonel  h 
One  retort  followed  another,  and  when  at  lengtl 
Colonel  suggested  that  it  was  a  pity,  since  Myra  I 
all  about  it,  she  had  not  had  the  good  sense  to  si 
in  time  to  prevent  the  unhappy  exposure,  Mr.  Ca 
on  turned  round  and  proudly  defended  his  child, 
for  the  first  time  discovered  that,  but  for  her  ii 
position,  Rosamond  would  at  that  moment  have  1 
the  wife  of  an  unprincipled  beggar. 

The  speech  was  the  turning  point  for  Myra, 
from  that  moment  she  had  no  more  reproaches  to 
But  it  was  also  the  culminating  point  for  Co' 
Vemey,  and  in  fiery  indignation  he  strode  fron 
room,  vowing,  with  asseverations  which  made 
Cameron's  lip  curl  with  pharisaical  satisfactioiL 
he  would  aUow  bicaself  to  be  torn  to  pieces  i 
than  again  demea^^  ^^^^^^f  ^  ""^^^  ^  ^'^t  m, 
slightest  shadow  of  ^  "^'^^^-      ^ 

It  was  vam  tbe^>  ^^'  ^^^"  M-,  Verx^ey,  ^Y.o 
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an  interview  immediately  afterwards,  to  attempt  to 
cast  oil  upon  the  troubled  waters.  And,  indeed,  for 
her  the  effort  would  probably  under  any  circumstances 
have  been  useless.  There  are  long  seasons  during 
which  insincerity  and  flattery  have  influence,  but  they 
are  seasons  of  prosperity,  when  the  world  goes 
smoothly  with  us.  Mr.  Cameron  was  now  in  no  mood 
for  flattery ;  he  had  exercised  his  practised  powers  of 
cross-examination  in  discovering  from  Myra  and  Rosa- 
mond every  particular  of  the  secret  engagement,  and 
he  now  plainly  taxed  Mrs.  Verney  with  having  been  a 
party  to  it  at  the  very  time  when  she  was  suggesting 
the  marriage  to  himself  as  a  perfectly  new  idea.  When 
she  hesitated  how  to  reply,  he  put  on  his  most  repelling 
manner,  and  suggested  that  for  the  future  he  should 
prefer  for  his  family  the  society  of  persons  who  were 
not  likely  to  be  the  sharers  of  such  secrets.  He  be- 
lieved that  parents  were  the  best^  and  the  only  law- 
ful judges  as  to  what  would  be  for  their  children's 
good.  No  doubt  Mrs.  Verney  had  acted  with  the 
best  intentions.  As  a  gentleman  speaking  to  a  lady, 
he  could  not  suppose  otherwise ;  but  in  the  present 
instance,  her  interference  in  his  family  affairs  had,  he 
grieved  to  say,  been  a  signal  failure.  And  with  a 
stiff  bow,  Mr.  Cameron  moved  to  the  door,  and  Mrs. 
Verney  had  no  alternative  but  to  go.  She  went  to 
Bosamond's  room ;  and  there  another  defeat  awaited 
her.  She  offered  pity  and  sympathy,  and  Rosamond 
was  coldly  indifferent,  and  needed  no  pity.  Of 
wounded  feeling  she  possessed  very  little,  of  wounded 
pride  a  great  deal.  Mr.  Verney,  she  said,  had  of 
course  at  the  last  done  the  only  thing  which  was 
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possible  to  be  done.  She  wished  no  excas 
made  for  him.  A  man  without  principle  cc 
be  open  to  excuses.  He  had  deceived  and  i 
her,  but  she  left  him  to  the  world's  conden 
and  certainly  could  only  feel  thankful  that  £ 
j  been  saved  the  life-long  disappointment  whic 

*  have  been  hers  if  she  had  become  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Verney  could  say  nothing  in  replj,  and 

ever  this  was  the  case,  she  always  escaped  as  c 

as  possible.     She  was  still,  however,  full  of  i 

full  of  affection.     She  only  trusted  that  nothii 

had   occurred  would  weaken    the    friendly  j 

which  had  lately  been  so  increased  between  tl 

families.    To  which  Rosamond  replied,  that  wh 

she  might  feel  herself,  she  was  afraid  her  fatht 

not  likely  to  forget  or  overlook  the  offence  th; 

been  offered ;  and  then  she  sat  silent.      Mrs.  T 

made  a  few  common-place  remarks,   and   dep 

without  even  attempting  to  see  Mrs.  Cameroi 

only  person  whom  she  might  really  have   so( 

but  whose  influence  in  her  own  family  was  so 

that  it  was  not  worth  her  while  to  propitiate 

It  was  a  very  bitter  disappointment  to  Mrs.  Ve 

If  she   could   have  retained   the    outward   foi 

friendship  with  the  Camerons,  she  might,  by 

diating   her   nephew,  have   saved    herself  anc 

husbaud  ftom  any  share  in  the  odium  of  his  coe 

But  to  o^^"^^^"^  ^'^^^  ^hem,  or  to  be  supposed  to  ( 

was  a,*>    ^^^^  ^"^  ^^  imagined  to  take  part  wit 

man  y^  ^^^^^  ^"^  ^^""^"^^  ^^^^\^^^  and  injured 

The  ,^^^^^^:^^"^  ^^^^^^  of  tY.e  inner  worki 

m ;  such  d^^  ^^'^''''''*        "^'"'^^  '""^  ^^^^  persons  a 
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friends;  it  can  never  tell  why  or  liow  the  unfriend-r 
liness  has  arisen,  or  to  whom  the  fault  is  to  be 
attributed.  Mrs.  Vernej  knew  quite  well  that  the 
world  would  talk,  and  that,  if  it  talked,  it  would  in- 
fallibly tell  lies;  and  she  would  fain  have  stopped  its 
mouth  by  a  fact ;  the  only  way,  indeed,  by  which  the 
world  can  be  silenced.  She  would  willingly  have 
pointed  to  the  continued  intimacy  between  the  two 
families  as  a  proof  that  the  Colonel  and  herself  were 
absolutely  innocent ;  and  very  hard,  indeed  very  un- 
just, it  seemed  to  her,  that  she  could  not  be  allowed 
to  do  so.  But  so  it  was,  and  when  she  sat  down  to  a 
family  dinner  that  evening  (the  guests  invited  for 
the  wedding  having  all  departed),  it  was  with  the  un- 
pleasant thought  that  her  neighbours  were  probably, 
at  that  moment,  speculating  how  much  or  how  little 
she  and  Colonel  Verney  had  known  of  Mr.  Verney's 
affairs,  and  deciding  that,  of  course,  they  must  have 
been  aware  of  a  good  deal,  as  there  was  no  doubt  a 
decided  quarrel  between  them  and  the  Camerons. 
For  a  woman  who  lived  for  the  world,  who  basked  in 
the  sunshine  of  the  world's  favour,  what  imputation 
could  be  more  galling? 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life  Mrs.  Verney  felt  that 
she  had  blundered. 

And  at  the  Hall  also  there  was  a  painful  conscious- 
ness of  the  world's  curious  gaze,  and  of  its  unbridled 
tongue.  But  things  were  more  simple,  more  open 
there.  The  feelings  which  were  expressed  were,  in 
every  case  except  Eosamond's,  natural  and  real,  and 
so  there  was  less  strain  upon  the  party.  The  greater 
number  of  the  wedding  guests  went  away  in  the 
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afternooD,  but  a  few  near  relations  remained,  and 
Rosamond  kept  to  her  room,  and  Mjra  waited  upon 
her  mother,  who  was  too  unwell  to  come  down  sfnin, 
there  was  liberty  for  conrersation  and  full  expression 
of  feeling,  and  this  soothed  Mr.  Cameron  hy  allowing 
him  to  assert  his  wounded  dignity,  and  to  congratu- 
late himself  more  on  what  he  had  been  saved  from, 
than  on  what  he  had  been  called  upon  to  bear. 

Such  an  earthquake  as  the  event  of  the  morning 
would,  it  might  have  seemed,  have  upset  a  fanailj  for 
months,  and  jet  on  the  evening  of  that  same  day 
there  was  a  decided  lull  in  the  storm,  and  as  the 
gentlemen  sat  together  after  dinner,  there  was  eiea 
something  like  a  not  unpleasing  excitement  in  going 
over  what  they  had  said,  and  thought,  and  feared, 
and  suspected.  After  all  they  were  not  enfferers.  To 
the  general  eje,  ontj  Rosamond  was  really  to  be  pitieJ, 
and  how  sharp  that  corroding  pang  of  wounded  pride 
and  vanity  really  was,  she  was  not  likely  to  betray. 

No  one  thought  of  Myra,  except  to  call  her  a  silly 
child  for  having  trusted  to  the  word  of 'such  a  fellow 
as  Verney.'  No  one  in  the  least  guessed  or  could 
have  understood  the  wreck  of  feeling,  the  blank 
dreariness  which  fell  upon  her,  when,  having  left 
her  mother  nearly  asleep,  she  shut  herself  up  in  her 
own  room  to  collect  her  thoughts,  to  remember  and 
examine  all  that  had  occurred,  to  see  if  possible  how 
she  had  been  led  wrong,  how  she  could  have  done 
better,  and  to  resolve — oh!  how  sorrowful  is  that 
first  resolve  to  a  young  heart! — that  she  would  for 
the  future  never  allow  herself  to  be  deceived  by  the 
charm  of  talent  or  personal  kindness,  but  that  she 
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would  suspect  and  be  on  her  guard,  and  distrust  ap- 
pearances, and  remember  the  bitter  lesson  which  had 
taught  her  that  the  deeds  of  the  life,  and  not  the 
words  of  the  mouth,  are  the  test  hj  which  we  are  to 
judge  our  fellow-creatures  as  well  as  ourselves. 

And  at  the  very  time  when  Mjra  made  this  resolve 
to  stand  alone,  she  had  such  a  yearning  for  guidance 
—  visible,  human  guidance  I  It  is  a  long  time  before 
we  feel  that  prayer  and  God's  help  are  sufficient  for 
us  ;  and  though  Myra  prayed,  and  found  comfort  in 
prayer,  she  still  longed  intensely  for  some  one  to 
whom  she  might  go,  and,  as  she  would  herself  have 
expressed  it,  talk  it  all  over,  and  ask  what  she  should 
have  done.  One  person  there  was  to  whom  now, 
when  one  of  the  real  trials  of  life  had  come  upon 
her,  she  felt  that  she  could  have  ventured,  perhaps, 
to  open  her  heart,  but  he  was  far  away  in  spirit, 
though  yet  near  her  in  the  body,  lingering  on  the 
borders  of  that  silent  land  where  the  troubling  of 
the  wicked  ceases,  and  the  cares  of  the  weary  find 
rest. 

It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  talking  to  Dr.  Kings- 
bury, and  yet  Myra  could  not  resist  the  wish  to  see 
him  once  more,  with  perhaps  the  secret  hope  that  if 
he  had  only  rallied  sufficiently  to  admit  her  to  his 
room,  he  might  say  something  from  which  she  might 
find  strength  and  comfort.  When  the  dinner-bell 
rang,  and  she  knew  that  everyone  was  engaged,  and 
that  Conyers  was  waiting  upon  her  mother  wi|;h  a 
cup  of  coffee,  she  stole  quietly  away,  leaving  word 
with  Juliet  where  she  was  to  to  be  found,  and  crossed 
the  garden  and  the  dell  to  the  Rectory.    How  every- 
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thing  reminded  her  of  Mr.  Vera 
when  fihe  had  seen  him,  and  of 
feeling  for  him  hod  grown  up,  i 
by  all  the  quiet  atroUa,  the  p] 
the  ready  sympathy  which  had 
BO  indescribably  pleasant  to  h< 
honour,  without  principle,  a  d 
hearted,  treacherous  !  Obt  no, 
never  could  be  that.  Myra  hi 
terrible  fact  of  human  inconsi 
problem  of  the  wisest  through 
till  death  i  and  it  occupied  h 
found  herself  at  the  hack-dc 
trembling  and  almost  repentiuf 
felt  what  the  meeting  with  her 
when  such  a  tale  was  to  be  discuE 
self  confessed,  and  such  evil  in  o 

The  kitchen  door  was  genti; 
'  Is  it  you.  Miss  Myra  7  Maste: 
you  so  many  times.' 

'Has he  indeed?'  Myra's  fac 
is  he  better  ?' 

'  Ah !  no ;  not  better  really,  M 
derful  strength  to  last  so  long.  V 
ing  he  was  going,  and  so  did  Mr. 
why  we  sent  for  Mr.  Cameron, 
thing  on  his  mind,  he  was  so  ben 
I  suspect  it  must  have  had  to  < 
affairs  when  he  is  gone.  Very  o 
it  turned  out,  but  we  could  nol 
he  has  taken  some  arrow-root, 
should  not  be  surprised  if  he 
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1  night.  But  he  will  be  very  glad  to  see  you.  Miss 
Myra.  Oh  dear !  he  has  thought  a  great  deal  of  you 
f  to-day.'  Betsey  dared  not  express  her  sympathy 
I  more  plainly,  and  Myra,  shrinking  from  the  least 
touch  on  the  wounded  spot,  answered  directly : 
J  *  Please,  Betsey,  go  and  tell  Mrs.  Patty  I  am  here, 
,  and  ask  if  I  may  come  up  for  a  minute.  Tell  her  I 
J    must  not  be  longer  because  of  leaving  mamma.' 

*  Ah!     Poor  Mrs.  Cameron  !     How  is  she?'  asked 
^     Betsey,  curiously. 

*  Pretty  well,  thank  you.  Please  go  quickly.  I 
will  sit  down  in  the  kitchen  till  you  come  back.* 

'  Oh!  no,  Miss  Myra ;  don't  do  that.  Come  up  with 
me.  I  can  be  certain  Mrs.  Patty  will  be  inclined  to 
cry  her  eyes  out  with  pleasure  at  seeing  you.  But 
here 's  Faith ;  she  can  tell  us  everything.' 

Faith  brought  word  that  *  the  Doctor  was  strangely 
better  for  the  time,  and  had  insisted  upon  being 
placed  in  his  arm-chair  by  the  fire,  though  it  had 
been  all  they  could  do  to  get  him  there.  He  would 
be  quite  ready,  she  was  sure,  to  see  Miss  Myra,  He 
wanted  sadly  to  hear  all  about  it.' 

Again  Myra  felt  as  though  a  dagger  had  gone 
through  her.  It  was  the  foretaste  of  a  pang  to  be 
repeated  many  many  times  before  she  could  be  in  the 
least  accustomed  to  it.  She  followed  Faith  up  the 
stairs,  determined  to  be  brave,  and  endure  patiently 
whatever  might  be  in  store  for  her,  for  doubtless  she 
in  a  measure  deserved  it. 

But  the  first  words  of  fatherly  greeting  which 
awaited  her  were  calming  as  an  opiate.  The  old 
Kector  turned  round  his  head  quite  quickly  when 
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the  door  opened,  acd  «  smile  brightened  ni 
withered  features :  *  M7  little  Mjra,  thia  is  plei 
I  thank  God  that  He  has  sent  you.  Pattf,  U 
come  near  to  me ;  and  I  should  like  to  see  her ) 

'  Surel]',  Doctor,  dear.  Come  near  the  fire,  i 
Ton  like  the  low  seat,  and  70a  w^oa't  disturb 
He  is  better  just  now,  and  waiting  qaietlj. 
are  both  waiting,'  ahe  added  in  an  undertone. 

'Dear  TAia.  Fatty,  I  haTe  Tranted  to  see  ; 
much  all  day,' said  Myra,  as  she  seated  herself  ( 
low  stool  by  the  Doctor,  and  turned  her  face 
look  at  Mrs.  Patty. 

'  Ah!  my  dear,  not  half  so  mnch  as  I  have  n 
to  see  yon.'  Mrs.  Patty  bent  down  and  took  1 
face  between  her  hands,  and  kissed  her.  '  I  havi 
sorry  for  a  good  many  at  the  Hall  to-day,  b 
none  more  than  you.  But  tell  the  I>oGtor  all  yoi 
and  if  I  think  yon  are  tiring  him,  I  will  come  i 
send  you  away.' 

'There  is  not  much  to  be  told  that  yon 
know,  sir ; '  said  Myra,  addressing  the  Doc 
Mrs.  Fatty  went  into  the  next  room,  and  close 
door  behind  her.  '  You  know  that  Rosamond 
married,  and  that  Mr.  Verney — ' 

'  Is  a  villain,'  said  the  old  man  emphatically. 
seeing  Myra  start,  he  added,  'It  sounds  like  a 
word,  but  it  was  a  cruel  deed  to  a  young  girL' 

'  Very  cmeV  swd  Myra,  but  she  thought  i 
Rosamond,  but  of  a  broken  heart  in  a  distant  Is 
There  was  a  slight  pause.     Then  Myra  adde. 
was  not  free  from  blame  myself.' 

'  I  heard  it    Fatty  was  told  something  abonl 
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^  knowing  more  than  anyone  else,  but  I  was  sure  you 

2  must  have  been  taken  in.     Young  things  like  you 

3  have  much  to  learn  as  to  the  ways  of  this  evil  world.' 
,}  *  But  I  might  have  learnt ;  I  might  have  known,' 
I  said  Myra.     *It  was  very  wrong  to  help  them  to 

keep  the  engagement  concealed,  and  that  was  what  I 

J     did  ;  but — ^I  trusted  Mr.  Vemey.' 

I         *  No  doubt,  you  did,  my  dear.     All  little  girls  of 

I     your  age  would  have  been  likely  to  do   so."^  But 

p     Myra' — the  old  man  laid  his  withered  hand  upon  hers 

as  it  rested  on  his  knee,  and  his  voice  was  tremulous 

in   its  earnestness  —  *  Trust   God    and   your    own 

heart.     It  is  the  counsel  of  a  dying  man.' 

*  My  own  heart !  oh  !  never,  never,'  exclaimed 
Myra. 

* "  Keep  thy  heart  with  all  diligence,  for  out  of  it 
are  the  issues  of  life."  My  child,  those  are  God's 
own  Words.' 

*  But  I  have  been  deceived,'  said  Myra,  *  and  I  may 
be  again.' 

*  Keep  thy  heart  with  all  diligence ;  did  you  do 
so  ?'  He  fixed  his  sunken  eyes  upon  her,  and  Myra 
felt  the  glance  thrill  through  her. 

'Perhaps  I  did  not,'  she  said,  hesitatingly. 

*  God  knows  if  you  did  not,  and  how,  and  why  you 
did  not.  He  will  pardon  that  sin,  as  He  will  all  sin  ; 
only  it  must  not  be  repeated.' 

*  I  deceived  myself,'  exclaimed  Myra.  *  God  will 
not  leave  me  to  guide  myself  again  ;  will  He  ?  Oh  ! 
sir,  if  He  would  only  spare  you.' 

^  God  will  help  you ;  do  not  doubt  it.  But  He 
may  not  give  you  guidance — such  as  you  seek.' 
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'  I   shall  never  trust  mj  own  judgement,' 
Myra. 

'A  safe  resolution,  for  you  are  young.      Tet 
must  learn  to  trust  it.' 

'  By  making  blunders,'  said  Myra,  attempting  to 
smile. 

'Even  EO.  By  making  blnndera,  and  profiting  by 
them.  So  it  is  we  are  all  tanght.  Only  there  are 
some  to  wboDi  the  teaching  comes  very  late,'  and  the 
Doctor  sighed  heavily. 

'  You  are  tired,  sir,'  said  Myra,  looking  at  him 
anxiously. 

'  A  little.  But  wait,  child ;  wwt'  He  put  ont  bis 
hand  to  detain  her,  as  she  would  have  left  him  to 
sumraon  Mrs.  Patty.  '  One  word  more  ;  you  have 
to  stand  alone,  my  little  girL' 

'  Tes,  it  seems  so.    Is  it  wrong  to  think  it  ? ' 

'Face  truth  always.  Never  fear  it.'  And  in  his 
earnestness,  the  Doctor  half  raised  himself  id  bis 
chair,  and  leaned  forward.  '  You  are  alone ;  <ou 
want  a  right  judgement.  Take  the  experience  of 
nearly  eighty  years.  It  ia  the  balance  of  character 
which  through  God'a  grace  will  give  yon  that.  Do 
you  understand?' 

'  Not  quite — I  hope  I  do— I  will  try.  But  indeed' 
—  again  she  would  have  left  him,  for  hia  voice  was 
faint,  aud  a  change  bad  come  over  his  face. 

Still  bis  detaining  band  was  lightly  laid  upon  her. 
'  The  balance  of  character — proportion.  No  one  fault, 
no  one  virtue  even,  allowed  to  get  the  upper-hand. 
It  is  the  heart  which  leads  the  judgement  astray. 
Oh  God,  do  Thou  help  and  tend  her.' 
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Myra  knelt  by  his  chair,  and  he  murmured  a  few 
more  words  of  prayer.     Then  he  fell  back  suddenly. 

Mrs.  Patty  looked  in  at  the  doorway,  and  Myra 
beckoned  to  her.  She  came  and  bent  over  him. 
*  Doctor,  dear.' 

'   He  opened  his  eyes,  and  gazed  at  her,  but  there 
was  something  strange  in  his  look. 

*The  mischief  is  at  the  heart,'  whispered  Mrs. 
Fatty;  *he  has  had  such  an  attack  before.  Ring 
the  bell,  my  dear.'  She  gave  her  orders  with  an 
unfaltering  voice. 

*  And  I  made  him  talk,'  said  Myra. 

Mrs.  Patty  folded  her  hands  together,  and  said 
quietly,  *  God's  Will ; '  and  then  she  stooped  down 
and  kissed  the  old  man's  forehead  tenderly,  and  spoke 
his  name. 

He  knew  her  quite,  and  smiled,  but  he  did  not 
answer.  Faith  answered  the  bell,  and  Mr.  Harrison 
was  sent  for. 

*  Shall  you  get  him  into  bed  ?'  asked  Myra. 

*  He  is  more  comfortable  where  he  is.  Doctor, 
dear,  is  there  any  pain  ? ' 

He  shook  his  head. 

*  Thank  God  for  that,'  said  Mrs.  Patty. 

*  Must  I  go  ?  *  asked  Myra. 

The  old  Rector  just  raised  his  hand,  and  his  lips 
moved. 

*  She  will  stay.  Doctor,  dear.  Yes,  she  will  stay. 
Myra,  it  is  what  we  must  all  come  to.* 

Mrs.  Patty  was  rigid  in  her  self-control,  but  Myra's 
tears  flowed  fast.  She  continued  kneeling  at  the 
Rector's  feet,  chafing  his  cold  hands',  but  no  warmth 
came  to  them. 
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Faith  reentered  the  room,  and  Betsey  followed.   I 
They  brought  warm  water  and  flaDuela,    hoping  to 
restore  the  drcobitioii,  but  life  was  ebbing  away  fa«t^ 
The  old  man  spoke  one  word,  which  only  Faith 
caught. 

'  He  wants  prayers,  ma'am.     Shall   the    carats 

'  The  commendatory  prajer,  Fatty,'  was  rep«ated 
again  more  distinctly. 

'Doctor,  dear,  yea  ;'  and  Mrs.  Patty  opened  the 
Prayer  Book.  She  paused  for  one  instaot ;  her  self- 
restraint  entirely  gave  way,  and  she  pat  the  book 
into  Myra's  hands,  and  buried  her  face  against  the 
sofa. 

And  then,  in  the  etillness  of  tliat  death-chamber, 
the  sweet  yoang  voice,  though  broken  and  faint,  rose 
up  to  Heaven,  commending  to  Almighty  God  the  soul 
of  him  who  bad  so  long  passed  the  term  of  man's 
appointed  time  on  earth.  It  ceased,  and  in  the  pause 
which  followed,  the  old  Hector's  voice  was  heard : 

'  Fatty,  there  are  many  mansions.' 

'  Doctor,  dear,  yee.     There  will  be  one  for  you,' 

'  One  Cor  us  both.  Little  Myra — take  care  of  her. 
Jesus,  Saviour  —  have  mercy.'  A  sigh,  a  short 
struggle,  and  it  was  all  over. 
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CHAPTER  XLVII. 

A  STILL  autumn  evening,  with  a  most  glorious 
sunset,  steeping  the  atmosphere  in  a  tint  of 
unearthly  reddish  and  golden  brown,  like  the  hues 
of  the  fading  leaves  etherealised ;  —  the  sky  in  the 
West  a  burnished  mirror  of  clear  transparent  gold, 
with  crimson  clouds  gathering  round  it;  the  East 
reflecting  back  the  gorgeous  light  in  masses  of  rose- 
coloured  vapours,  rising  high  in  the  heavens.  Island 
mists  floating  upwards  from  the  valley,  and  catching 
the  sunset  tints  as  they  ascend,  and  far  away  to  the 
south-west,  soft  scattered  clouds  hovering  over  the 
summit  of  a  steep  solitary  hill,  and  descending  upon 
it  in  forms  like  tongues  of  flre. 

Mrs.  Patty  watched  that  sunset  from  the  garden  of 
her  little  cottage,  at  the  end  of  the  lane  leading 
from  the  Rectory  to  the  HalL  Myra  stood  by  her 
side.  They  had  both  been  silent  for  many  minutes. 
At  last  Mrs.  Patty  spoke  : 

*  The  Doctor  sees  something  more  beautiful  even 
than  that,  Myra,  but  I  can't  fancy  it.  Anyhow,  he 
will  be  glad  to  think  I  have  it  to  look  at.' 

*  Yes,'  said  Myra.  *  It  is  always  the  sight  that 
brings  one  nearest  to  heaven,  is  it  not?  dear  Mrs. 
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Fatty.    I  wbh  one  might  sever  be  obliged  to 
of  anTtbiDgelse.' 

■  Wbich  means  yon  have  something  very  earthly 
talk  about,'  atud  Mrs.  Patty.  *  I  kaew  yoa  bad 
your  face,  but  I  could  not  bear  to  loae  the  saasffi.' 

Myradrew  a  newspaper  from  under  her  cloak,  and 
Mrs.  Patty  exclaimed  'The  "  Times !"  certainly  there 
is  nothing  more  earthly  than  that.' 

'  No,'  said  Myra,  gravely;  '  but  look  j '  she  pointed 
to  a  paragraph  in  the  marriage  advertiseraoDts. 

'  Read  it,  my  dear; '  said  Mrs.  Fatty;  'I  can't  find 
my  spectacles.' 

'I  would  rather  you  should  read  it  to  yourself,' 
sud  Myra.  Her  voice  faltered,  and  she  turned 
away. 

Mrs.  Fatty  searched  again,  brought  out  the  spec- 
tacles, and  adraucing  from  the  porch  bo  as  to  gain 
all  the  advantage  possible  from  the  fading  light,  read 
half  aloud:  'At  Vienna,  October  20,  Charlotte 
Mary  Stnart,  only  daughter  of  George  Stnart,  Esq., 
of  Bombay,  to  Charles  Verney,  Esq.' 

'  Then  he  has  done  the  right  thing  at  lost ! '  was 
Mrs.  Fatty's  exclamation.  'But  poor  thing  1  wfaata 
prospect  of  wretchedness  for  her.' 

'No  wretchedness  now,  as  far  as  this  world  is 
concerned,'  said  Myra,  drawing  nearer.  '  See,  Mrs. 
Patty ; '  again  she  pointed  to  the  column  of  adver- 
tisements : 

'  At  Vienna,  four  days  after  her  marriage,  Charlotte 
Mary,  the  beloved  wife  of  Charles  Verney,  Esq.' 

Tlie  paper  dropped  from  Mrs.  Patty's  hands. 
It  was  too  late  to  save  her,'  said  Myra. 
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*  Even  so,  too  late,'  echoed  Mrs.  Patty.  *  God 
forgive  me  !  I  could  almost  pray  that  he  might  never 
know  another  happy  moment.' 

*  He  will  not  know  it,'  replied  Myra.  *  Mrs.  Patty, 
still  I  feel  that  there  was  once  something  noble  about 
Mr.  Verney.' 

*  There  might  have  been,  my  dear.  No  doubt 
there  was.  He  is  God's  work,  marred.  But  that 
he  should  have  married  that  poor  thing  at  last !  I 
do  n't  understand  it.' 

*  I  think  I  do,'  said  Myra.  *  It  was  impulse,  and 
conscience.' 

*  And  a  bit  of  the  world  too,  my  dear.  He  knew 
better  than  you  know,  that  when  a  man  marries,  he 
places  himself  in  a  new  position,  and  then  people  talk 
less  about  his  old  one.  But  with  the  money-matters 
all  wrong  !   It  was  a  desperate  step.' 

*  And  now  he  is  lonely,  and  poor,  and  miserable,' 
said  Myra. 

Mrs.  Patty  looked  at  her  keenly.  *  Myra,  child,* 
you  are  not  going  to  waste  your  pity  upon  him.  The 
Doctor  would  not  approve  of  that.'  The  allusion  to 
the  old  Rector  came  out  without  effort.  Mrs.  Patty 
always  spoke  of  him  as  conscious  of  her  actions  if  not 
present  with  her. 

'  Would  he  not  ? '  said  Myra,  and  she  half  smiled. 
*  Dear  Mrs.  Patty,  he  spoke  more  kindly  of  Mr. 
Verney  than  you  ever  did.  But  I  waste  no  pity  upon 
him,  only  I  long  to  know  whether,  after  this  great 
shock,  he  will  take  a  downward  or  an  upward  step.' 

'That  depends  upon  why  he  married,'  said  Mrs. 
Patty.     *  If  he  went  to  that  poor  thing  boldly,  told 

HM 
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her  what  he  had  done,  keeping  back  nothu 
then  made  his  offer,  with  an  hooest  parpoee 
TOtiDg  bis  life  to  her,  the  marriage  may  bai 
the  turning  point  with  him;  and  -witb  this 
coming  bo  soon,  he  m&j  be  a  different  man  ftata 
forth.' 

'  He  would  not  t«U  her^oTeiytiung,*  said  Myi 
could  not.' 

'  Why,  could  not,  child  ?  Would  not  jo 
done  it  in  his  place  ? ' 

'  Tes,'  e^d  Myra,  '  but  that  would  bare  bt 
cause  I  can  never  stop  half  way.  Something 
urges  me  on,  if  a  thing  ia  to  be  done,  so  that  I 
rest  till  it  is  done  —  fully,  I  mean.  I  do  n'l 
Mr,  Vemey  has  that  feeling.' 

'  He  wants  moral  courage,'  awd  Mrs.  Patty. 

'  So  Mrs.  Tracy  said  of  him,'  replied  Myra. 

Mrs.  Patty  looked  very  grave.  '  Do  n't  for^ 
in  your  prayers,  Myra  ;  for  he  will  need  the 
more  than  ever.' 

'And  you  doa't  think  he  will  impFove,  am 
better  ? '  said  Myra. 

The  words  jarred  upon  her  as  she  utteret 
How  Mr.  Verney  would  have  smiled  witb  co 
some  few  months  before,  if  he  had  heard  hi 
friend,  Myra,  speak  of  the  possibility  of  ] 
proving ! 

'I  would  rather  not  talk  about faim,  Myra— 

what  I  think.     The  prophecy  of  an  old  voma 

always  Bound  harsh  and  hopeless  to  a  young 

I  should  like  better  to  know  how  all  is  goinj 

Hall  with  you.' 
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*  Well,  I  think,'  said  Myra,  *  very  well ;  only  Rosa- 
mond is  so  altered.  I  cannot  make  her  happy  or 
satisfied,  though  I  try  to  do  so.  And  now  she  says 
such  bitter  things  about  people !  She  never  used  to 
do  it.  I  always  strive  to  remember,  though,  what  she 
has  had  to  make  her  bitter;  but  I  aim  not  much  with 
her,  for  I  have  so  many  things  to  do.' 

*  Ah  !  child,  you  have  found  your  place  now,'  said 
Mrs.  Patty,  smiling.  'Papa's  head,  and  mamma's 
right  hand,  and  Rosamond's  friend,  and  Juliet  and 
Annette's  example.' 

Myra's  face  flushed,  as  she  exclaimed  :  '  Oh  !  Mrs. 
Patty,  no ;  not  half  that.  But  I  wonder  sometimes, 
when  so  many  things  go  cross- wise,  that  I  don't 
trouble  myself  about  them  more.  I  am  contented  at 
my  heart  always  now,  in  spite  of  everything.  Can 
that  be  because,  as  you  say,  I  have  found  my  place  ? ' 

*  Possibly ;  or,  may  be,  you  have  opened  your  eyes 
to  see  that  you  were  already  standing  in  it,  only  you 
were  not  aware  of  it.  As  the  Doctor  used  often  to 
say  :  "  There  is  a  place  for  everyone  in  this  world, 
who  chooses  to  give  up  self  and  live  for  others." ' 

*  They  are  all  very  kind  to  me  at  home,'  said  Myra, 
thoughtfully.  *  Papa  has  quite  forgotten  now  all  the 
trouble  at  the  wedding,  and  mamma  tells  me  it  always 
does  her  good  when  I  go  to  her.  I  think  that  is 
partly  owing  to  her  not  having  Mrs.  Verney  with 
her  as  she  used  to  have,  and  so  being  obliged  to 
depend  upon  me  more.  There  is  a  pleasure  in  feeling 
that  one  can  stand  alone,  and  be  of  use.  I  hope  that 
is  not  conceited.' 

'  I  do  n't  suppose  truth  ever  maie  anyone  conceited^' 
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replied  Mrs.  Patty.     *  You  were  more  likely  to  I: 
Myra,  when  you  set  your  heart  upon  Mr.  Verne 

*  Not  my  heart,'  replied  Myra,  *  It  was  more  i 
and  imagination  than  anything  else  which  mad 
think  of  him  as  I  did/ 

*  That  drew  you  together ;  but  he  was  so  cleve: 
dear,  and  you  are  clever  too.  I  do  n't  know  how 
though,  Myra,  as  I  go  on  in  the  world,  I  think  lesi 

;  less  of  people  who  are  merely  clever.  I  remember 

I  the  Doctor  used  to  say  when  I  told  him  how  e^ 

one  admired  his  learning:  "Patty,  the  little  babj 
has  just  waked  up  in  paradise,  is  far  wiser  tha: 
cleverest  man  now  living."     It  comforts  me  no 
>  think  of  it,  because  I  feel  that  when  it  shall  p 

God  to  bring  the  Doctor  and  me  together  aga 
shall  be  better  able  to  understand  and  help  him.' 

*  I  do  n't  want  to  lose  you  yet,'  said  Myra,  ai 
took  her  old  friend's  hand  tenderly  in  her  own. 

'Perhaps  not  just  yet,  my  dear.  But  it  can 
very  long.  I  am  quite  contented,  though,  to  go 
stay.  It  is  only  waiting  just  a  little  while ; 
meantime  nothing  troubles  me.  When  the  day's 
comes,  it  is  already  half  over,  and  I  am  so  i 
nearer  the  end —  the  blessed  end.' 

*  Yes,'  said  Myra.  *  It  must  be  pleasant  to  b€ 
to  feel  that.' 

*  And  pleasant  too  to  be  young,  my  dear ;  t 
strong  to  fight  the  battle,  and  win  the  crown.' 

*  But,'  said  Myra,  *  one  fears  to  be  deceived,  t 
wrong  —  one  cannot  help  fearing.' 

J  *  I  do  n't  fear.     No  one  would  fear  who  knew 

;  J  Myra,  as  I  do.   I  once  heard  the  Doctor  say,  he  n 
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trembled  for  those  who  leaned  upon  God,  and  then 
walked  on  boldly  watching  their  own  hearts,  whatever 
blunders  they  might  make.  When  he  was  afraid,  it 
was  for  such  as  were  always  leaning  upon  human 
help.  And  that  was  why,  Myra,  it  vexed  me  so  to 
see  you  led  by  Mr.  Verney.  I  felt  sure  that  as  long 
as  you  looked  up  to  him,  you  would  never  know  what 
it  was  to  find  your  whole  strength  in  God.' 

*  I  do  n't  know  it  now  as  I  ought,'  said  Myra. 
*And  you  won't  know  it,  till  you  can  look  back, 

and  see  how  He  has  forced  you  to  turn  from  earthly 
help,  and  so  compelled  you  to  rest  on  Him.  A  strange 
wonderful  road  it  is  that  we  all  have  to  travel,  Myra.' 

*I  could  wish  for  nothing  better  than  that  God 
would  bring  me  as  quietly  and  safely  to  the  end,  as 
He  is  bringing  you,'  said  Myra. 

*And  He  will  bring  you  there,  my  dear.  Your 
way,  perhaps,  will  not  be  as  straight,  and  as  pleasant 
as  mine,  because  God  has  given  you  more  to  be 
anxious  about,  and  you  have  a  busy  brain  that  won't 
be  still,  and  take  the  world  calmly.  But  step  by 
step,  hour  by  hour,  day  by  day,  never  doubt,  Myra, 
He  will  lead  you.  "  His  rod  and  His  staff  will  com- 
fort you."  For  surely,  child,  there  is  a  prophecy  for 
you,  as  well  as  a  thanksgiving  for  me : 

*  "Thy  loving  kindness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me 
all  the  days  of  my  life,  and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house 
of  the  Lord  for  ever." ' 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Then  Myra  said : 
*  Is  it  only  for  me  ?  Have  you  nothing  to  hope  for 
Mr.  Verney  ? ' 

And  Mrs.  Patty  evasively  replied :   *  The  end  is 
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And  in  like  manner  with  'all  -which  followed. 
His  marriage  was,  as  Mjra  suspected,  a  matter  of 
impulse.  He  was  degraded  in  his  own  eyes,  and  he 
rushed  to  the  only  person  who  he  knew  would  cling 
s^  to  him  in  spite  of  his  degradation.  He  had  made 
^^i^Mly  miserable,  and  now  that  he  was  miserable 
himS^I^4Q4  ^^^  nothing  more  to  lose,  he  could  afford 
to  make  a  sacrifice;  not,  indeed,  the  noble  sacrifice  of 
confession,  that  was  the  last  thing  Mr.  Yerney  could 
think  of ;  —  he  deceived  even  to  the  end ;  but  he 
flattered  himself  that  in  keeping  back  aU  that  had 
occurred,  he  was  saving  bis  wife  from  pain.  He 
married,  knowing  that  she  was  dying,  but  knowing 
also  that  by  the  act  he  was  making  her  some  atone- 
ment for  a  grievous  wrong.  For  three  days  he 
dreamt,  if  not  of  happiness,  yet  of  contentment;  on 
the  fourth  his  wife  died  from  the  effect  of  a  shock 
produced  by  a  letter  unexpectedly  revealing  all  that 
he  had  concealed  from  her. 

And  from  that  moment  Mr.  Yerney  began  the 
downward  course  in  which  there  is  no  need  to  follow 
him. 

The  habits  from  which  his  refined  taste  would 
have  revolted  when  he  was  in  prosperity,  were  re- 
sorted to  as  the  only  means  of  bringing  forge tfulness 
of  his  folly  in  adversity;  and  ten  years  from  the 
time  when  he  first  became  acquainted  with  Myra, 
the  only  remark  made  about  him  by  his  Indian 
friends  was,  *  That  unhappy  fellow  Yerney  1  what  a 
wreck  he  is  1 ' 

And  what  of  Rosamond  ?  We  may  think  of  her 
as  the  wife  of  a  man  of  rank  and  fortune,  devoted  to 
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'orld,  bat  beginning  to  feel  thmt  the  world  is 
mger  devoted  to  her. 

le  brilliancj  of  Terj  eaiij  joath  past,  mod  eMUui 
lidlj  stealing  over  ber ;  no  beart  interestB^  no  true 
Sections,  weary  in  ber  secret  soal,  and  seeking  to 
rape  from  weariness  by  a  roand  of  petty  dissipt- 
ron.  Disappointed  in  ber  cbildren  becaoae  the  faolts 
'bich  sbe  bad  neyer  cbecked  in  herself  irere  ex- 
libited  in  tbem,  and  clashed  with  her  o^rn  indina- 
ftions  ;  irritable  with  ber  husband  because  she  had  no 
principle  of  duty  to  make  her  obedient  and  forbearing 
with  bim.  Friendless  in  the  midst  of  friends ;  self 
still  ber  idol,  and  self  daily  becoming  more  exacting, 
more  tyrannous  in  its  demands. 
Hundreds  there  are  like  ber : 

*  Non  ragionam  di  lor,  ma  guarda  e  passa.' 

And  one  last  glimpse  must  be  taken  of  Myra, 
married  also  ;  tbe  wife  of  the  eldest  son  of  the  same 
General  Mainwaring  who  bad  talked  politics  with 
Mr.  Vemey,  on  the  eventful  night  preceding  tbe 
wedding-day.  Yet  the  same  Myra  still  —  substan- 
tially the  same.  In  no  way  altered  so  that  anyone 
could  say  —  'Is  it  possible  to  believe  that  Miss 
Cameron  and  Mrs.  Mainwaring  are  the  same  persons? ' 
A  good  wife  and  a  good  mother,  for  bad  sbe  not 
been  a  good  daughter  and  a  good  sister  ?  A  person 
of  independent  thought  and  clear  judgement,  exer- 
cising a  wide  and  deep  influence  for  good ;  for  bad 
she  not  early  learnt  to  watch  and  govern  ber  own 
mind,  knowing  that  each  individual  soul  must  give 
an  account  for  itself,  and  can  in  nowise  devolve  its 
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responsibility  upon  another  ?  Impulsive  still,  quick 
in  her  movements,  and  never  having  learnt  to  be 
graceful,  yet  infinitely  attractive  from  the  sweet 
loving  sympathy,  the  kindliness  which  welled  forth 
as  from  a  never-failing  fountain — the  fountain  of  an 
unselfish  heart.  Quite  simple,  because  living  with  one 
single  motive — to  do  God  service.  So  pure-minded, 
reverent,  and  earnest  that  her  presence  was  a  check 
upon  every  word  that  verged  upon  evil.  Yet  remark- 
able, but  in  one  respect — that  those  who  knew  her 
best  could  never  seize  upon  any  one  striking  charac- 
teristic by  which  to  describe  her,  until  they  fell  back 
upon  the  cant  phrase  of  the  day,  and  said,  *  Myra 
Mainwaring  is  so  true.' 


LONDOir 

phintbd    by   spottiswoodk    awd    co. 

NEW<6ISXXT  BQVASl 


1 1 


n 


It 


WOEKS  FOE  YOUNG  PEESONS. 


STORIES  and  TALES  by  the  Author  of  Amy 
Herbert.  New  and  cheaper  ooUeoted  Edition.  In  10  toIs. 
crown  Syo.  44a.  6d.  cloth,  gilt  edges ;  or  94a,  6d,  boards  :  or 
each  work  complete  in  a  single  yolome  :— 


AlCY  HsBBEBT,  2*.  6d.  bds.,  8«.  6d.  d. 
Gbbxsudb,  2s.  6d.  boards,  S«.  6d.  doth. 
Eabl's  Dauohtbb,  it,  6d.  boards, 

8*.  6d.  cloth. 
ExPBBiBircB  ov  "Las,  2».  6d,  boards; 

Sa.  6d.  doth. 
Glbyb  Hall,  3$.  6d.  boards,  i$.  dd.  d. 


Itobs,  St.  6d.  boards,  4f .  dd.  doth. 

KiLTHJLBiiTB  Abhtov,  St,  M.  boards, 
4f.  dd.  doth. 

Mabgaxxt  Pbboiyal.  69.  bds.,  fit.  d. 

Lakbton  PABsoKxaB,  it.  6d.  boards, 
bt.  6d,  doth. 

Ubsula,  4f .  fid.  boards,  it,  fid.  dotiu 


TMPRESSIONS  of  ROME,  FLORENCE,  and 

-L    TUBIK.    By  the  same  Anthor   Crown  8to.  7«.  &/. 

PASSING  THOUGHTS  on  RELIGION.    By 
the  Aathor  ot  Amy  Berbert.    Seventh  Edition    ...Fop.  6t. 

HISTORY  of  the  EARLY  CHURCH,  firom 
the  first  Preaching  of  the  Qospel  to  the  Oooncil  of  Nicea. 
B  J  the  Author  of  Amy  Herbert,  Second  Edition,  printed  in  a 
more  conyenient  form   Ecp.  8to.  4f.  6d. 

A  NCIENT  HISTORY  of  EGYPT,  ASSYRIA, 

ii.  and  BABYLONIA.  On  the  same  plan  as  *  A  First  His- 
tory of  Greece,'  and  'The  Child's  First  History  of  Rome,'  by 
the  same  Author.    With  2  coloured  Maps Fcp.  8yo.  6s, 

A    FIRST  HISTORY  of  GREECE,  from  the 

•Ol  Siege  of  Troy,  B.C.  1184,  to  the  Dettrttetum  of  Corinth^ 
B.O.  146.  By  the  Author  of  Jmy  Herbert,  New  Edition, 
reyised Fcp.  8yo.  8*.  6rf. 

rPHE  CHILD'S  FIRST  HISTORY  of  ROME, 

X  from  the  Foundation  of  Borne,  B.O.  753,  to  the  Fall  of 
Jerusalem  under  Titus,  A.D.  70.  By  the  Author  of  Amy  Herbert, 
Eighth  Edition Fcp.  8yo.  2*.  6d. 


.    for  ^om^^^^^l^^ '    1       ^ 

the  BJ»  r5««  H*^'*^-  .    »;mi  of  aia^«*     \  \  8 

^ittRMis  '^^,»»4  »T:'Ji5-»  ""S^'J.si   \  I 

n,    CoioP^®* '  t  imy  H^«^'"^     

l^ ,  ,^,o^  ^^°'^  SS^°'i''»f tf 

-n-^  J.-Mn^^^*^      A  Direction*  *»'  *^2mo-  ^-  "* 
,  :  Author  o£  ^-"y  '--'■'■^^   14  l^udg^te  ^^ 


31ENMAI    LIST    OF    WOEKS 

PUBLISHSD  BY 

MESSRS.  LONGMAN,  GREEN,  AND  CO. 

39  PATERNOSTER  ROW,  LONDON. 


:HB  CAPITAI  or  the  tycoon:  a  Narrative  of  a  Three  Years' 
Ketidence  in  Japan.  By  Sir  Rutherford  Alcock,  K.C.B.,  Her 
Majesty's  Envoy  Extraordinary  and  Minister  Plenipotentiary  in  Japan, 
a  vols.  8vo  with  Maps  and  above  100  Illustrations. 

IIB  JOHN  ELIOT :  a  Biography.  By  John  Fobstbr.  With 
Two  Portraits,  from  original  Paintings  at  Port  Eliot.  [Just  ready, 

aiSTOBY  OF  THE  REFORMATION  IN  EUROPE  IN  THE  TIME 
OF  CALVIN.  By  J.  H.  Merle  D'Aubion*,  D.D.,  President  of  the 
Theologiccl  School  of  Geneva,  and  Vice-President  of  the  Soci^td  Evan- 
IC^Iiqae ;  Author  of  History  of  the  Reformation  of  the  Sixteenth  Cen* 
tmy,    VOLS.  I.  and  II.  8vo 

rHE  PENTATETTCH  AND  BOOK  OF  JOSHTTA,  Critically 
Examined.  Part  I.  The  Pentateuch  Examined'as  an  Historical  Narrative. 
Hy  the  Rizht  Rev.  John  William  Colbnso,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Natal. 
Second  Edition,  revised.  8vo  tt.  Part  II.  The  Age  and  Authorship  of 
the  Pentateuch  Considered,  is  nearly  ready. 

CHE  STORY  OF  A  SIBERIAN  EXILE.  By  M.  Rubin 
PiBTROWsKi.  Followed  by  a  Narrative  of  Recent  Events  in  Poland. 
Translated  from  the  French.    Post  8vo  Is  6d 

aEMINISCENCES  OF  THE  LIFE  AND  CHARACTER  OF  COUNT 
CAVOUR.  By  William  De  La  Rive.  Translated  from  the  French 
by  Edwa  rd  Rom  i  lly.    8vo  %s  %d 

FEFFERSON  AND  THE  AMERICAN  DEMOCRACY:  An  Historical 
Stndv.  By  Cornelis  db  Witt.  Translated,  with  the  Author's  per- 
mission, by  R.  S.  H.  Church.    8vo  \as 

DEMOCRACY  IN  AMERICA.  By  Alexis  De  Tocqiteyillb. 
Translated  by  Henry  Reeve,  Esq.  New  Edition,  with  an  Introductory 
Notice  by  the  Translator.    2  vols.  8vo  21 « 

LUTOBIOORAPHY  OF  THE  EMPEROR  CHARLES  Y.  Recently 
Discovered  in  the  Portuguese  Languas^eby  Baron  Kervyn  de  Lettenhove, 
Member  of  the  Rcyal  Academy  of  Belgium.  Translated  by  Leonard 
Francis  Simpson,  M.R.S.L.    Post  8vo  6«  6d 


2 


GENBKAL  LIST  OF   KEW  WOSES 


ULW    OF  NATIONS    CONSmXBEB  JkB 

POLITICAL  COMMUNITIES.  By  Travbrs  Twins,  D.CX. 
Professor  of  Civil  Law  in  tbe  Univenuty  of  Oxford,  and  m 
Blaiesty'i  Counsel.  Part  I.  The  Bight  and  Dmtiee  of  Natim 
of  Peace,    8vo  I2a 

Purtn.,  TkeBlffhtandlhatmQfNeMemim  SnhM^VPte-.ialnvHpi 

CONSTITUTIONAL    HISTORY    0F    EB0LAJn),  s 

Accession  of  Georg^e  III.  1760—1860.  By  Thomas  Brskins  1 
In  Two  Volumes.    Vol.  1. 8vo  lie    Vol.  II.  just  ready. 

H.B.H.  THE  FBINCE  CONSORT'S  F ABICS ;  An  Agi 
Memoir.  By  John  Chalmers  Mortbm.  Dedicated,  by  n 
to  H.  Bf .  the  QuBBN.  With  40  Illustrations  on  Wood,  xxmmi 
of  Estates,  Plans,  Viirnette  Sketches,  and  Views  in  Ftennectifv 
Buildings  and  Cottages.    4to5ie6d 

THE  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND,  from  the  Accession  of  J 
By  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Hacaulat.  libnury  Edition.  5  yak 

LORD  UACATTLAYS  HISTORY  OF  IBSSOLAJSm,  from  ih 
sion  of  James  II.  New  Edition,  revised  and  corrected.  niOi 
and  brief  Memoir.   8  vols,  post  8vo  i8e 

THE  HISTORY  OF  TRANCE.  (An  entirely  new  Woil, 
Volnraes.)  By  Eyre  Evans  Cbowe,  Author  of  the  *  History  of 
in  tbe  Cabinet  Cyelopm^a,    8vo  Vol.  I.  \4e ;  Vol..  II.  Us 

*»*  The  Third  Volume  is  Just  ready. 

A  HISTORY   OF   THE  ROMANS   DNBRR    THE 

the    Rev.    Charles    Merivalb,    B.D.,     late    Fellow  of 
College,  Cambridge.    7  vols.  Svo  with  Maps,  4^5  6« 


St 


By  the  eame  Author, 

THE  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  REPIHSLIC :  A  Short  Hi 
the  Last  Century  of  the  Commonwealth.    12oao  7«  6<l 

A  CRITICAL   HISTORY   OF   THE   LANeVAeE    AND  T 

TURE  OF  ANCIENT  GREECE.  By  William  Mitr.^  I 
Caldwell.    5  vols.  Svo  ^3  9*  '-"am     mure,   I 

THE  HISTORY  OF  GREECE.  By  the  Bight  Ber  thi 
Bishop  of  St.  David's  (the  Rev.  Connop  Thirlwall)  8  vobM 
Maps,  ^-3  ;  an  Edition  in  8  vols,  fcp  Svo  28*  ^'     ®  ^""-  * 

HISTORICAL    AND    CHRONOLOGICAL    EirCYGLOP.SDIi 

G?ea?l:v"ents  o?^t"5^  convment  form  Chronolotf  cal  Notices  c 
nl;fi  '^\£"*s  of  Universal  History  -,  mcluding  Treaties  AiiiW>i<>« 
Battles,  &c^;  Incidents  m  the  Lives  of  Grfat  and  D««VinSSSJ 
fS™tt^«^°'"^.*i  Scientific  and  Geographical  iTucoverii?^ 
«  R  wo^  *"**^  ^*^^^^  Domestic,  and  Economiwd  YmnSJe^ 
B.  B.  Woodward,  F.s.i,.,Libni;Tian  to  the  Que^,    S^S      [2?!^ 


/ 


F0BLISHfiI>  BT  MESSBS.   LOXGHAN   AKD  CO.  8 


ANGLO-SAXON  HOUE :  a  History  of  the  Domestic  Institu- 
tiODS  and  Castoms  of  England,  from  the  Fifth  to  the  Eleventh  Century. 
By  John  Thrupp.    8yo  I2i 

[JVSS  OF  THE  QUEENS  OE  ENGLAND.  Sj  Agnes  Stbice- 
LANO.  Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  Her  Majesty;  embellished  with 
Portraits  of  every  Queen.    8  vols,  post  8vo  60« 

LIVES  OF  THE  FEINCESSES  OF  ENGLAND.  By  Mrs.  Maby 
Aififs  fiTBRKTT  Gbbbn.-  With  iiiiBieroufl  Portraits,  6  vols,  post  8vo  63s 

LOBD  BACON'S  WOBXS.  A  New  Edition,  collected  and  edited 
by  R.  L.  Ellis,  M.A.  ;  J.  Spbddino,  M.A  *,  and  D.  D.  Heath,  Esq. 
Vols.  I.  to  v.,  comprisiug  the  Division  of  Philosophical  Works.  5  vols. 
Svo  jf4  6s  Vols.  VI.  andf  Vli.,  comprismg  the  Division  of  Literaiy  and 
Professionai  Works,    2  vols.  8vo  jUX  I6s 

USE  LETTERS  AND  LIFE  OF  FBANCIS  BACON,  including  all 
his  Occasional  Works  and  Writings  not  already  printed  among  bis 
Philosophical,  Literary ,  or  Professional  Works.  Collected  and  chrono- 
logically arranged,  with  a  Commeutary,  biographical  and  historical,  by 
J.  Spkddino,  Trin.  Coll.  Cam.    Vols.  I.  and  11.    8vo  24« 

HEHOIB  OF  THE  LIFE  OF  SIB  M.  I.  BBUNEL,  Civil  Engineer, 
&c.  By  Richard  Bkamish,  F.K.S.  Second  Edition,  revised;  with  a 
Portrait,  and  16  Illustrations.    Svo  14« 

LIFE  OF  EGBERT  STEPHENSON,  F.B.S.,  late  President  of  the 
Institution  of  CiVil  Engineers.  By  John  Cordy  Jbaffrbson,  Barrister- 
at-Law;  and  William  Polb,  Member  of  the  Institution  of  Civil 
Engineers.    With  Portrait  and  lUustratioas.    2  vols.  Svo     [In  the  press. 

rHE  LIFE  OF  SIB  YB1LL2  SIDNEY.  By  the  Rev.  Julius 
Lloyd,  M.A.    Post  8vo  Is  %d 

rHE  BOLL  OF  THE  BOYAL  COLLEGE  OF  PHYSICIANS  OF 
LONDON;  compiled  from  the  Annals  of  the  College,  and  from  other 
Authentic  Sources.  By  William  Munk,  M.D.,  Fellow  of  the  College, 
&c.    Vols.  I.  and  IL  Svo  \2s  each. 

CHE  HISTOBY  OF  HEDICINE :  Comprising  a  l^arrative  of  its 
Progress,  from  the  Earliest  Ages  to  the  Present  Time,  and  of  the  Delusions 
incidental  to  its  advance  from  Empiricism  to  the  dignity  of  a  Science. 
By  Edward  Meryon,  M.D.,  F.G.S.,  Fellow  of  the  Rcyal  College  ol 
Physicians,  &c.    Vol.  I,  8vo  I2s  6d 

UATEBIALS  FOB  A  HISTOBY  OF  OIL  PAINTING.  By  Sir 
Charles  L.  Eastlakb,  R.A.    Svo  \6s 

BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCHES.  By  Nassau  W.  Senioe.  Com- 
prising  Biographical  Sketches  connected  with  the  French  Revolution 
Legal  Biographical  Sketches,  and  Miscellaneous  Biographical  Sketches' 
Post  Svo 
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TALES  PBOM  6BEEK  MYTHOLOGY.    By  the  Bey.  G.  W.  Cox, 
0         M.  A.,  late  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford.    Square  16mo  price  U  M 

If!  By  the  tame  Author, 

TALES    OF    THE    OODS    AND    HEBOES.      With  6   Landscape 
If  Illostrations  from  DrawiDgs  by  the  Author.    Fcp  8vo  5« 

^  TEE  TALE  OF  THE    OBEAT    PEBSIAN  WAB,  from  the  His- 
tories otHerodotut.    With  12  Woodcuts.    Fcp  8vo  7*  Qd 

%  A    BICmONABY    OF    BOHAH    AND    6BEEK    ANTIQUITIES, 

;  I  with  nearly  3,000  Wood  Engravings,  representing  Objects  from  the 

Bl  Antique,  illustrative   of  the    Industrial  Arts    and  Social  Life  of  the 

GreeKs  and  Romans.    Being  the  Second  Edition  of  the  Illustrated  Com- 
panion to  the  Latin  Dictionary  and  Greek  Lexicon,    By  Anthony  Rich, 
r  Jun.,  B.A.    Po8t8vol2«6d 
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ANCIEirr  HISTOBY  OF  EGYPT,  ASSYBIA,  AND  BABYLONIA. 

By  Elizabbth  M.  Sewell,  Author  of  *  Amy  Herbert,'  &c.    With  Two 
Maps.    Fcp  Svo  6« 

By  the  same  Author, 

HISTOBY  OF  THE  EABLY  CHUBCH,  from  the  First  Preaching 
of  the  Gospel  to  the  Ck>uncil  of  Nicaea,  a.d.  323.  Second  Edition.  Fcp 
8voU6d 

HEMOnt  OF  THE  BEY.  SYDNEY  SMITH.  Bj  his  Daughter, 
Lady  Holland.  With  a  Selection  from  his  Letters,  edited  by  Mrs. 
Austin.    2  vols.  Svo  28« 

THOMAS  MOOB^'S  MEMOIBS,  JOUBNAL,  AND  COBBESPOND- 
ENCE.  People's  Edition.  With  8  Portraits  and  2  Vignettes.  Edited 
and  abridged  from  the  First  Edition  by  the  Right  Hon.  Earl  Russell. 
Square  crown  8vo  12«  6d 

SPEECHES  OF  THE  BIGHT  HON.  LOBD  MACAULAY.  Cor- 
rected by  Himself.    New  Edition,    Svo  12* 

LOBD  MACATTLATS  SPEECHES  ON  PABLIAMENTABY 
REFORM  IN  1831  AND  1832.  Reprinted  in  the  Traveller's 
Library.    l6mo  Is 

SOUTHETS  LIFE  OF  WESLEY,  AND  BISE  AND  PBOGBESS 
OF  METHODISM.  Fourth  Edition,  with  Notes  and  Additions.  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  C.  C.  Southey,  M.A.    2  vols,  crown  Svo  12* 

THE  HISTOBY  OF  WESLEYAN  METHODISM.  By  Geoboe 
Smith,  F.A.S.,  Member  of  the  Royal  Asiatic  Society,  &c.  3  vols, 
crown  Svo  3U  dd 

THE  VOYAGE  AND  SHIPWBECK  OF  ST.  PAUL:  With 
Dissertations  on  the  Life  and  Writings  of  St.  Luke,  and  the  Ships  and 
Navigation  of  the  Ancients.  By  James  Smith,  of  Jordanhill,  Esq., 
F.R.S.    Second  Edition ;  with  Charts,  &c.    Crown  Svo  8s  6d 
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TBI  IIR  AJn  BPinUSS  or  n.  PAUL.     Bt  the  Be?.  W, 
CoMTBBABB,  M  A.,  late  Fellofw  of  Triftitr  College.  Ckmbrldnt 
RcT.  J.  8.  HowtoN,   D.D.,  PriBdpel  of  the    Colleirfate  IM 
LiTcrpool.    PeopUU  RdUi§n,  oondeoMd  {  with  46  Illastntions  nd 
9  foil,  crown  8vo  \U 

COVTBEABX    AVD    HOWiOHII    LIVE    AVD     SPODB 

8T.  PAU L.  The  Intermediate  Edition,  thoroughly  reriaed ;  wilha flii 
tion  of  Mapa,  Plates,  and  Wood  SngraTings.  9  Tola,  aqiian  cnnm 
price  Sl«  6tf 

COVTBIABE    AHB    E0W80BP8    LITE    AVD     EPXmai 
ST.  PAUL.    The  Ubimrr  Edition,  coitected  and  reprinted  ;  wllhiA 
Original  Plates,  Maps,  Wood  Bngravings,  and  other  IliaatntloMi  M 
4t0  48ff 

THE  OEETHE  AED  THE  JEW  IE  THE  COUBTS  01  II 
TBMPLK  OF  CHR19T.  An  Introdoction  to  the  Hiatonrof  GbiMW 
From  the  German  of  Profeaaor  OOkLiNoan,  by  the  Rer.  N*  Diautf 
M.A.,  late  Fellow  of  New  Collefe,  Oxford.    3  yols.  8vo  31« 

POET-KOYAL;  A  Contribution  to  the  History  of  Beligion  i 
Literature  in  France.  By  Chaelbs  Bsard,  B.A.  9  yols.  post] 
price  Me 

HIFPOLYTUS  AEB  HI8  AOE ;  or,  the  Beginnings  and  P»Mn 
of  Christianity.    By  C.  C.  J.  Bunibn,  D.D.,  D.C.L.,  D.  Ph.   1% 

gyoSOf  ' 

Bp  the  tame  Author. 

0TJTLIKE8  OF  THE  PHII060PHT  OF  UEIVEBSAi:.  HHIO 

applied  to  Lanicuage  and  Relif^on:  Containing   an  Accoimt  ol 
Alphabetical  Conferences.    3  vols.  8vo  83« 

AEALEGTA  ANTE-EICJENA.    3  toIs.  Sto  42s 

EOYPTS  PLACE  IK  UNIVESSAL  HISTOBY:  An  Historio 
vestisration,  in  Five  Books.    Translated  from  the  German  by 
CoTTRBLL,  .M.A.    With  many  Illustrations.    4  vols.  8vo  jtfS  § 
v.,  completing  the  work,  is  in  preparation. 

A  NEW  LATIN-EEOLISH  DICTIONABY.  By  the  Be? 
Whits,  M.A.,of  corpus  Cbristi  College,  Oxford;  and  the  Bt 
Riddle,  M.  A.,  of  St.  Edmund  Hall,  Oxford.    Imperial  8vo  49t 

A    0BEEK-EN0LI8H    LEXICON.      Compiled    by    Hekx 
LiDDKLL,  D.D.t  Dean  of  Christ  Church;  and  Robbrt   Sec 
Master  of  Balliol.    Fifth  Edition,  revised  and  augmented.    ' 
price  Sl«  dd 

A  LEXICON,  OBEEX  AND  ENGLISH,  abridged  from 
and  Scott's  Creek  English  Lexicon,  Ninth  Edition,  revise 
pared  throughout  with  the  OriKinal.    Square  13mo  7«  64 
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A.  KEW  :ESQ1JSRJGXEEK  LEXICOF,  contumng  ^11  the  4G^reek 
Words  Jise6  by  Writers  of  g:ood  authority.  By  Charlbb  Dues  Tvmgb, 
BJL.    Second  EdUion,  tberorxghly  reri»ed.    )tto'2U 

L  DICnONABY  OF  THE  ENGLISH  LANOUAOE.  By  B.  &, 
Latham,  M.A.,  M.O.,  F.R.S.,  late  Fellow  of  Kinff's  ColleirB, X!cmbridfrs. 
F^Hinded  on  that  al  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson,  as  edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  T. 
Todd,  M.A.,  with  namerous  EmeiidatioDs  and  Additions.  2  v<^  4to 
in  course  of  publication  in  Thirty  Monthly  Parts,  price  5t  each. 

EHESAmtlfS  OF  SarOLISH  W0RB8  AlTD  FHRAfiEB,  classified 
and  arranged  «o  as  to  fecilitate  the  Expression  of  Ideas,  And  assist  in 
Literary  Composition.  By  P.  M.  Roobt,  M.D.,  F.RJ3.,  &c.  Tme^tA 
Edition,  revised  and  improved.    Crown  8vo  10«  6d 

A  7SAGTI0AL  DICTIOirASY  OF  THE  FBEITCH  AHB  ElT^UffiS 
LARG-UAGBS.  By  LkoN  Contanbrau,  lately  Professor  of  the  French 
Lanfinuig^  >^nd  literature  in  the  Royal  Indian  Military  Colleg^e,  Addis- 
combe  (now  dissolved);  and  Examiner  for  Military  Appointments. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  Corrections.    Post  8vo  IQt  6d 

By  the  stone  Attthor, 

A  POCKET  9ICTI0HABY   OF    THE  FBEHCH  AKB  '  EK0LI8H 

LANGUAGES;  beinj!^  a  careful  abrid^n^n^nt  of  the  above,  pres^rvinj^  all 
the  most  useful  features  of  the  of^inal  work,  condensed  into  a  pocket 
volume  for  the  convenience  of  Toarists,  Travellers,  and  English  nniders 
or  Students  to  whom  portability  of  size  is  a  requisite.    Square  18mo  5e 

LECTTTSES  ON  THE  SCIEKCE  OF  LANGTTAGE,   delivered  at  the 

Boyjd  Institution  of  Great  Britain.  By  Max  Mctllbr,  M.A.,  Fellow  of 
All  Souls  College,  Oxford.    Third  Edition,  revised.    Svo  12« 

rHE   STTTDEKTS   HAKBBOOE  OF  COMPABATIVE  OBAMMAB, 

applied  to  the  Sanskrit,  Zend,  Greek,  Latin,  Gothic,  Ang^lo- Saxon,  and 
Eng^lish  Languages.  By  the  Rev.  Thomas  Clark,  M.A.  Crown  Svo 
price  7*  6d 

rHE  DEBATER:  A  Series  of  Complete  Debates,  Outlines  of 
Debates,  and  Questions  for  Discnssion ;  with  ample  References  to  the 
best  Sources  of  Information.    By  F.  Rowton.    Fcp  Svo  fit 

rHE  ENOLKH  LAHGUA0E.  By  B.  Q.  Latham,  M.A.,  M.D., 
F.R.S.,  late  Fellow  of  King's  College,  Cambridge.  Fifth  EdUion,  revised 
and  enlarged.    Svo  ISe 

—^ Bp  the  tame  Author, 

EAKDBOOK  OF  THE  ENGLISH  LANGUAGE,  for  the  Use  of 
Students  of  the  Universities  and  Higher  Classes  of  Schools.  Fourth 
Edition.    Crown  Svo  Is-^d 

EXEMEiNTS  OF  OOKPASATIVE  PHILOLOGY.    Svo  21s 

DiANUAL  OF  ENGLISH  LITEBATTTBE,  HISTORICAL  AND 
CRITICAL ;  with  a  Chapter  on  Enf^li^h  Metres.  For  the  use  of  Schools 
and  Colleges.  By  Thomas  Arkold,  B.A.,  Professor  of  English  Litera- 
ture, Cath.  Univ.  Ireland.    Post  Svo  iO«  6d 
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OV  TRANSLATING  HOHEB:  Three  liectures  giren  at  Oxfon 
By  Matthbw  Arnold,  B1. A.,  Professor  of  Poetry  in  the  UniTcnitf 
Oxford,  and  formerly  Fellow  of  Oriel  College.  Crown  8vo  U  (U-i 
Arnold's  Latt  Wordt  on  Translatinff  Homer,  price  3«  6d 

JSB1I8AIJSH :  A.  Sketch  of  the  City  and  Temple,  from  the  Saiiii 
Times  to  the  Siegfe  by  Titas.  By  Thomas  Lbwin,  M.A.  With  M 
and  illustrations.    8vo  10« 

nAXS,  PASSES,  AND   OLACIEBS:    a  Series    of  Excnniooi 
Members  of  the  Alpine  Club.     Edited  by  J.  Ball,  M.R.LA.,  FI 
Fourth  Edition;   with  Maps,   Illustrations,    and    Woodcuts.    S^i 
crown  8to  2l«— Travbllbrs*  Edition,  condensed,  16mo  5«M 

SECOND  SERIES  OF  PEAKS,  PASSES,  AHD  GLACIERS.   M 

by  K.  S.  Kknnsdy,  M.A.,  F.R.G.3.,  President  of  the  Alpine  Qi 
With  4  DouBLB  Maps  and  10  Sinyrle  Maps  by  E.  Wbllbr,  F.IL6J 
and  51  illustrations  on  Wood  by  E.  Wh  ympbr  and  6.  Pbarsoh.  S«< 
square  crown  8to  A2$ 

NINETEEN  KAPS  OP  THE  ALPINE  BISTBICTS:  from  tbcFi 
and  Second  Series  of  Peaks,  Pattet,  and  Glaciev.  Square  crovn 
price  7«6<f 

MOUNTAINEERING  IN  1861 ;  a  Vacation  Tour.  By  Jo 
Tyndall,  F.R.S.,  Professor  of  Natural  Philosophy  in  the  Royal  lost 
tion  of  Great  liritaia.    Square  crown  8vo  with  2  Views,  7«  M 

A  SXTMMER  TOUR  IN  THE  ORISONS  AND  ITALIAN  YALU 
OF  THE  BRRNINA.  By  Mrs.  Henry  Frkshfibld.  With  acoloa 
Maps  and  4  Views.    Post  8vo  10«  M 

By  the  game  Author, 

ALPINE  BYWAYS ;  or,  Light  Leaves  gathered  in  1859  and  Ifi 
With  8  lllustratiocs  and  4  Route  Maps.    Post  8yo  lOr  6d 

A  LADTS  TOUR  ROUND  UONTE  ROSA ;  including  Visits  to 
j  Italian  Valleys  of  Anzasca,  Mastalone.  Camasco,  Sesia,  Lys,  Challi 

;  Aosta,  and  Cogne.    With  Map  and  Illustrations.    Post  Svo  14« 

THE  ALPS ;  or,  Sketches  of  Life  and  Nature  in  the  Mountai 
By  Baron  H.  Von  UERLBrscH.  Translated  by  the  Rev.  Li» 
Stkphen,  M.A.    With  17  Tinted  Illustrations,    Svo  l&r 

i    THEBES,   ITS    TOHBS    AND   THEIR    TENANTS,    Ancient 
Moilern  ;    including^  a  Record  of  Kxcavations  in  the   Necropolis. 
A.  Henry  Rhino,  F.S.A.     With  17  Illustrations,  tncladinr  a  3 
Royal  Svo  IS*  ^ 

LETTERS  FROM  ITALY  AND  SWITZERLAND.  By  Fx 
Mendslssohn.Bartholdy.  Translated  from  the  German  by  L 
Wallace.    JSecond  Bdificn,  reviseii.    Post  Svo  9#6if 
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1  OIIIDE  TO  THE  PTBENEES  ;  especiallj  intended  for  the  use 
of  Mountaineeni.  By  Charlbs  Packs.  With  Frontispiece  and  3  Maps. 
Pep  8vo  6« 

The  Map  of  the  Central  Pyrenees,  separately,  price  Z*  dd 

EEBZE60VIKA:  or,  Omer  Pacha  and  the  Christian  Bebels: 
With  a  Brief  Account  of  Servia.  its  Social,  Political,  and  Financial  Con- 
dition. By  Lieut.  6.  Arbutunot,  R.H.A.,  F.R.6.S.  Post  8vo,  Fron- 
tispiece and  Map,  10«  6d 

CUTABA  AJXB  THE  CBIMEA;  or,  Sketches  of  a  Soldier's  Life, 
Aroin  the  Journals  and  Correspondence  of  the  late  Major  Ranken,  R.E. 
Edited  by  his  Brother,  W.  B.  Ranken.  Second  Edition,  Post  8vo,  with 
Portrait,  price  U  6d 

RTOTES  ON  MEXICO  IK  1861  AND  1862,  PoliticaUj  and  SociaUy 
considered.  By  Charles  Lbmpribrb,  D.C.L.,  of  the  Inner  Temple, 
and  Law  Fellow  of  St.  John's  College,  Oxford.  With  Map  and  10  Wood- 
cuts.    Post  8V0  12<  M 

EXPLOEATIONS  IN  LABSADOB,  the  Country  of  the  Montagnais 
and  Nasquapee  Indians.  By  Henry  Youle  Mind,  M.A.^  F.R.6.S., 
Professor  of  Chemistry  and  Geology  in  the  University  of  Trinity  College, 
Toronto.    2  vols.  [Juet  ready. 

By  the  same  Author, 

NASBATIVE  OF  THE  CANADIAN  BEB  BIVEB  EXFLOBINO 
EXPEDITION  OF  1857 ;  and  of  the  ASSINMBOINE  AND  SASKAT- 
CHEWAN EXPLORING  EXPEDITION  OF  1858.  With  several 
Coloured  Maps  and  Plans,  numerous  Woodcuts,  and  20  Chromoxylogra^ 
pbic  Engravings.    2  vols.  8vo  42« 

HAWAII ;  the  Fast,  Fresent,  and  Future  of  its  Island*kingdom  : 
AiA  Historical  Account  of  tUe  Sandwich  Islands  (Polynesia).  By  Manley 
Hopkins,  Hawaiian  Consul* General.  Post  8vo.  Map  and  Illustrations, 
price  \2std 

VKOLD  LIFE  ON  THE  FJELDS  OF  NOBWAY.  By  Fbakcis  M. 
Wyndham.    With  Maps  and  Woodcuts.    Post  8vo  KUr  td 

IHE  LAKE  BEOIONS  OF  CENTBAL  AFBICA:  A  Picture  of 
Exploration.  By  Uichard  F.  Burton,  Captain  H.M.  Indian  Army. 
2  vols.  8vo,  Map  and  Illustrations,  Z\s  td 

By  the  same  Author. 

FIRST  F00T8TEF8  IN  EAST  AFBICA ;  or,  An  Exploration  of 
Harar.    With  Maps  and  coloured  Illustrations.    8vo  18« 

PEBSONAL  NABBATIVE  OF  A  PILOBIMAGE  TO  EL  HEDINAH 
and  MECCAH.  Second  Edition  ;  with  numerous  Illustrations.  2  vols, 
crown  8vo  24« 

THE  CITY  OF  THE  SAINTS ;  and  Across  the  Bocky  Mountains  to 
California.    Second  Edition ;  with  Maps  and  Illustrations.    8vo  18« 
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AK  nrTBODUCTIOir  TO  KENIAL  PHIL080PHY,  on  the  Inauo* 
tive  JfeUiod.    By  J.  D.  Morbll,  M.A.>  LL.D.    ftro  ia» 

By  fhe  tame  Author, 

ELEMENTS  OF  FSTC^LOOY:  Fart  I.,  containing  the  Analysis 
of  fhe  Intellectual  Po wen.    Fast  '8vo  U  M 

OUnUTE  0>F  THE  VE0888ASY  LAWB  07  THOUCHBT:  A  Trea- 
tise on  Pure  and  Applied  Lofcic.  By  the  Most  Rev.  William  TnoBfaoN, 
D.D.,  Lord  Archbishop  of  York.    Fifth  Edition,    Post  8vo  5«  6d 

THE  CTCLOPJEMA  OF  AHATOHT  AKD  FHTBIOLOOY.  Edited 
by  RoBBRT  B.  Todd,  M.D.,  F.R.S.  Assisted  in  the  various  departments 
by  newrly  all  the  most  emioent  Cuhivatart  of  Physiok«rk:al  ficieoee  of 
the  prcaent  age.   5  vote.  8to  with  2,8SS  Woodcuts,  price  ^6  6« 

A  DICTIONABY  OF  PEACTICAL  UEBICIKE :  Comprising  General 
Patholoinr*  tl^  Natare  and  Treatment  of  Diseases,  Bforbid  Structures, 
(and  tbe'DisordMS  especially  incidental  to  Climates,  to^ex,  and  to  the 
different  Epochs  of  Life.  By  Jamms  Copland,  M.D.,  F.R.S.  i  vols. 
8vo  price  ^5  11« 

HEAT  OOKSISSBXD  AS  A  XWE  OF  MOTION:  A  Ckrarse  of 
Lectures  delivered  at  the  Royal  Institution  of  Great  Britatn.  By  John 
Ttndall,  F.R.S.,  Professor  of  Natural  Philosophy  in  the  Royal  Institu- 
tion.   Crown  fivo  with  lUustrations.  [Jtut  romin, 

ZEE  COMPARATIVE  ANATOMY  AND  THYSIOIiOGY  OF  THE 
VERTEBRATE  ANIMALS.     By   Richard  Owbn,    FJI.S.,  D.€.L., 

Superintendent  of  the  Natural  History  Department,  British  Museum, 
&c.    With  upwards  of  1,200  Wood  Kn^rravings.    8vo      £ASsar^  reo^y. 

VAN  DEB  HUEVEN'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ZOOLOGY.  Traoskted 
from  the  Second  Dutch  Edition.  By  the  Rev.  William  Clark,  M.D., 
F.R.S.,  &c.  2  vols.  8vo.  with  ^  Plates  of  Figures,  price  Ate  doyi ; 
or  separately,  Vol.  I.  Iwftrttbro^  90f ;  and  'Vol.  II.  Vtitelbirata^  SOr 

THE  EABTH  AND  ITS  MECHANISM ;  an  Account  of  flie  yarlous 
Proofs  of  the  Rotation  of  the  Earth ;  with  a  Description  of  the  Instru- 
ments used  in  the  Experimental  Demonstrations;  also  the  Theory  of 
Foucault*s  Pendulum  and  Gyroscope.  By  Hbitry  "WoRais,  P.RJi.S., 
F.G.S.    8vo  with  31  Woodcuts,  price  10*  6tf 

YOLCANOS,  the  Character  of  their  Phenomena  ;  their  Share  in  the 
Structure  and  Composition  of  the  Surface  of  the  Globe ;  and  their  Re- 
lation to  its  Internal  Forces ;  including:  a  Descriptive  Catalogue  of 
Volcanos  and  Volcanic  Formations.  By  G.  Poulbtt  Scropb,  M.P., 
F.R.S.,  F.G.S.    Second  Edition,  with  Map  and  Illustrations.    8vo  15« 

A  MANUAL  OF  CUEMIBTBT,  Descriptire  and  Theoretical.  By 
William  Odlimo,  M.B.,  F.R.S.,  Secretary  to  the  Chemical  Society, 
and  Profiessor  of  Practical  Chemistry  in  Guy's  Hospital.    9mA  I.  Sva  9* 
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A  DICnOVABT  07  CHEMISTET,  foimded  on  that  d  tU 
Dr.  Ubb.  Br  Hexbt  Watts,  B.A.,  F.C.3.«  Editor  of  the  qH 
Jouruml  of  tkt  Cktmirmt  .Sotietf,  To  be  poblished  in  M onlhhr  | 
vnifbrin  with  the  New  Edition  of  Dr.  Ukb's  DUtiomarjf  of  Arttt  mm 
tmre$,  amd  Jfiact,  receotly  completed.  ^ 

HANDBOOK  OF  CHXXICAL  AHALTSIS,  adapted  to  tbe  TjJ 
S; %ttm  of  Noution.  Bucd  on  tbe  4tb  Edition  of  Dr.  H .  Willa'  Jai 
xwr  cktmiMkem  AwOye,    By  F.  T.  Cosiisiotox,  M.A.,  F.C.&     ffa 

price  7«  &/ 

COinKGTOirS  tables  of  QXTALITATIVE  AVALYSI8,  to  J 
PBLV  in  use  his  Handbook  of  Cktmicml  Aumljftit^    Post  9wo  Ir  W 

A  HANDBOOK  OF  YOLUKEIBICAL  ANALYSIS.     By  BoiJ 
Scott,  M.  A . ,  T.C.D.,  Secretary  of  tbe  Geolog:ical  Society  of  DaUfa. 
8to  4«  6d 

A  TBEATI8E  ON  ELECTBICIT7,  in  Theorr  and  Pnotiea. 
A  De  la  Rivr,  Professor  in  the  Academv  of  Genera.  TYaBtlatt 
tbe  AntlH>r  by  C.  V.  Walksr,  F.iLS.  With  Illostntiona.  S  vd 
price  jeS  13*  1 

AN  ES8AT  ON  CLASSIFICATION  [Tlie  Mutual  Bdatir 
OrKaniaed  Beings].    By  Louia  AoAsaiz.    8to  12» 

A  BICTIONABY  OF  SCIENCE,  IITERATTJBE,  AND  ABT: 
priftinc  the  History,  Description,  and  Scientific  Principles  o 
Branrh  of  Hnman  Knowkdre.  Edite<l  by  W.  T.  Bbaxdb,  F.R.' 
K.  1  he  Foorth  Edition,  revised  and  corrected.    8ro  [/a/A* 

THE  COBBELATION  OF  PHYSICAL  FOBCES.    By  W.  S. 

Q.C.,  M.A.,V.P.R.S.,Corre8pcndinr  M ember  of  the  Academisi 
Turin,  &c.    Fourth  Edition,    8vo7«6d 

THE  ELEMENTS  OF  PHYSICS.  Bj  C.  F.  Peschbl,  Pr 
the  Roal  Militar)-  Collef^e,  Dresden.  TransUted  from  tbe  Gf 
Notes,  by  £.  West.    3  vols,  fcp  8vo  21« 


PHILLIPS'S  ELEMENTABY  INTBODTTCTION  TO 

A  New  Edition,  with  extensive  Alterations  and  Additioi 
Brooke,  F.R.S.,  F.GS. ;  and  W.  U.  Miller,  M.A.,  F 
numerous  Woodcots.    Post8vol8« 

A  GLOSSABY  OF  MINEBAL06Y.  By  Jl^yuY  Willu 
F.G.S.,  of  the  Geolofrical  Surrey  of  Great  Britain.  With ' 
Wood.    Crown  8vo  \2s 

ELEMENTS  OF  MATEBIA  MEDICA  AND  THEBA7 
Jonathan  Pereika,  M.D.  F.R.S.    Third  Edition^  er 

8 roved  from  tbe  Author's  Materials.  By  A.  S.  Taylor, 
:eks,  M.D.     With  numerous  Woodcuts.     Vol..  I.  8t 
Part  II.21«;  Vol.  II.  Part  II.  36« 


PUBLISHED  BT  MESSB3.  LOKGHAN  AND  CO.  13 


OXTTLINES  OF  ASTEOFOMT.    By  Sir  J.  F.  W.  Hebschrl,  Bart., 

M.A.    Fifth  Edition,  revised  and  corrected.  With  Plates  and  Woodcats. 

8V0  18« 

Bp  the  same  Author, 

ESSATS  FBOH  THE  EDINBTTBOH  AND  QXIABTEBLT  BEVIEWS, 
with  Addresses  and  other  Pieces.    8yo  18« 

CELESTIAL  OBJECTS  FOB  COHMON  TELESCOPES.  Bj  the  Rey. 
T.  W.  Webb,  M.A.,  F.R.A.S.  With  Woodcats  and  Map  of  the  Moon. 
16mo  1* 

A  GUIDE  TO  GE0L06T.  By  Johk  Phixufs,  M.A.,  F.B.S., 
F.G.S.,  &c.    Fourth  Edition.    With  4  Plates.    Fcp  8vo  5« 

THE  LAW  OF  8T0BMS  considered  in  connexion  with  the  ordi- 
nary Movements  of  the  Atmosphere.  By  H.  W.  Dovb,  F.R.S.,  Member 
of  the  Academies  of  Moscow,  Munich,  St.  Petersbur)r>  &c.  Second 
Edition,  translated,  with  the  Author's  sanction,  by  11.  H.  Scott,  M.A., 
Tlin.  Coll.  Dublin.    With  Diaf^rams  and  Charts.    8vo  10«  6d 

THE  WEATHEB-BOOE ;  A  Manual  of  Practical  Meteorology.  By 
Rear-Admiral  Robert  FitzRoy,  R.N.  Witl)  16  Diagrams  on  Wood. 
8vo  15« 

ON  THE  STBENGTH  OF  MATEBIALS;  Containing  yariouB 
oriji^inal  and  useful  Formulae,  specially  applied  to  Tubular  Bridji^es, 
Wroufrht-Jrou  and  Cast-iron  Beams,  &c.  By  Thomas  Tatb,  F.R.A.S. 
8vo  &9  6d 

HANTTAL  OF  THE  SXIBEINGDOM  CCELENTEBATA.    By  J.  Beat 

Grbbnb,  B.A.,  M.R.I.A.  Beinff  the  Second  of  a  New  Series  of  Manuals 
of  the  Experimental  and  Natural  Sciences ;  edited  by  the  Rev.  J.  A. 
Galbraith,  M.A.,  and  tbeRcv.  S.  Hauohton,  M.A.,  F.R.S.,  Fellows 
of  Trinity  College,  Dublin.    With  39  Woodcuts.    Fcp  8vo  5« 

By  the  tame  Author  and  Editors, 

HANTTAL  OF  PBOTOZOA;  With  a  General  Introduction  on  the 
Principles  of  Zoology,  and  16  Woodcuts :  Being  the  First  Manual  of  the 
Series.    Fcp  8vo  2« 

THE  SEA  AND  ITS  LIVING  WONDEBS.  By  Dr.  Geobge 
H  a  rtwig.  Translated  by  the  Author  from  the  Fourth  German  Edition  ; 
and  embellished  with  numerous  Illustrations  from  Original  Designs. 
8vo  \%s 

By  the  same  Author, 

THE  TBOPIGAL  WOBLD:  a  Popular  Scientific  Account  of  the 
Natural  History  of  the  Animal  and  Vegetable  Kingdoms  in  the  Equa- 
torial Regions.  With  8  Chromoxylographs  and  172  Woodcut  illus- 
trations.   8vo  21« 

FOBEST  CBEATTJBES.  By  Chables  Boneb,  Author  of  *  Chamois 
Hunting  in  the  Mountains  of  Bavaria/  &c.  With  18  Illustrations  from 
Drawings  by  Guido  Hammbr.    Post  8vo  \Qs  ^d 
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gKETCHES  OF  THE  VATUEAL  HISTORY  OP  CSYLOH:  ^Tiih 

Narrativet  and  Anecdotes  iUnstrative  of  tbe'  Habits  and  Instincti  of  Oe 
Msminalia,  Birds,  Reptiles,  Fishes,  Insects,  &c.,  inclodinca  lloaQgniih  of 
tbe  Elephant.  By  Sir  J.  Emkbsom  TsMNsirr,  K.C.S.,  IjL.D.,  te.  Witb 
83 lUnstrationi on  Wood.    PoatSfOiatM 


C£YLOV ;  An  Aocoont  of  the  blnnd,  Phymonl,  JBOatoiical,  md 
Topocraphical ;  with  Notices  of  its  Natural  History,  Antiqaitief,  sod 
Productions.  Fifth  Edition ;  with  Maps,  Plans,  and  Cnwrta,  and  10  Wood 
EnfH'&vinf  8.    2  vols.  8vo  j^2  10« 

KABYELS  AHD  K78TEBIES  07  IRKTIJIVT ;  or,  Corionties 
of  Aniinsl  Life.  By  G.  Garratt.  Third  Edition^  revised  and  enJsr^ 
Fcp.  8vo  7« 

XIBBT  AHB   SPEKGF8    TNTRODTTCTIOir    TO    X1ITOI0L06T; 
or.  Elements  of  the  Natural  History  of  Insects  :  Comprising  an  Accoantof 
Noxious  aiul  Useful  Insects,  of  their  Metamorphoses,  Food,  Stntsfcmi,  ; 
Habitations,  Societies,    Motions,   Noises,  Hybernation,   Inttact,  &c.  i 

Seventh  Bdiiiom.    Crown  8f  o  5e 

I 

TOTTATTS  WOBX  OK  THE  H0B8E;  CompriBing also m Treitise  i 
on  Draoffht.  With  numerous  Woodcat  Illustrations,  chiefly  froM  Denpi  ' 
by  W.  Harvey.  New  Edition,  revised  and  enkurffed  by  £.  N.  GABaisL,  i 
M.R.C.S.,  C.V,S.    8volt)»Uif  I 


\  IS  HEALTH  AND  DISEASE:  Comprising  the  Natural 
f,  ZnolOfiiral  Classification,  and  Varieties  of  tbe  Doi(p,as  wellit 


By  the  »ame  Author, 

THE   DOG.    A  New  Edition ;    with  numerous  Engravings,  from 
Designs  by  W.  Harvey.    8vd  tt 

THE  DOG 

History, ^.,-. . , ^«  „.  »„«  -^«s,—  -«=.•- 

tbe  various  modes  of  Breakiuiir  and  Using  him.    By  Stokxhknse.  Witfc 
70  Wood  Engravings.    Square  crown  Svo  15tf 

By  the  game  Author, 

THE   GBETHOUKD:  A  Treatise  on  the  Art  of  Breeding,  Keuing,  | 

and  Training  Greyhounds  for  Public  Running.    With  many  IllartritiODi. 
irquare  crown  Svo  21 « 

THE     ENCTCLOFJEDIA     OP     ETTEAL    BP0RT8;    A  Complete 
Account,  Historicsl,  Practical,  and  I>escriptive,  of  Hantia*,  ^HMting. 
Fishing,  Racing,  &c.    By  D.  P.  Blaine.    With  above  60D  Woodcat  ' 
Illustrations,  including  20  from  Designs  by  John  Lbbch.    8vo42f 

COL.   HAWKEB'S   INSTRUCTIONS  TO  YODNG    SPOBTSaSN  in 

all  that  relates  to  Guns  and  Shooting.    11th  Edition,  revised  by  tbe 
Author's  Son.    With  Portrait  and  Illustrations.    Square  crown  8vo  18« 

THE  DEAD   SHOT,  or  Sportsman's  Complete  Guide ;    a  Treatise  ' 
on  the  Use  of  the  Gun,  with  I  essons  in  tbe  Art  of  Shootti^  Game  of  all 
kinds;    Dofi:-l>reMking,  Pigeon-shooting,  <{c.    By  MARKSMAif      Thui 
Edition ;  with  6  Plates.    Fcp  Svo  S« 


PTTBLISHBD  BY  HESSBS.  LOKaHAV  AND  00.  15 


THE  ELT-TISHEB'S  EVTOXOLOGY.  67  Alvbbd  Bonalds. 
With  coloured  Representations  of  the  Natural  and  Artificial  Insect. 
Sixth  Edittou,  revised  by  am  experienced  Fly-Fisher;  with  20  new 
coloured  Plates.    8vo  14« 

rHB  eSJkSX  OF  THX  wild  BBB  DEEE  in  the  Ooimties  of 
Devon  and  Somerset.  With  an  Appendix  descriptive  of  Remarkable 
Runs  and  Incidents  connected  with  the  Chase,  from  the  year  1780  to  the 
year  1860.  By  C.  P.  Ck>LLYNS,  Esq.  With  a  Map  and  numeroas  Illus- 
trations.   Square  crown  8vo  16# 

EHE  H0BSF8  FOOT,  JOfT^  HOW  TO  KEEP  IT  SOUND. 
Bighth  Edition ;  with  an  Appendix  on  Shoeing:  and  Hunters.  12  Plates 
and  12  Woodcuts.    By  W.  Mi  lbs,  Esq.    Imperial  8vo  12r  6<2 

Two  Casts  or  Models  of  Oflf  Fore  Feet— No.  1,  Shod  for  All  Purpotet;  N0b2» 
Shod  toith  Leather,  on  Mr.  Miles's  plan-  may  be  had,  price  Se  each. 

By  the  eame-  Author, 

A.  nADr  TREATISE  ON  HOBSE-SHOEING.  With  Plates  and 
Woodcuts.    New  Edition.    Post  8vo  2« 

HINTS    ON    ETIQITETTE    AND   THE  USAGES    OF    SOCIETY; 

With  a  Glance  at  Bad  Habits.    New  Edition,  revised  (with  Additions). 
By  a  Lady  of  Rank.    Fcp8vo2«6d 

SHOBT  WHIST ;  its  Else,  Progress,  and  Laws :  with  Observations 
to  make  anyone  a  Whist-plaver.  Containing  also  the  Laws  of  Picquet, 
Css«no,  Ecart^,  Cribbage,  Backgammon.    By  Major  A.    Fcp  8vo  3* 

lALP A ;  or,  the  Chronicles  of  a  Clay  Farm  :  an  Agricultural 
Frajcment.  By  C.  W.  Hoskyns,  Esq.  With  24  Woodcuts  from  Designs 
by  G.  Cruikshank.    16koq  5s  6d 

THE  SAILING-BOAT:  A  Treatise  on  English  and  Foreign  Boats, 
with  Historical  Descriptions ;  also  Practical  Directions  for  the  Rigging, 
Sailing,  and  Management  of  Boats,  and  other  Nautical  Information. 
By  H.  C.  FOLKAHD,  Author  of  The  Wild/owl,  &c.  Third  Edition, 
enlarged;  with  numerous  Illustrations.  {Jnetret^. 

^TELVnC  AND  GYSOrASTIC  EXEBGISES:  Comprising  114 
Bxevcisea  and  Feats  of  Agility.  With  a  Description  of  the  requisite 
Apparatus,  and  64  Woodcuts.    By  John  H.  Howard.    16mo  7«  6d 

rHE  LABOSATOEY  OF  CHEKICAL  WONJDERS :  A  Scientific 
M^aoge  for  the  Instruction  and  Entertainment  of  Young  People.  By 
G.  W.  t3.  PiBSSB,  Analytical  Chemist.    Crown  8vo  5s  6d 

By  the  same  Author, 

CnrRMTCATi,  NATXTRAL,  AND  PHYSICAL  HAGIC»  for  the 
Instruction  and  Entertainment  of  Juveniles  during  the  Holiday  Vacation. 
With  30  Woodcuts  and  an  Invisible  Portrait.    Fcp  8vo  3e  6d 

THE  ABT  QE  FEBFUHEBY;  being  the  History  and  Theory  of 
Odours,  and  the  Methods  of  Extractinj^  the  Aromas  of  Plants,  &c. 
Third  Edition;  with  numerous  additional  Recipes  and  Analyses,  and 
53  Woodcuts.    Crown  8vo  10«  6d 
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as  CSICKEI  FIELD ;  or,  the  Hiftoiy  and  the  Sdenoe  of  «b 
Game  of  Cricket.  By  the  Rtw.  J.  PTCRorr.  B.A.,  Trin.  ColL  Qim. 
FomriA  Ediiitm ;  witb  1  PUtcs.    Fcp  Sro  is 


^  the  taau  Amihor. 

IHE  CBICKET  TUTOR ;  m  Treitiie  czclmiTel j  Praeiied,  dedicttd 
to  the  Captains  or  KleveasiBPablic  Schools.    ISnio  1# 

THE  WASOEV :  m  Kord.    Bj  Avthomt  Trolix>fk.     Kev  and 
cheaper  Editioii.    Crown  two  St  td 


Bff  the  smau  AtOkor. 

I   BABCHESTEB  TOWEBS :   A  Seqoel  to  tho   Wardem,     Kev  nd 
I  cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8to  5* 

ELUCE:   A  Tale.    Bj  L.  H.  Coicnr.    PottSrod^M 

I    THE  LAST  OE  THE  OLD  SaUIBES:    A  Sketch.     Bj  the  Ber. 
J.  W.  Wartbr,  B.D,,  Vicar  oT  WestTanriof,  SusacK.    St^mtdEmHtm, 
\  Fcp.  8vo  U  6d 

THE  BOMAHCE  OF   A  BIFLL  LIFE.    Second  Bdition,  refiaed. 
Post  8vo  9#  6d 

B§  the  same  jiutkor, 

,    HOBEIKO     CLOIIDS.      Second    and    cheaper    Edition,    reriied  • 
tbroof^hout.    FcpSvote  I 

THE  AFTEBHOOV    OF   UFE.     Second   and    cheaper    Editko,  i 
revised  throughout.    Fcp  8vu  ie 

FBOBLEXS  nr  HTXXAH    BATUBE.    Post  Sro  5«  ' 

:    THE    TALES    AHB    8T0BIE8    OF    THE    AUTHOR    OF    AST 
HERBERT.     New  and  cheaper  Edition,  in  10  vols,  crown  8vo  price  ' 
i^l  lU  6d  boards ;  or  each  work  separately,  complete  in  a  single  wniumt, 

AMY  HERBERT  U6d  IVORS UU 

GERTRUDE 7s6d  KATHERINE  ASHTON   ..  UU  . 

Tlie  EARL'S  DAUGHTER.  2«6d  MARGARET  PERCIVAL..  &tOd 

EXPERIENCE  of  LIFE....  U6d  LAN  Rl  ON  PARSONAGE..  UU  . 

CLE VE  HALL Zt6d  UR.SULA uU  • 

S*  Each  work  may  be  had  separately  in  cloth,  with  ^t  edga^  at   '. 
One  Shilling  per  volume  e&tra.  J 

SmiSETS    ABD    SUKSHINE;    or.  Varied  Aspects  of  Life.    By  .' 

Erseink  Neale,  M.A.,  Vicar  of  Exning,  and  Chaplain  to  the  Ear!  of  : 

j  HantiD^^don.    Fo8t8vo8«6d  i 

HY  LIFE,   ABB  WHAT  SHALL  I  BO  WITH  FTP  A  Qaettion 
i  for  Yoonf;:  Gentlewomen.     By  an  Old  Maio.     Fourth  Bdition.    Fcp 

I  8vo6« 

I    BEACOBESSES:   An   Essay  on  the   Official  Help  of  Women  m  j 
I  Parochial  Work  and  in  Charitable  Institntions.     By  the  Rer.   J.  S.   ' 

HowsoN,  D.D.,  Principal  of  the  Collegiate  iuktitation,  liyerpool.    Fcp 
j  8vo  5« 
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E8SATS  IK  ECCLESIASTICAL  BI06SAPHT.  By  the  Eight  Hon. 
Sir  James  Steph en,  LL.D.  Fourth  Editiou,  with  a  Bio^craphical  Notice 
of  the  Author,  by  his  Son.    8vo  14« 

By  the  tame  Author, 
LECTUEES   OK   THE  HISTOBT  OF   FBAKCE.    Third    Edition. 

2  vols.  8vo  24« 

CBTTICAL  AKD  HISTOBICAL  ESSATS  contributed  to  The  Edin- 
burgh Review.  By  the  Rigfht  Hon.  Lord  Macaulay.  Four  Editions, 
as  follows :  — 

1.  A  Libra  BY  Editigit  (the  Tenth)^  vols.  8vo  38* 

2.  Complete  iu  Onb  VoLuacB,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette.    Square  orown  8to  81« 
8.  Another  Nbw  Edition,  in  3  vols,  fcp  8vo  21» 

4.  The  FsoPLB's  Ediiiok,  in  2  vols,  crown  8vo  8* 

LOED  HACATTLAT'S  MISCELLAKEOUS  WEITIKaS:  comprising 
his  Contributions  to  KnighV*  Quarterly  Magazine^  Articles  contributed 
to  the  Edinburgh  Review  not  included  in  his  Critical  and  Historical 
Essaye^  Biographies  written  for  the  Encyclopadia  Britannica,  Miscel- 
laneous  Poems  and  Inscriptions.    2  vols.  8vo  with  Portrait,  2U 

THE  EEV.  STDKEY  SMITH'S  MISCELLAKEOUS  WOEKS :  In- 
cluding his  Contributions  to  the  Edinburgh  Review.  Four  Editions, 
viz. 

1.  A  LiBBABY  EttiTioir  fthe  Fourth),  in  S  vols.  870  with  Portrait,  8(te 

5.  Complete  in  Onb  Volume,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette.    Sqiiare  crown  8vo  21f 

3.  Another  New  Edition,  in  3  vols,  fcp  8vo  21« 

4.  The  People's  Editiok,  in  2  vols,  crown  8vo  8t 

By  the  eame  Author, 

ELEMEKTAET  SKETCHES  OF  MOEAL  FHILOSOFHT,  delivered 
at  the  Royal  Institution.    Fcp  8vo  le 

THE  WIT  AKD  WISDOM  OF   THE   EEV.  SYDKET  SMITH:    A 

Selection  of  the  most  memorable  Passages  iu  his  Writings  and  Con- 
versation.   16mo  7<  &d 

ESSAYS  SELECTED  FEOM  COKTEIBUTIOKS  TO  THE  Edinburgh 
Review.    By  Henry  Rogers.    Second  Edition.    3  vols,  fcp  8vo  2U 

By  the  same  Author, 

THE  ECLIPSE  OF  FAITH;  or,  A  Visit  to  a  Eeligious  Sceptic. 
Tenth  Edition,    Fcp  8vo  be 

DEFEKCE  OF  THE  ECLIPSE  OF  FAITH,  by  its  Author :  Being 
a  Rejoinder  to  Professor  Newman's  Reply,    Fcp  8vo  Zt  6<2 

SELECTIOKS  FEOM  THE  COEEESFOKDEKCE  OF  E.  E.  H. 
GRiiY.^(  )N%  Esq.  Edited  by  the  Author  of  The  Eclipse  of  Faith,  Crown 
8vo  Is  6d 


nriLL.  H.A.,  tbe  Ber.  H.  B.  Wiuox, 
r,  B.D.,  and  Her.  B. 


IAT8  AHD  BZmVB.     NlHli  EiRtion,  in  8to  price  lOi  Sd 

IVEUTtOH   AJTD   SdSBCX,  in  raapect  to   Biuuen's   Biilied 

" Jn,  tb<  BddcBcn  of  CbriMlitnilr,  ind  the  Mo«ic  QuKuomj. 

1  BiAmlBHtJoii  of  CBTtiirj  Statcomli  pnt  feirth  by  (be  miuhiff 
I  of  £uaM  «d  Sm'wi.    Uv  the  Rev.  B.  W.  Satils,  H.A.    ' 

\ttd 

I  THE  mSTOST  OF  THE  BUPIBHATmAL  HT  ALL  A0SS  AID 
NATIONS, 1NALLCHURCKE3,CHRIST[ANAI«DPAGAI«:  D«iiM»- 
■iraliriE  ■  Un<Terul  Futh.  By  William  Uohitt,  Author  of  CffsaiM- 
UimmiChrtMmaf.    3  foU.  pent  fro  [W«n^PMilv. 

TEE  nxKoa  ksa  naEmaoM  or  the  cevbch  at  home, 

conaiilcreil  la  Kigbt  I^etum,  prndisil  before  tlia  UMtverait;  of  Uxfunl 
in  rhe  ysw- IWl,  il  tbs  Lcctarc  fo»ndRl  brthalMe  Rev.  J.  BUDpUn, 
M.A.    By  J.  SANoroRD,  B.U.,  Archdncon  ofCaveatry.    Svo  price  I'- 

PHTSICO  FBOPHSnOAL  ZUATS  OK  TEX  LOCALITT  OF  TES 
KTBKNAL  INHBHITANCB:    I»  Mlnre  md  Cbincter;   Ihe  Bi 
reciion  Bod]r;  Ihe  Hotiul  tUcoKnibauof  Gloriaed  SunU.     Bj  tbe 
W.  LUTEi.  r.a.S.    CnmSnitfU 

BISHOP  7EBEKT  lATIAVfl  ENTIBX  WOSKB;  With  Life  I7 
UisKDF  Hebek.    RctlKdandcoincledbytheRer.C.  p.  Ede.i,  Fellow 

orOriel  Collie,  Oxford.    10  loK.  Svo  ^I  H 

lOSaEUrs  ecclesiastical  msrOST.  The  Ser.  Dr- 
MuBDaCK'a  Llieral  Tranditlon  from  tbe  Lalin,  h  edited,  witb  A  ~" 
tionil  Nate«.by  HiHivaoAHu.  M.A.  TMrdKnlttJ EtONoit.an.^..^ 
re  edited  and  brouchl  down  to  the  Fretent  Time  by  tbe  Rev.  Williav 
Stdbbi.  ma,,  Viccr  of  NivealDClt,  >nd  UbnirUato  tbe  Archbiehop  of 
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A    C0US8S   OF  EKGLIfiH   SS4BIK&,    adapted  io  crfunf  taste  . 
and  capacity ;  or.  How  and  WluU  to  Read :   Wtth  Litonnry  AoHdotes. 
0y  tbe  Jle«.  J.  Py cboft,  B Jk«,  IMn.  ColL  Ozon.    Ftp  8n>  St 

LEOEin)?  OF  TEE  SAINTS  AKD  HAETYB8,  as  represented  in  i 
Christian  Art.  By  Mrs.  Jameson.  Third  Edition,  reviaedj  nitii  17  i 
£tdiin]^s  and  186  Woodcnts.    3  votU.  iqaare  crown'SvoUt  M  | 

By  the  tttmeJMkor,  1 

LEOEirDS    OF    THE    KONASTIG    ORDERS,    ae   represented  in  [ 
Christian  Art.     New  and  improved  Edition,  heuig  the  Third;   with 
many  Etchings  and  WoodcQts.    Square  crown  8vo  iNe€tr^  ready, 

LEGENDS  OF  THE  MADONNA,  as  represented  in  Christian  Art 
Second  Edition,  enlarged :  with  27  Etchings  «ad  1)65  Woodcats.    Sqoave   ■ 
crown  Svo  38« 

THE  HI8T0RT  OF  OTTR  LORD  AND  OF  HIS  TRECURSOR  JOHN 

THE  BAPTIST;  with  the  Personages  and  Typical  Subjects  of  the  Old 
Testament  as  repres^ited  in  Christian  Art.  Square  crown  8vo  with 
many  Etchings  and  Woodcixts  .\Jntieprmt. 

CATS'  AND  FARLIE'S  BOOK  OF  EiraLEMS :  Moral  £mblems, 
with  Aphornms,  Adages,  and  Proverbs  of  all  Nations :  Comprising  60 
circular  Vignettes,  ^  Tail-  pieces,  and  a  Frontispiece  composed  from  their 
works  by  J.  Leiohton,  F.S.A.,  and  engraved  on  'Woed.  Tbe  Text 
translated  and  edited,  with  Additions,  by  &.PieeT.    Imperial  five  81t  6d 

BUNYAN'S  FILORIIFS  FROeRESS :  With  126  Illnatratioqs  on 
Steel  and  Wood,  from  original  Designs  by  C  Bennett ;  and  a  Pndtee  by 
the  Rev.  C.  Kingslbt.    rep  4to  2U 

THEOLOGIA  GERMANICA:  Translated  by  BusunrAl^rnnnroBTH. 
With  a  Preface  by  the  Rev.  C.  Kinqslby;  and  a  Letter  by  Baron 
BueisBN.    Fop  8vo  0« 

LYRA  6ERXANICA.  Translated  from  the  German  by  Oatssbine 
WiNXWORTH  Finer  Sbkibs,  Hymns  for  the  Smtdms  and  Chief 
Festivals  of  the  Christian  Year.  Sbcond  SEBABa,  the  Christian  Ijfe. 
¥cp  8vo  priee  fie  eadi  series. 

HYMNS  FROM  LYRA  GERMANIGA    ISmo  Is 

LYRA  G3EBMANICA.  IFibbt  Sbeteb,  as  abore,  trsndated  by 
C.  WiNKWoRTH.  With  Illustrations  from  (Mgrnal  Designs  by  John 
Leighton,  F.S.A.,  engraved  on  Wood  under  his  superintendence.  Fcp 
4to  2U 

THE  CHORALE-BOOK  FOR  15NGLAND;  A  Complete  Hynm-Book 
for  Public  and  i*riv«te  Worship,  in  accordance  with  the  Services  and 
Festivals  of  the  Church  of  Ensiand :  The  Hymtuirom  the  I^n  Qennanica 
and  other  Sources,  translated  from  the  Qerman  by  C.  Winkwoeth  ; 
fbe  7Vme«,  from  the  Sacred  Music  of  the  Lutfaeran,  Latin,  and  other 
Churches,  for  Four  Voices,  with  Historical  NotM,  &c.,  compiled  and 
edited  by  W.  S.  BsnTNETT,  Professor  of  Music  in  the  University  of 
Cambridu^e,  and  by  Otto  GoLnscmsiDT.  Fcp  4to  price  10»6d  detb,  or 
I8s  half- bound  in  moroceo. 
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fHTMKOLOOIA  CHBI8TIAKA:  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  the  Chru-  '; 
tUn  sieaaoDS.    Selected  and  Ck>iitributed  by  Philbymnic  Frienda;  and 
Edited  by  Benjamin  Hall  Kbnnbdt,  D.D.,  Prebendary  of  LicbfiebL  j 
Crown  Bto  IJutt  readg,     \ 

I 

LYEA.  SACRA ;  Being  a  Collection  of  Hjmns,  Ancient  and  Modern 
Odea»  and  Frairnipnts  of  Sacred  Poetry ;  compiled  anfl  edited,  with  a  . 
Preface,  by  the  Rev.  B.  W.  8ayilb,  M.A.    Fcp  8vo  59 

LYBA  BOMESTICA:    Christian  Songs  for  Domestic   EdificatioiL  : 
Translated  from  the  PaaUery  and  Harp  of  C.  J.  P.  Spitta.  By  Richabd 
Massib.    ¥cp8vo49M 

THE  WIFE'S  MAKTTAL ;   or,  Prayers,  Thoughts,    and  Songs  on 
Several  Occasions  of  a  Matron's  Life.    By  the  Rev.  W.  Caltbrt,  MJL 
Ornamented  in  the  style  of  Q^€§n  Elisabeth**  Prayer  ^Book,    Crown  8f0   . 
price  lOeM  -  '  ; 

HOEKE'S  INTEODUCTIOK  TO  THE  CBITICAL  STUBT  AES  ' 
KNOWLEDGE  OF  THE  HOLY  SCRIPTURES.  Eleventh  Edition,  ■ 
revised  throughout,  and  brought  np  to  the  existing:  state  of  Biblical  • 
Knowledge.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  T.  H.  Hornk,  B.D.,  the  Author,  the  ' 
Rev.  John  Ayre,  M.A.,  snd  S.  P.  Tregbllbs,  LL.D. ;  or  with  the  '- 
becond  Volume,  on  the  Old  Tettament,  edited  by  S.  Davidson,  D.D.  ' 
and  LL.D.  With  4  Maps  and  22  Woodcuts  and  Facsimiles.  4  vols.  8ro  • 
price  4^3  13«  fid  j 

HOBNFS  COMPEEDIOTTS  IKTEOBUGTIOK  TO  THE  STUBT  OF 
THE  BIBLE.     Tenth  Edition^  carefully  re-edited  by   the   Rev.  John   ' 
Ayrb,  M.A.,  of  Gonville  and  Caius  College,  Cambridge.     With  3  Maps  ■ 
and  6  Illustrations.    Post  8vo  9« 

THE  TEEA8TJET  OF  BIBLE  KNOWLEDGE:  Comprising  a  Sum- 
mary of  the  Evidences  of  Christianity;  the  Principles  of  Biblical 
Criticism ;  the  History,  Chronology,  and  Geography  of  the  Scriptures ; 
an  Account  of  the  Formation  of  the  Canon ;  separate  Introductions  to 
the  several  Books  of  the  Bible,  &c.  By  the  Rev.  John  Atrb,  M.A. 
Fcp  8vo  with  Maps,  Enfrravings  on  Steel,  and  numerous  Woodcuts; 
uniform  with  Maunder^*  Treaeuries.  [Nearly  read/. 

IKSTETTCnOKS  IK  THE  BOCTEINE  AEB  FEACTICE  OF  CHBIS.  ! 

TIANITY.    Intended  chiefly  as  an  Introduction  to  Confirmation.    By  1 

the  Right  Rev.  G.  E.  L.  Cotton,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Calcutta.    18mo  ! 
price  29  fid 

BOWDLEE'S  FAMILT  SHAKSFEAEE  ;  in  which  nothing  is  a/fded  ^ 
to  the  Original  Text,  but  those  words  and  expressions  are  omitted  which 
cannot  with  propriety  be  read  aloud.    Chpaper  Genuine  Edition,  complete 
in  1  vol.  lanre  type,  with  36  Woodcut  Illustrations,  price  14t    Or,  with 
the  same  Illustrations,  in  6  volumes  for  the  pocket,  price  5s  each. 

OOLBSMITH'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Edited  by  Bolton  Cobnet. 
Esq.  Illustrated  with  numerous  Wood  Engravings,  from  Designs  by 
Members  of  the  Etching  Club.    Square  crown  8vo  2U 
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MOORE'S  ntlSH  MELODIES.  With  161  Designs  on  Steel  by 
Daniel  M  aclisb,  R.A.,  and  the  whole  of  the  Text  of  the  Songn  eng^raved 
by  Beck  BR.    Super-royal  8vo  3U  6d 

TENNIEL'S  EDITIOK  OF  MOOBFS  LALLA  BOOKH.  With  68 
Woodcnt  Illustrations,  from  Original  Drawings,  and  5  Initial  Pages  of 
Persian  Designs  by  T.  Sulman,  Jun.    Fcp  4to  21f 

MOOBE'S  POETICAL  WOBKS.  People's  Edition,  complete  m  One 
Volume,  large  type,  with  Portrait  after  Phillips.  Square  crown  8vo 
price  129  6d 

POETICAL  WOBES  OF  LETITIA  ELIZABETH  LAKDON  CL.E.L.) 
Comprising  the  Improvitatriee,  the  Venetian  Bracelet^  the  Golden  Violet, 
the  Troubadouvy  and  Poetical  Remains.  New  Edition ;  with  2  Vignettes. 
2  vols.  16mo  \0s 

LATS  OF  ANCIENT  BOME  ;  with  Ivry  and  the  Jrmada,  Bj  the 
Right  Hon.  Lord  Macaulay.    16mo  ie  dd 

LOBD  MACATTLAT'S  LATS  OF  ANCIENT  BOME.  With  Illustra- 
tions, Original  and  from  the  Antique,  drawn  on  Wood  by  G.  Scharf.  Fcp 
4to  2U 

POEMS.  By  Matthew  Abnold.  Fibst  Sebies,  Third  Edition, 
Fcp  8vo  5«  6d    Second  Series,  5« 

By  the  tame  Author, 

MEBOPE  :  A  Tragedy.  With  a  Preface  and  an  Historical  Intro- 
duction.   Fcp  8V0  09 

SOTJTHETS  POETICAL  WOBxiS;  with  all  the  Author's  last  Intro- 
ductions and  Notes.  Library  Edition,  with  Portrait  and  Vignette. 
Medium  Svo  2U ;  in  10  vols,  fcp  Svo  with  Portrait  and  19  Vigntttes,  35t 

By  the  eame  Author. 

THE  BOCTOB,  fte.  Complete  in  One  Yolume,  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  J.  W.  Wartbr,  B.D.  With  Portrait,  Vignette,  Bust,  and  coloured 
Plate.    Square  crown  Svo  12«  M 

CALDEBON'S  THBEE  DBAMAS :  Love  the  Qreaieii  Enchantment, 
The  Sorcerie9  ofSin^  and  The  Devotion  of  the  Crose,  attempted  in  English 
Asominte  and  other  Imitative  Verse,  by  D.  F.  MacCartht,  M.R.I.A., 
with  Notes,  and  the  Spanish  Text.    Fcp  4to  ]5« 

A  STJBVEY  OF  HUMAN  PBOGBESS  TOWABDS  HIOHEB  CIVI- 
LISATION: a  Proji:ress  as  little  perceived  by  the  mnltitude  in  any  age, 
as  is  the  growing  of  a  tree  by  the  children  who  sport  under  its  shade.    By 


as  IS  tne  growing  or  a  tree  by  tiie  cniluren  wno  spor 
N BiL  Arnott,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  &c.    Svo  price  6«  6<f 


COLONISATION  AND  COLONIES:  Being  a  Series  of  Lectures 
delivered  before  the  University  of  Oxford  in  1S39,  '40,  and  '41.  By 
Herman  Mbrivale,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Political  Economy.  Second 
Edition,  with  Notes  and  Additions.    Svo  18« 


I 
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0.  X.  WILLIOH'8  POPTILAK  XABLE8  far  Aflcertaining  ihe  Yalae 
of  Ufebold.  Leasehold,  and  Churco  Property,  Renewal  Fines,  kc. ;  the 
Public  Funds;  Annual  Ayenge  Price  and  Interest  on  Consols  from  1731 
to  1861 :  Chemical,  Geographical,  Astronomical,  Tiiironometrical  Tables, 
lu:.iEC.    .9IUMJE«M<m>  enlarged.   PontAvo  10* 

THOXBOH'S  TABLES  t)F  UTTEBIEBT,  st  Three,  Four,  Four  and 
a-Hslf,  and  Five  per  Cent.,  from  One  Pound  to  Ten  Thousand,  and  from 
1  to  S86  Days.    ISmo  U  M 

A  BICnOKAET,  PEAGTICAL,  THEOBETICAL,  AITB  HIBTOBICAL, 
of  Commerce  and  Commercial  Navigation.  By  J.  >R.  M'Culloch,  Esq. 
Illustrated  with  Maps  and  Plans.  New  B(Ution«  containini^  much 
additional  InftHrmattoo.  iBvo  50r 

Bjf  the  game  Author. 

A  DICTIONAEY,  GEOGRAPHICAL,  STATISTICAL,  AMD  HIBTOBI- 
CAL, of  the  various  Countries,  Places,  and  principal  Natural  Objects  in 
the  World.    New  Edition,  revised ;  with  6  Maps.    2  vols.  8vo  6S« 

A  MAHUAL  >0F  GEOGBAPHT,  Phyneal,  Industrial,  and  Political. 
By  Wi  LLi  AM  H  uoH  Es,  F  R.G.S.,  &c..  Professor  of  Geography  in  jQueen's 
College,  London.  New  and  thoroughly  revised  Edition  :  with  6  coloured 
Maps.    Ftp  8vo  7t  €d 

Or,  in  Two  Parts :  Part  L  Europe,  9t  6^;  Part  II.  Asia, 
Africa,  America,  Australasia,  and  Polynesia,  4« 

Bp  the  *ame  Author* 

THE  GEOGBAPHT  OF  BBITISH  HISTOBT;  a  Geographical 
Description  of  the  British  Islands  at  succesi^ive  Periods,  from  the  Earliest 
Times  to  the  Present  Day;  with  a  Sketch  of  the  commencement  of 
Colonisation  on  the  part  of  the  English  Nation.  With  6  full-coloured 
Maps.    Fcp  8vo  Be  6a 

A  KEW  BEmSH  GAZETTEEB;  or,  Topographical  Dictionarj  of 
the  British  Islands  and  Narrow  Seas :  Comprising  concise  Descriptions 
ot  about  60,000  Places,  Seats,  Natural  Features,  and  Objects  of  Note, 
founded  on  the  best  Authorities.    By  J.  A.  Sharp.    2  vols.  8vo  ^^2  16f 

A  NEW  BICnONABT  OF  GEOGBAFHT,  BescriptiTe,  PbTsical, 
Statistical,  and  Historical :  Forming  a  complete  General  Gazetteer  of 
the  World.  By  A.  K.  Johnston,  F.R.S  E.,  &c.  Beeomd  Bditi&n^  revised. 
In  One  Volume  of  1,360  pages,  comprising  about  50,MO  Names  of  Place  s. 
8vo30# 

AJT  EEXTCLOPJEBIA  OF  CIVIL  EITGDIEEBING,  Historical, 
Theoretical,  and  Practical.  lilustrated  by  upwards  of  3,000  Woodcuts. 
By  E.  Cresy,  C.E.    Second  EdiHotit  revised  and  extended.    8vo  42« 

THE  ENGINEEB'S  HANBBOOK;  explaining  the  Principlee  which 
should  guide  the  Young'  Kngineer  in  the  Construction  of  Machinery,  witb 
the  necessary  Kules,  Proportions,  and  Tablea.  By  C  S.  Lowhdes, 
Engineer.    Post  8vo  5e 
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USEFUL  nrFOBHATIOH  FOB  EV6INEEBS :  Bemg  a  FiBflv 
Sbries  of  Lectures  delivered  before  the  Working;  Ei«iueer»  of  Toriuhire 
and  Lancashire.  By  W,  Fairbairn,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.,  F.6.S.  With 
Plates  and  Woodcats.    Crown  8vo  10#  6^ 

Second  Series:  Containing:  Experimental  Researches  on  the  Collapse  of 
Boiler  Flues  and  the  Strencfth  of  Materials,  and  Lectures  on  subjects 
connected  with  Mechanical  Engineering,  &c  With  Platea  and  Woodcuts. 


1  Grown  8to  10*  6d 

Jly  the  same  Author, 

A  TREATISE  OK  HILLS  AKB  MILLWOSK.  Vol.  I.  on  the 
principles  of  Mechanism  and  on  Prime  Movers.  With  Plates  aBd  Woodcuts. 
8V0  1€< 

AK  EUGYCLOFJEDIA  OF  AEGHITECTUKE,  Historical,  Theo- 
retical)  and  Practical.  By  Joskph  Gwilt.  With  mora  than  1,000  Wood 
Engravings,  from  Designs  by  J.  S.  Gwilt.    8vo  42« 

LOUDOirS  EH G7GL0PJEBIA  of  Cottage,  Farm,  and  Yilla  Archi- 
tecture and  Furniture.  New  Edition,  edited  by  Mrs.  Loudon  ;  with 
more  than  2,000  Woodcuts.    8vo  QSe 

THE  ELEMKWTg  OF  MECHASIBK,  designed  for  Students  of 
Applied  Mechanics.  By  T.  M.  Goodbvb,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Natural 
Philosophy  in  King'fr  College,  London.  With  206  Figures  on  Wood, 
Post  8vo  Of  6rf 

UBE'S  DICTIOITAEY  OF  ABIS,  ILOTUFACTUBES,  ABD  MUTES. 
Fifth  Edition,. re-written  and  enlarged;  with  nearly  2,060  Wood  Enjprav- 
in^.  Edited  by  Robert  Huvt,  F.ILS.,  F.S.8.,  Keiqper  of  Muiing 
Records,  &c.,  assisted  by  numerous  gentlemen  eminent  in  Science  and 
connected  with  the  Arta  and  Manufactures.    3  vols.  8vo  ^^ 

AS  E]fCTCL0FJ3DIA  OF  DOKESTIC  SCONOKY:  Comprising  such 
subjects  as  are  most  immediately  connected  with  Housdteepinc.  By 
I'Hos.  Webster  ;  assisted  by  Mrs.  Parkes.  With  nearly  1,000  Wood- 
cuts.   8vo  31«  &d 

MOBEBV  COOSXBY  FOR  FSIVATE  FAISILIES,  reduced  to  a 
System  of  Easy  Practice  in  a  Series  of  carefully-tested  Receipts,  in  which 
the  Principles  of  Baron  Liebig  and  other  eminent  Writers  have  been  as 
much  as  possible  applied  and  explained.  By  Eliza  Acton.  Newly  re- 
vised and  enlarged  Edition ;  with  8  Plates,  comprising  27  F!gure8,.and 
150  Woodcuts.    Fcp  8vo  7t  6d 

A  PEACTICAL  TREATISE  Olf  BREWHTG,  based  on  Chemical  and 
Economical  Principles :  With  Formulae  for  Public  Brewers,  and  Instruc- 
tions for  Private  Families.    By  W.  Black.    8vo  price  10»  Stt 

OS  FOOD  ANB  ITS  DIGESTION:  Being  an  Introduction  to 
Dietetics.  By  W.  Brinton,  M.D.,  Physician  to  St.  TlunnaM^B  Homital. 
&c.     With  48  Woodcuts.    Post  8vo  12*  -«'      » 


QEXEBAL  LIST  OF  KSW  WOKE8 


TO  KOTHEBi  ON  TBS  KAHAGEICBHT  OF  THSIS 
HEALTH  DURING  THK  PERIOD  OF  PREGNANCY  AND  IN  TUK 
LYlNG-lN  ROOM.    ByT.  Boli.,M.D.    Fcp8vo5« 

KATEBVAL  KAVAiUKEHT  OF  CEOLDREN  IS  HEALTH 
AND  DISEASE.    Fcp8Y0  5« 

LECTUBSS  ON  THE  DISEASES  OF  IHFAKCT  AHD  CHILDHOQD. 
Bjr  Chaelbs  West,  M.D.,  &c.  Fourth  Bdiiion,  carefully  re?ited 
throasboat;  with  numeroas  addiUoiuU  Cues,  and  a  copious  Inoix. 

8V01W 

THE  PATEHTBE'S  XAHXrAL:  A  Treatise  on  the  Iaw  and  Prac- 
tice of  Letters  Patent,  espedally  intended  for  the  use  of  Patentees  and 
Inrentors.    By  J.  Johnson  and  J.  H.  Johnson,  Esqra.    Foat  8vo  UU 

THE  PRACTICAL  DEAnOHTSXAH*S  BOOK  OF  INBVSTBIAL 
DESIGN.  By  W.  Johnson,  Assoc.  Inst.C.E.  Second  Edition,  enlan^ed; 
counprisinic  300  Pa^es  of  Letterpress,  310  Quarto  Plates,  and  nomerons 
VToodcnU.    ito38«6d 

THE  PRACTICAL  MECHANICS  JOURKAL:  Anillustnited  Record 
of  Mechanical  and  Engineering  Science,  and  Epitome  of  Patent  Inven- 
tions.   4to  price  U  monthly.    Vols.  I.  to  XV.  price  14^  each,  in  doth. 
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i    THE    PRACTICAL   KECHAHICS  JOXTRKAL  RECORD   OF  THE 
;  INTERNATIONAL   EXHIBITION   OF    1863.      A  full  and  elaborate   i 

I  Illustrated  Account  of  the  Exhibition,  contributed  by  43   Writers  of  i 

eminence  in  the  Departments  of  Science  and  Art.    in  One  Volame,  com-   I 
:  prisin^i:  6S0  Pa^es  of  Letterpress,  illustrated  by  90  Plate  Knpravin^  and 

I  900  WoodcuU.    4to  price  3b«  6d  cloth. 

•    COLLIERIES  AHB   COLLIERS;    A  Handbook   of  the   Law  and 
leading  Cases  relatinii^  thereto.     B]r  J.  C.  Fowlbr,  Barrister-at-La«r ;    i 
Stipendiary  Magistrate  for  the  District  of  Mertbyr  Tydfil  and  Aberdare.   i 
Fcp  8to  6« 

i 

THE  THEORY  OF  WAR  ILLTTSTRATED  by  numerous  Examples  ; 

from  History.    By  Lieut.-Col.  MAcD<)COALL,lateSuperiutendent  ofthe    ' 
Staff  Ck>llege.    Third  Edition,  with  10  Plans.  -  Post  8vo  price  10*  6d 

PROJECTILE   WEAPONS    OF    WAR    ASD    EXPLOSIVE    COK-  : 
POUNDS.    By  J.  Scoffern,  M.B.  Lond.  late  Professor  of  Chemistry  in 
the  Aldersjrate  School  of  Medicme.    Fourth  Edition,     Post  8vo  witJi 
WoodcuU,  9*  6d 

Supplement,  containing  New  Resources  of  Warfare,  price  3s 

A  IIANTTAL  FOR  NAVAL  CADETS.      By  John  M'Nbh,   Botd,   • 
late  Captain  R.N.    Published  with  the  Sanction  and  Approval  of  the 
Lords  Commissioners  of  the   Admiralty.     Second   Edition ;    with   240 
Woodcuts,  2  coloured  Plates  of  Signals,  &c.,  and  1 1  coloured  Plates  of 
Flags.    Post  8vo  12«  6d 


PUBLISHED  BY   HESSBS.  ]X)VGMAK  AVD  CO.  26 


FBOJECnON  AND  CALCULATION  OF  THE  SFHEBE.  For 
Youngf  Sea  Officers ;  bein;?  a  complete  Initiation  into  Nautical  Astronomy. 
By  S.  M.  Saxbv,  R.N..  Principcil  Instructor  of  Naval  Bnicine«r»,  H.M. 
Steam  Reserve.    With  77  uia^ams.    rosisvoSf 

By  the  tame  Author. 

THE  STUDY  OF  STEAM  AlO)  THE  MABINE  EKOINE.  For 
Younfi:  Sea  Officers  in  H.M.  Navy,  the  Merchant  Navy,  &c.;  beinjj:  a 
complete  Initiation  into  a  knowledge  of  Principles  and  their  Application 
to  Practice.    Post  8vo  with  87  Diagrams,  5«  6d 

ATBEATISE  OK  THE  STEAM  EHGIHE,  in  its  rarious  Applica* 
tions  to  Mines,  Mills,  Steam  Navigation,  Railways,  and  Agriculture. 
With  Theoretical  Investigations  respecting  the  Motive  Power  or  Heat  and 
the  Proportions  of  Steam  Engines ;  Tables  of  the  Right  Dimensfons  of 
every  Part;  and  Practical  Instructions  for  the  Manufacture  and 
Management  of  every  species  of  Engine  in  actual  use.  By  John  Bourne, 
C.E.  Fifth  Edition }  with  37  Plates  and  546  Woodcuts  (200  new  in  this 
Edition).    4to  42* 

By  the  eame  Author. 

A  CATECHISM  OF  THE  STEAM  ENGINE,  in  its  yarious  AppUca- 
tions  to  Mines,  Mills,  Steam  Navigation,  Railways,  and  Agriculture; 
with  Practical  Instructions  for  the  Manufacture  and  Management  of 
Engines  of  every  class.    New  Edition^  with  80  Woodcuts.    Fcp  8vo  6t 

HANDBOOK  OF  FAEM  LABOUE  :  Comprising  Labour  Statistics ; 
Steam,  Water,  Wind ;  Horse  Power ;  Hand  Power ;  Cost  of  Farm  Opera- 
tions; Monthly  Calendar;  Appendix  on  Boarding  Agricultural 
Labourers,  &c. ;  and  Index.  By  John  Chalmers  Morton,  Editor  of 
the  Agricultural  Gazette,  &c.    16mo  Is  6d 

By  the  eame  Author. 

HANDBOOK  OF  BAIBT  HUSBANBET:  Comprising  Dairy  Sta- 
tistics ;  Food  of  the  Cow ;  Choice  and  Treatment  of  the  Cow :  Milk ; 
Butter;  Cheese;  General  Management  of  a  Dairy  Farm;  Monthly 
Calendar  of  Daily  Operations;  Appendix  of  Statistics;  and  Index. 
16mo  \*%d 

GONVEBSATIONS  ON  NATURAL  FHILOSOFHT,  in  which  the 
Elements  of  that  Science  are  familiarly  explained.  By  Jane  Marcbt. 
Uth  Edition ;  with  34  Plates.    Fcp  8vo  10«  6d 

By  the  tame  Author, 

GONVEBSATIONS  ON  CHEMISTBY,  in  which  the  Elements  of  that 
Science  are  familiarly  explained  and  illustrated.  A  thoroughly  revised 
Edition.    2  vols,  fcp  8vo  lU 

GONVEBSATIONS  ON  LAND  AND  WATEB.  Hevised  Edition,  with 
a  Coloured  Map,  showing  the  comparative  Altitude  of  Mountains.  Fcp 
8vo  5«  6d 

GONVEBSATIONS  ON  POLITIGAL  EGONOMY.    Fcp  8vo  7*  Gd 

BAYLDON'S  ABT  OF  VALUING  BENTS  AND    TILLAGES,  and 

Claims  of  Tenants  upon  Quitting  Farms,  at  both  Michaelmas  and  Lady- 
Day.    Seventh  Edition,  enlarged.    8vo  10#  6^ 


.•ofSi 


^\^ 


«,v 


3at*\ 


.•rs-'' 


!;.&■«■ 


■SS" 


,»'«t'!sa 


PUBLISHED  BY  XB8SBS.  LONGMAK  AND  00.  27 


COBDOK-TBAINIKO  OF  FEUIT  TBEES,  Diagonal,  Yertioal, 
Spiral,  Horizontal,  adapted  to  the  Orchard-Houne  andOpen-Air  Culture. 
By  Rev.  T.  Colli NOt  Brbhaut.    Fcp  8vo  with  Woodcuts,  3tf  6d 

THE  THEOBT  AKD  FEACTICE  OF  HOBTICULTUBE ;  or,  An 
Attempt  to  Explain  the  Principal  Operations  of  Gardeninf?  upon  Physio- 
lo^cai  Grounds.    By  J.  Lindley,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  F.L.S.    With  98  Wood- 

g  cuts.   8to  ait 

^  Bp  the  4ame  Author, 

I        AN  IKTBOBUCnON  TO  BOTAITY.     New  Edition,  reused  and 
enlarged ;  with  6  Plates  and  many  Woodcuts.    2  vols.  8vo  24« 

^        THE  BOSS  AMATETJB'S  GUIDE  :    Containing  ample  Descriptions 
H  or  all  tbefioe  leading  Varieties  of  Roses,  regularly  classed  in  their  respeo- 

t  tive  Families ;  their  History  and  Mode  ot  Culture.    By  Thomas  Ritbrs. 

Seventh  Edition,    Fcp  8vo  4t 

I  THE  6ABDEKEBS*  ANKUAL  FOB  1863.  Edited  by  the  Bev.  S. 
Reynolds  Hole.  With  a  coloured  Frontispiece  by  John  Leech. 
;  Fcp.  8vo2#6<f 

THE  TBEA8TJBT  OF  KATUBAL  HISTOBT;  or,  Popular  Dic- 
tionary of  Zoology :  in  vthich  the  Characteristics  that  distinguish  the 
different  Classes,  General  and  Species  are  combined  with  a  variety  of 
interesting  information  illustrative  of  the  Habits,  Instincts,  and  General 
Economy  of  the  Animal  Kingdom.  By  Samuel  Maunder.  With 
above  900  accurate  Woodcuts.    Fcp  8vo  }0* 

By  the  tame  Author, 

THE  SCIENTIFIG  AND  LITEBAB7  TBEASTTBT:  A  Popular 
Encyclopaedia  of  Science  and  the  Belies-Lettres;  including  all  branches 
of  Science,  and  every  subject  connected  with  Literature  and  Art.  Fcp 
8vo  10# 

THE  TBEAS17BT0F  GE06BAPHT,  Physical,  Historical,  Descrip- 
tive, and  Political ;  containing  a  succinct  Account  of  every  Country  in 
the  Worid.  Completed  by  William  Hughes,  F.R.6.S.  With  7  Maps 
and  16  Plates.    Fcp  8vo  10« 

THE  HISTOBICAL  TBEA8UBY :  Comprising  a  General  Introduc- 
tory Outline  of  Universal  History,  Ancient  and  Modem,  and  a  Series  of 
Separate  Histories  of  every  principal  Nation.    Fcp  8vo  10« 

THE  BIOGBAFHIGAL  TBEASTJBY:  Consisting  of  Memoirs, 
Sketches,  and  Brief  Notices  of  above  12,000  Eminent  Persons  of  All  Ages 
and  Nations.    I2th  Edition,    FcpSvolOf 

THE  TBEASTTBT  OF  KNOWLEDGE  AKD  LIBBABT  OF  BEFE- 
RENCE :  Comprising  an  English  Dictioof  ry  and  Grammar,  a  Universal 
Gazetteer,  a  CiMssical  Dictionary,  a  Chronology,  a  Law  Dictionary,  a 
Synopsis  of  the  Peerage,  useful  Tables,  &c.    Fcp  Svo  lUt 

Uniform  unth  the  above, 
THE  TBEASTTBT  OF  BOTAHT.    By  Dr.  J.  Lii^dlby.  [/«  (he  press. 

THE  TBEASTTBT  OF  BIBLE  KNOWLEDGE.  By  Bev.  J.  Aybb, 
M.  A.  [/a  the  preu. 


ATED    SERIES   OF    ENGLISH    READING-BOOKS. 

BVD  iirice  lOj  cloth,  eitcb  or  irhich   Volumes  n»r  be  hid 
icpmald)*  u  bclDW, 

THE  GRADUATED  SERIES 

E  eeabing-'lesson  books 

WITH  ESPLUNATORY  NOTKSj 
Si  FrogreuiTB  Conrw  ol  Eeading,  for   all  ClaMM  *t 
£ngliih  Sohoolt  luid  Familiea. 

Edited  by  J.  S.  LAUEIE, 
F.ihlor  of  tbc  SAmna  EatrrlaiHlaff  Liirery,  fte. 

FmsT  Book,  loarojei,  fitcHEdWoii I  0 

Second  Uook,  156  !'ii[ei,  Pi/t»  EdilicB 1  < 

Thihd  IlooK,SiaPBeei,SIff*£ifl(la>i a  0 

FouHTH  Book,  4tO  Psg«.  Sij-fA  Ki/«/o« 1  « 

Fifth  Book,  IBS  Fuges,;$fcsiiif£di(ia» s  o 


11 


^  1>  an  entirely  new  wriet  of  Sr»d- 

iDR-fioDki.  oanltaUT  ■^^*^  UiKHUthinil 
Ths  nvflBnOln  ira  amagit  Mob  In  w 
|>i~— ^dlny  ■Ktloni,  oi  ft  Hrial  imd  tmt- 
ftdioDi  oT  pnt^nuln,  ntoonntaiitly 
1  Hltctloiu.  Booc  L  Donriili  oT 
El  md  fltnldB  HoriD^  IUIm  ud 

th4?  cam^rehonrion  oT  cbUdnn  w1wjuv» 
II.  Fonulnt  mlKelloniu,  Ulu  or  i 
turfl.  Imibri'iuU^B  And  t««],  Kimdo 
Tliliin)  hliUry,  ind  UIIbJ  pwilry 


_i  umliTa  of  biiffi  Ui- 

tory.  ifpoElV.EiiwUahUHTElTdBuak 
u  [DbnduotoiT.  El  m  nutbar  fttaiwloo  of 
tJsMH}"  mnec^Iilui,wlUi  At  aJdlMiiB 

or  Wnr^MjiDw™  ¥l5SSiI'2Sl^ 
Ililly  umiuisd.  BOOK  T..  vbbfeom- 
plMei  llio  roUTM,  fjrm  i  (iirthw  idnKt 

of  »  Clasi-book  o^  litcrEngll*^  lR«1! 


By  the  Hams  Jul, 

FIEST  STEPS  to  EEADINa: 

10  Ibc  Gndunted  Serin  of  English  Reid 
price  id.  Fast  II.  price  Gd  tewed  {  or  t 
the  whole  coospicuoutly  printed  la  bolt 
Set  of  Droidiide  Shceli,  price  ii  ad,  or  p 
moanted  ts  15  CurdboBrda,  ur  9(  SiJ  vtitta  i 


being  ftQ  Introduction 


lau  TeicblDK,  on  B 

etor  DKOAD9IDU 


LAURIE'S  ENTERTAINING  LIBRARY. 


THB 

SHILLING  ENTERTAINING  LIBRARY, 

Adapted  to.tiia  leqnirementt  of  BohoaL  Idbrariei,  Famlllsi,  and 


Working  Mnu 

By  J.  S.  LAUEIE, 

Editor  of  Ou  Gr-au-iled  Siriet 

of  Readijif-LeMim  BtQJu,  J*. 

ThBFiritThrKVoluiL 

«»«iiowre.dj',vl>. 

tOBIKBON  CRUSOE.              | 

QUI> LIVER'S  TRAVELS. 

□  UKIBTMAB  TALES. 

lie  object  of  the  ENTBnTA.i^iN<i 

^Sa^ISa 

SrtT™  ^of'''S?^i™i»^lS'  boolui 

K[ch  any  win  find  naOaUi.    Vtaj 

inllsr  pc^uU  Us  teen  <UrM,  ui3 

sntLnii.VibeUos'lhj.b  ih«»  (lulu»> 

wUl  bi  to  afford.  In  i  wide  ud  llbiina 

this  end  whaWTtr  bsuri  more  diimOj 

uwD  IhB  practical  uUUUh  Dt  lUa  will  Id- 

™k  10  tlis  liiiuilorel  mipd.   OWldreii 

It  Ib  prilpln'  lo  itaU  thU  III*  Editor  a>- 

I'^A  (mm  iil^somc  U-kE.  aid  norklng 

.ome,  ?he  right  ri  .dapUog  the  original 

iiL>n  uoJried  with  a  liar.ldnr'i  Udl,  Mo- 
ot vdSiibly  b.^  iii<lii<:ed  id  read  imtjf  lUer 

!Sfi^°;ti^^'!i?;;>ss^t»'^^iri 

lud  dUHoulI  wlU  be  olmuUAed ;  modem 

r.xH^^Al^il  man  m-  liiiid,  ungruaAil 

irord.  .nd  ldlom<  nUI  be^ubt^loled  foe 

"?'"s'";"r"SS 

lutgnltable  to  the  youui  wlUbs  eiiiuiuRd. 

Owe  «lll  be  ati«  to'odom  each'^  of'the 

.'.I'tmllMS 

Tolumei  wllh  1  number  ur  itrlhliiE  UluB- 

J.                       .■■!..  be  .nlvsd 

tntioin.   THe  UluitrBtloni  to  Cbi  three 

-.,.,   BEleoUOKOf 

vobimsa  no»  rHidj  aw    iriWB  by  Mr. 

s.hniltr™.'k,  a  rUinguitUt.wboiemBrlt 
li  -  >;-T.    .ictnomladgod   by  compeunt 

'"'""■'■'       i,-.],u™  »m^p»id^w  tto 

''■^■i?:^?i^"H'iK?i 

Votuma  priparingfor  Puilication  Quarterly,  imi/'oril  icilli  tMi  abott'fliTiei 
8ANDFORD  Mtd  MBRTON      I  HISTORY  Of  tb*  PLAQDB 

[OnUorcASl.         Th«VIOAR  of  WAKEFIELD 
The  PILGRIM'S  PROQRESS      CITIZEN  of  the  VTORLD 
EVENINQS  AT  HOME  |  SWISSFAUILYRCBINSON 

AyO  OTBBB  WORKS. 


»^^s."'"*t^r»^ « 

arfl»^  ?.ld»^o»^      11 

B«»»"„V«»--:;«itfj»wS,-'..  M 

\  ^:.is^"f":  ■ ; 


''iFiahnlir  Aim  — 


trusJtfM- TdcB  ... 


MufihaU  GcQcmphr  of  HhtolT.-.-.,.. 


ih  rjnjugt .... 


Loadoit'B    encTclDPHBdlB    of    CottniB 
Joii'»  EncIlopMli*  of  AgrUnltnit   11 


JToeDiHwaR'i  IIubt'^Wu  ...~ 
JfCWbot'i  OsosKiiUal  JHotlnisi.. 
jrxrea'i  PdHUocI  E«a«T  

XtumfD-'i  KufniiUgia  TiBinuT 

Jtamder't  QeoflniihldAl  TMnrj.,^.. 

jroiwlir'i  Kuunl  HIBari 

MaiijtJtr'B  TKU1U7  orEnowlcdca.... 

JTiTlcaiE']  Fill  of 
Jfvyim'9  HlftDiT  oTSIi 

f^taJi'f  Buucta  and  Gu 


82 


HEW  W0BK8  PUBLISHED  BY  LONGMAN  AND   CO. 


0(ilii«^«  Ohemlftrr 11 

Owen**  Anatomy  H 

iP<iclx*«  Guide  to  the  PyrencM 9 

P«n7*B  Memoin 4 

Pe«Iu,  Paneit  and  Gladen 8 

i>le««ftv*«  Materia  Medica IS 

PeacheTa  Elements  of  Physics IS 

PiUR^'s  Guide  to  Geology IS 

PhSa^*8  Introduction  to  Mineralogy  12 

P<0sse*«  Art  of  Perftimery 15 

Pfesse's  Chemical  Wonders 15 

Fiet$e''$  Chemical  and  Natural  Magic  15 

IVeroiodrTs  Siberian  Exile 1 

Ponon's  Lift  by  TTeUwrn 4 

Praetical  Medianle's  Journal S4 

Problems  in  Human  Nature 16 

iVerq/k*«  English  Beading 19 

Banken**  Canada  and  the  Crimea  ....  9 

Becord  of  International  Exhibition  . .  S4 

JZMmTs  Thebes 8 

Xieh*$  Boman  and  Greek  Antiquities  5 

Riven*$  Bose  Amateur's  Guide S7 

Sogerg'M  Essays , 17 

i2o0et'«  English  Thesaurus 7 

Bomauce  of  a  Dull  Lift  16 

Jioiuifcr*  Fly-Fisher 15 

Xowton's  Dtbater 7 

Sandfor^s  Bampton  Lectures   18 

Savilt  on  Bevel ation  and  Science  ....  18 

Scucbjf  on  Projection  of  Sphere 25 

iSiox&y  on  Study  of  Steam 95 

iScoifem  on  Projectiles  24 

Scott" a  Lectures  on  the  Fine  Arts  ....  4 

Scott's  Volumetrical  Analysis  It 

iScrope  on  Volcanos    11 

Senior'a  Biographical  Sketches a    8 

SewelVs  Ancient  History 6 

^eu^Zr*  Early  Church  5 

SewelVa  Passing  Thoughts  on  Beligion  18 
StwtlVa  Self-Examination   for   Con- 

flrmation 18 

SeweWs  Beadings  for  Confirmation..  18 

SewelVs  Beadings  for  Lent 18 

SewelVs  Impressions  of  Borne,  &c 10 

SewelVs  Stories  and  Tales  16 

Sharp*s  British  Gazetteer 22 

Short  Wliist 15 

Sidney's  (Sir  P.)  Life,  by  Lloyd 3 

Smith's  (J.)  St.  Paul's  Shipwreck   ....  5 

Smith's  (G.)  Wesleyan  Methodism....  1 

Social  Life  in  Australia 10 

Southey's  Poetical  Worlts 21 


a 


Southey's  Doctor 

Stephen's  Essays 

Stephen's  Lectures  on  the  History  of' 

France , 

Stephenson's  Life,  by  JieerZTreson  snd 

Pole  

*  Stonehenge' on  the  Dog   

*8tonehenge'  on  the  Greyhound 

StrUMaiatfs  Queens  of  England 

Sydney  Smith's  Works  ....; 

Sydney  Sm  ith's  Moral  Phil  osophy .... 

TaU  on  Strength  of  Materials I 

Taylor's  {Jeremy)  Works Itt 

rennent's  Ceylon  14, 

Tennent's  Natural  History  jof  Ceylon  1 

Theologia  Germanica..^ 

ThirlwalVs  Greece ! 

TT^mson's  Interest  Tables  St 

Thomswi's  Laws  of  Thought II 

Thrttpp's  Anglo-Saxon  Home S 

Todd's  Cyclopaedia   of  Anatomy  and 

Phyriology il 

rro72ope's  Warden   M 

TroOop^s  Barchester  Towers M 

ZV^jjs's  Law  of  Nations   S 

7'i^aS  on  Heat  11 

Tj^afTs  Mountaineering g 

Ure's  Dictionary  of  Arts,  Manufac- 
tures, and  Mines S 

Van    Der    Jloeven's    Handbook    of 

Zoology 11 

ViUari's  History  of  Savonarola  4 

Warburton's  Life,  by  If  a/aon 4 

irarfer'«  Last  of  the  Old  Squires  ....    16 

Watts' 8  Dictionary  of  Chemistry 1 J 

Webb's  Celestial  Objects   13 

Webster  and  Parkes's  Domestic  Eco- 
nomy      M 

Wellington's  Life,  by  Gleig  4 

Wesley's  Life,  by  Southey  5 

West  on  Children's  Diseases 24 

White  and  Biddle's  Latin  Dictionary     6 

Wilson's  Bryologia  Britannica 26 

WiUich's  Popular  Tables a 

Wit  and  Wisdom  of  Sydney  Smith  ..   J  7 
Woodwardl's  Chronological  and  His- 
torical Encyclopsedia  2 

TTorms  on  the  Earth's  Motion It 

Wyndham's  Norway  '  9 

Tonne's  English-Greek  Lexicon 7 

Touatt's  work  on  the  Horse 14 

Youatt'a  work  on  the  Dog 14 


\January  1SC3. 


WOTIiSWOOBt  k'K'D  QO.^V^VS.TV.'B.t^  V««r-«TtlSBT  SQVAaX  ,:x>ifiK>jr 


